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No.  1. 


MARIA  DE  .QUA  NATU8  EST  JESUS 

Mart  of  whom  Jesus  was  Born. 


The  great  mystery  of  the  season  is  that  pf  God's 
Son  made  man,  so  admirably  expressed  in  the 
sublime  antithesis  of  Saint  John :  Et  Verlum  caro 
factum  es«— "and  the  Word  was  made  flesh."  But 
in  this  intermingling  of  things  divine  and  hu- 
man, another  mystery  presents  itself,  equally  pro- 
minent and  totally  inseparable  from  the  first,  viz: 
that  of  a  virgin  who  has  become  a  mother  and 
remains  a  virgin.  Every  thing  in  these  days  is 
mysterious,  dazzling  to  the  eyes,  but  sweet  beyond 
expression  to  the  heart ;  for  in  the  stable,  what 
has  passed  is  the  consummation  of  God's  designs 
from  eternity,  the  object  of  the  wonder  of  angels 
and  saints  and  likewise  the  principle  and  the 
means  of  their  beatitude  from  the  beginning.  In- 
finitely above  all  created  intelligence  as  the  mys- 
tery of  "  the  Word  made  flesh"  is,  what  is  manifest- 
ed to  us  in  the  flesh  has  been  made  known  through 
the  Virgin  Mother  "of  whom  Jesus  was  born," 
Maria  de  qua  natus  est  Jesus.  (St.  Matt.,  i.)  While 
the  miracle  of  her  Divine  Maternity  astonishes 
Eeaven  itself,  we  must  pause  and  try  somewhat 
to  survey  what  we  can  of  its  boundless  extent,  by 
the  light  thrown  around  it  since  eighteen  cen- 
turies. 

We  said  it  once  before,  quoting  Bossuet  on  the 
above  text  of  St.  Matthew :  In  one  word  the  Holy 
Ghost  has  here  completed  the  tableau  of  the 
grandeurs  of  Mary:  this  word  declaring  her 
Divine  Maternity  leaves,  as  it  were,  iu  the  shade 
all  other  praises  or  encomiums  men  or  even  an- 
gels could  bestow  upon  her,  like  the  stars  in 
the  firmament,  which  seem  to  lose  their  bril- 
liancy when  the  sun  shines  in  the  effulgence  of 
his  noonday-splendor.  Of  this,  the  illiterate,  the 
poorest  and  simplest  Catholic  peasant,  as  well  as 
the  deepest  theologian,  has  instinctively  a  clear  ap- 
prehension and  firm  conviction,  from  which  spring 
in  his  heart  all  the  sentiments  he  entertains  for  the 
Blessed  Virgin  Mary.     Above  all,  Mary  is  for  us 


all  she  is,  precisely  because  she  is  the  Mother  of 
God.     "  Jilary  of  whom  Jesus  was  bom." 

As  such,  her  elevation  above  our  conception  is 
perfectly  amazing.  One  of  the  most  complete  and 
admirable  works  ever  written  on  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, La  Triple  Courmne,  par  le  P.  Poire,  opens 
with  the  following  beautiful  soliloquy  : 

"  Poor  little  mind,  do  you  pretend  to  penetrate 
and  master  the  excellencies  hidden  in  the  glo- 
rious title  of  Mother  of  God  ?  Can  you  trust  your 
wings  to  soar  up  to  such  a  hight  ?  or  your  eyes 
to  bear  the  splendor  of  such  an  effulgence  ?  Do 
you  not  know  that  the  grandeurs  you  seek  to  ex- 
plain are  higher  than  the  heavens,  deeper  than 
the  abysses  of  the  ocean,  wider  even  than  space 
itself,  and,  in  a  manner,  as  long  as  eternity?  Do 
you  not  fear  while  thus  daring  to  approach 
so  great  a  majesty,  to  be  oppressed  by  its  glory? 
Do  you  not  fear  to  be  shipwrecked  upon  this 
boundless  sea  of  wonders  and  to  be  engulfed  in 
these  unfathomable  grandeurs?  Can  you  ignore 
what  sudden  and  universal  trembling  came  upon 
the  greatest  geniuses  and  the  first  men  of  their 
times,  when  they  attempted  in  earnest  to  speak  or 
write  on  the  subject  of  the  Divine  Maternity." 

The  Cherubim  themselves,  the  highest  among 
the  Seraphim,  in  presence  of  the  Mother  of  God 
droop  their  wings  in  silent  homage  and  could  not 
speak  in  fitting  language  of  her  overwhelming 
elevation.  No  wonder  if  the  great  Bishop  of  Neo- 
Cesarea,  Saint  Gregory  Thaumaturgns,  knows 
not  where  to  find  words,  and  feels,  as  it  were,  the 
point  of  his  eloquent  mind  suddenly  broken  oflF 
and  his  tongue  speechless,  when  he  attempts  to 
speak  of  her  who  is  the  ''Beipara.'"*  Saint  Bernard 
himself,  and  after  him  hundreds  of  gigantic  minds, 
have  made  the  same  confession  of  their  utter  in- 
ability to  speak  adequately  of  a  title  which  alone 
will  be  the  wonder  of  creation  through  all  eternity. 
Saint  Anselmt  tells  us  that  simply  to  think 
that  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  Mother  of  God, 
is  to  lose  one's  self  in  the  highest  consideration  of 

*  Sermo  II  in  A'nnunc. 

t  Liber  de  excellenlia  vii^U,  C.  11. 
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which  a  created  intelligence  can  think  next  to 
God.  It  is  the  unanimous  sentiment  that  this 
word  alone  "  Mother  of  Jesus,"  is  far  above  all 
imaginable  encomiums  and  praises. 

Saint  Peter  Chrysologus  affirms  that  a  man 
must  be  Tery  ignorant  of  God,  who  does  not  ad- 
mire the  exceeding  hight  of  His  Mother's  eleya- 
tioD ;  and  then  emerging  from  his  profound  medi- 
tation, he  suddenly  exclaims :  "  Great  God !  what 
is  this  ?  Heaven  trembles,  angels  fear  and  won- 
der, all  creatures  are  struck  with  awe,  nature  itself 
btands  aghast,  and  in  this  universal  commotion 
an  humble  virgin,  alone,  remains  unmoved  and 
fearless.  She  lodges  God  in  her  sinless  womb, 
nay  more,  with  an  unheard  of  confidence,  she 
makes  Him  pay  for  His  lodging,  and  she  asks 
nothing  short  of  a  universal  peace ;  glory  for  the 
angels  above,  pardon  for  all  sinners  on  earth,  life 
to  the  dead,  alliance  between  men  and  angels,  ah  ! 
more,  the  alliance  of  God  with  human  flesh  !"*  Is 
this  a  dream  or  a  reality  ? 

Other  great  saints  while  pondering  on  the  same 
glorious  title  seem  lost  in  admiration,  and  have 
no  other  expression  left  on  theij:  lips  but  that  of 
"  wonder  and  miracle."  Saint  Ignatius,  the  Patri- 
arch of  Antioch,  calls  it  a  heavenly  prodigy,  and 
a  sacred  spectacle  ;t  Saint  John  Chrysostom,  a  stu- 
pendous miracle  ;J  Saint  Bernardin,  the  miracle  of 
miracles;  Saint  John  Damascene,  an  abyss  of 
wonders  ;|  O  miracle  and  wonder,  exclaims  Saint 
Augustin,  the  rights  of  nature  are  subverted,  God 
is  bom  in  human  flesh ;  a  virgin  conceives  by  the 
word  alone  of  God ;  she  becomes  a  mother  and 
yet  remains  a  virgin ;  she  is  a  mother,  but  incor- 
rupted  ;  she  is  a  virgin  and  yet  has  a  Son ;  she  is 
intact,  and  yet  is  blessed  with  fecundity ;  and  the 
only  child  ever  born  in  this  world  free  from  all 
debt  to  sin,  comes  into  this  world,  not  from  the 
conception  of  the  flesh,  but  by  the  obedience  of 
the  8pirit.§  Miracle,  says  Saint  John  Damascene, 
but  the  newest  and  most  surprising  of  miracles ;  a 
woman  is  raised  alx)ve  angels  in  proportion  as 
God  descends  beneath  the  angels.ir  But  listen  to 
Saint  Epiphanius :  *•  O  most  holy  virgin,"  he 
says,  "  thou  hast  verily  awed  the  angelical  hosts ; 
for  in  truth  it  was  a  most  surprising  prodigy  not 
alone  for  men  but  angels  too,  to  see  a  woman  en- 
circling in  her  arms  the  Uncreated  Light,  a  wo- 
man now  becoming  a  new  throne  of  the  Cherubim, 
and  a  Son  of  a  woman,  while  He  is  her  Father,  at 


•  aermo  V. 

+  Rpistold  ad  Joann. 

?Sermo  de  Blessed  ViF^in. 
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I  Sermo  de  tempore. 
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the  same  time  the  true  and  only  Son  of  God  Him- 
self."* Open  your  ears  to  hear  St.  Anselm :  "  Do 
you  realize  what  esteem  God  has  entertained  of 
Mary  and  the  love  He  has  shown  towards  her  ? 
He  could  go  no  farther ;  He  had  only  one  Son, 
equal  to  Himself  and  of  the  same  substance. 
Could  you  believe  that  His  love  for  Mary  was 
such  that  He  would  hsmrc  His  only  Son  in  com^ 
mon  with  her  ?  and  that  He  would  not  be  fully 
satisfied,  until  she  had  Him  by  nature  as  Himself 
had  ;  until  He  was  her  own  Son  as  He  was  His 
own  Son."t  In  the  language  of  others,  to  call  her 
Mother  of  God,  Deipara,  is  to  say  that  she  is 
higher  thali  all  bights,  deeper  than  all  depths, 
bright^'  than  all  lights,  more  dazzling  than  all 
splendors,  fairer  than  all  beauties,  greater  than 
all  grandeurs ;  in  a  word,  far  above  all  that  is 
created. 

"  What  think  you,"  says  Saint  Bernard,  "  was 
the  meaning  of  the  great  God's  messenger  when 
he  said  to  the  Virgin :  '  The  virtue  of  the  Most 
High  God  will  overshadow  thee?'  Possibly  she 
who  had  the  happiness  to  experience  it  and  to  be 
exposed  to  the  rays  of  that  Divine  Sun,  whilst  by 
a  miracle  hitherto  unknown  she  was  overshadowed 
against  its  brightness,  might  declare  it.  But  be- 
sides her  who  was  admitted  into  the  secret  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Trinity,  no  one  could  explain  the 
mystery.J  And  even  it  is  perhaps  saying  too 
much,  that  the  Princess  herself,  admitted  though 
she  was  in  the  Council  of  the  Blessed  Trinity  and 
who  knew  what  passed  within  herself,  could  re- 
veal it.  I  would  not  hesitate  to  say  that  she  who 
enclosed  the  Divine  Word  within  her  virginal 
bosom,  could  not  fully  rfeport  what  pertains  to  the 
mystery  of  her  Divine  Maternity.|  A  rich  man  is 
not  ofi\3nded  when  told  that  he  does  not  know  the 
extent  of  his  wealth.  In  like  manner,  the  great- 
ness of  the  ilother  of  God  is  beyond  all  created 
intelligence ;  and  therefore  the  glory  of  her  per- 
fections remains  to  God  alone,  for  He  alone  who 
made  her,  has  reserved  to  himself  the  complete 
knowledge  of  the  perfection  of  His  work." 

In  whatever  light  we  view  it,  the  Divine  Ma- 
ternity is  the  principle  and  measure  of  Mary's 
grandeur  and  glory.  Our  Blessed  Lord  Himself 
once  appeare<l  to  Saint  Catherine  of  Genoa  and 
taught  her  the  following  lesson,  viz :  that  when- 
ever she  would  recite  the  Ave  Maria,  she  should 
take  for  her  guide  the  word  "Jesus"  which  it  con- 
tains, as  the  one  which  would  infalliby  supply 

•  Oratio  do  Sancta  Deipara. 
t  De  excellentia  Vlrg.,  C.  III. 
J  Homilla  IV  in  "Misgns." 
I  Supra  Maeniflcat. 
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her  with  the  sentiments  of  respect,  of  honor  and 
love,  necessary  to  approach  becomingly  so  great  a 
Lady.  On  this  same  occasion  Saint  Thomas  re- 
marks that  the  Evangelists  who,  better  than  any 
one  else  knew  the  great  perfection  of  the  most 
holy  Virgin,  as  State  Secretaries  of  her  Divine 
Son,  scarcely  ever  give  her  any  other  title  than  that 
of  Mother  of  Jesus. 


MIEAOULOUS  PICTURE  OP  ST.  DOMINIC, 
AT  SOEIANA. 


(Translated  from  tlic  French.) 

On  the  15th  of  September,  in  1530,  the  relig- 
ious of  the  Convent  at  Soriana  near  Naples  were 
about  repairing  to  the  choir  to  chant  the  office  of 
Matins,  when  the  Sacristan  perceived  in  the 
church  three  ladies  whose  manner  was  both  mod- 
est and  mysterious.  One  of  the  three  addressed 
him  in  these  words.  "  To  whom  is  this  church 
dedicated,  and  have  you  an  image  of  your  patron 
saint?"  The  brothel- replied :  "To  our  holy  Fath- 
er St.  Dominic.  We  have  not,  in  the  house,  a 
single  trace  of  the  venerable  features  of  our  be- 
loved Founder."  Then,  the  unknown  lady  placed 
in  his  hand  a  painting  which  she  commanded 
him  to  take  to  his  Superior.  He  immediately 
complied.  The  Superior,  on  seeing  the  picture 
marveled  at  its  exquisite  beauty,  and  was  trans- 
ported with  joy  on  discovering  the  features  of 
his  dearly  beloved  Father.  The  Superior  has- 
tened to  the  church  to  seek  the  donor  of  so  pre- 
cious a  gift,  but  the  three  ladies  had  disappeared, 
although  the  doors  of  the  church  were  securely 
fastened. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  brothers  did  not  regard  it 
as  miraculous  until  it  pleased  God  to  disclose  to 
them  the  favor  bestowed  upon  them.  It  was  re- 
vealed to  one  of  the  brothers  that  the  most  holy 
Virgin  herself  was  the  donor  of  the  picture,  and 
that  her  two  companions  were  St.  3Iary  Magda- 
len and  St.  Catharine  Virgin  and  Martyr.  Cease 
your  doubts,  said  the  latter  to  him,  it  is  the  most 
holy  Virgin  who  presents  this  token  of  her  pre- 
dilection. 

The  religious  exposed  this  holy  picture  to  the 
veneration  of  the  faithful.  The  number  of  mir- 
acles may  be  accredited  with  truth,  to  be  most 
wonderful.  To  give  an  idea,  it  will  suffice  to  say 
that  the  notaries  charged  juridically,  in  collecting 
the  proofs,  state  that  in  the  space  of  seventy  years 
not  less  than  fifteen  hundred  and  eighty-four  were 
proved  upon  attestation. 

Pope  Innocent  'XII  granted,  in  1644,  that  the 


festival  of  St.  Dominic  of  Soriana  should  be  cele- 
brated throughout  the  whole  order.  He  had  it 
placed  in  the  martyrology  in  these  words :  The 
commemoration  of  the  miraculous  picture  of  St. 
Dominic  at  Soriana.  The  Blessed  Virgin  has  in 
many  instances  manifested  her  love  and  tender- 
ness for  St.  Dominic  and  his  order.  Indeed  the 
Friars  of  Mary  have  always  experienced  her  ma- 
ternal care  and  watchfulness  over  them.  St. 
Dominic  was  a  perfect  imitation  of  her  Divine 
Son,  hence  most  dear  to  her  heart.  By  this  pic- 
ture of  her  adopted  sainted  son,  she  holds  forth 
to  the  veneration  of  his  children,  his  life  and  vir- 
tues impressed  on  its  angelic  features. 

We  have  only  to  call  to  mind  the  revelation  of 
St.  Catharine  of  Sienna,  as  related  by  B.  Ray- 
mond of  Capua  to  discover  wherein  this  likeness 
consisted.  She  beheld  God  the  Father  producing 
from  His  mouth  His  co-eternal  son  clothed  in  hu- 
man nature.  While  absorbed  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  sublime  mystery  of  the  Incarnation, 
she  saw  the  blessed  Patriarch  Dominic  issuing 
from  the  bosom  of  the  eternal  Father  resplendent 
with  light  and  heard  a  voice  which  said :  My 
beloved  child,  I  have  engendered  these  two  sons  ; 
one  by  a  most  sweet  and  tender  adoption,  the 
other  by  nature.  My  Son  by  nature,  when  he  as- 
sumed a  human  form  obeyed  me  in  all  things, 
even  to  death  ;  Dominic  my  son  by  adoption,  from 
the  moment  of  his  birth,  to  the  last  moment  of 
his  life,  has  followed  in  all  things,  my  holy  will. 
My  Son  by  nature  who  is  the  eternal  Word,  has 
publicly  preached  to  the  world  what  I  had  com- 
missioned him  and  has  borne  testimony  to  the 
truth  ;  my  adopted  son,  has  also  preserved  to  the 
world  the  truth  of  my  words.  My  Son  by  nature 
has  sent  his  disciples ;  my  son  by  adoption  has 
sent  his  religious;  my  Son  by  nature  is  my 
Word  ;  Dominic  is  the  herald,  the  minister  of  my 
Word.  My  Son  by  nature  labored  by  ,His  teach- 
ings and  example  for  the  conversion  of  sinners ; 
my  son  by  adoption  devoted  all  the  powers  of  his 
soul  and  body  to  my  glory  in  endeavoring  to 
withdraw  souls  from  vice  and  error.  The  salva- 
tion of  his  neighbor  was  his  principle  object  in 
the  establishment  of  his  order.  I  have  compared 
him  to  my  Divine  Son,  whose  life  he  so  closely 
imitated  and  you  may  observe  that  even  in  body 
he  resembled  Him.  How  sublime  an  eulogy  to 
which  the  holy  Virgin  directs  the  attention  of  St. 
Dominic's  children  when  presenting  to  them  this 
picture  of  their  dear  Father.  Let  us  raise  our 
hearts  and  eyes  to  this  glorious  saint  and  implore 
him  to  obtain  for  us  those  virtues  that  made  him 
so  pleasing  in  the  sight  of  God. 
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O  blithe  New  Year !  young  Year — too  young  to 
weep ! 
O  innocent  New  Year,  untouched  by  crime ! 
Sweet  bells,  from  all  your  airy  belfries  steep, 
Sweet  midnight  bells,  ring  forth  your  sweetest 
chime. 

The  old  year  passed  away  with  contrite  sigh, 
Well  shriven,  we  will  trust,  though  racked  with 
pain — 
The  New  Year  breathes !  and  hope  and  faith  beat 
high, 
Some'nolier  prize,  some  goodlier  grace  to  gain. 

The  Christmas  carols  scarce  have  died  in  air ; 

The  Angel's  song  still  lingers  round  the  spheres ; 
And  Bethlehem's  Crib  is  still  a  shrine  for  prayer. 

Where  pious  love  dries  Jesus'  infant  tears.     - 

•'The  Holy  Childhood"  takes  the  new-born  year, 
The  lovely,  tender  year  within  its  fold, 

The  Cireumcision,  with  its  bloody  tear  . 
And  echoes  of  that  cradle  story  old. 

And  Holy  Innocents,  a  martyred  throng, 

A  halo  round  the  young  year's  temples  spread : 
While  feast  on  feast  sends  up  a  joyful  song 
From  Virgin  Martyrs,  lilies  tint  with  red. 

O  blithe  New  Year !   young  year — too  young  to 
weep! 
O  innocent  New  Year,  untouched  by  crime  ! 
Sweet  bells,  from  all  your  airy  belfries  steep. 
Sweet  midnight  bells,  ring  forth  your  sweetest 
chime. 

As  o'er  the  cold  Crjb  of  her  Son  Divine, 

So  ever  o'er  the  cradle  of  the  year, 
Our  Lady  bends  with  countenance  benign 

To  solace  every  woe,  to  soothe  each  fear. 

The  poor  look  up  to  her ;  nor  look  in  vain  : 
"  My  Jesus,  too,  was  left  to  bitter  need. 

And  in  your  sharp  distress,  I  know,  again 
The  tender  Heart  of  Jesus  throbs  and  bleeds." 

And  wheresoe'er  is  named  our  Lady's  name, 
■\VTxerever  faithful  souls  her  beads  recite, 

The  suffering  poor  a  more  than  alms  can  claim. 
And  ruddy  flames  of  charity  burn  bright. 

"4c«  Maria  f'  with  this  joyful  hail. 
The  wilderness  puts  forth  its  loveliest  rose. 

Old  discords  cease,  and  famines,  gaunt  and  pale. 
In  joyous  plenty,  hymns  of  gladness  close. 


*'Ave  Maria  P'  o'er  this  new-born  year 
Thy  mantle  spread — thy  mother's  mantle  warm ; 

Nor  ships  of  State,  nor  ships  on  sea  need  fear—* 
Our  Lady's  mantle  is  a  shield  from  harm ! 

O  blithe  New  Year,  young  year — too  young  to 
weep ! 
O  innocent  New  Year,  untouched  by  crime  I 
Sweet  bells,  from  all  your  airy  belfries  steep, 
Sweet  midnight  bells,  ring  forth  your  sweetest 
chime. 


EEASON  AND  EELIGION— NO.  3. 

BY  DR.   O.    A.   BROAVNSGN. 

in  placing  religion,  subjectively  considered,  in 
the  exercise*  of  the  actiye  powers  of  the  soul,  and 
representing  it  as  something  to  be  done,  as  acts  to 
be  performed  by  us,  we  are  far  from  pretending 
that  it  is  restricted  to  external  acts,  or  to  internal 
acts  followed  in  all  cases  by  external  manifesta- 
tion. The  greatest  and  most  important  work  pos- 
sible for  us  is  that  of  (disciplining  the  soul  herself, 
and  by  the  aid  of  grace  bringing  her  into  harmo- 
ny with  the  divine  law.  The  internal  acts  of 
faith,  hope,  love,  and  contrition,  are  real  acts,  and 
acts  in  the  fullest  and  highest  sense  of  the  term. 

It  is  very  fashionable  for  Protestants  to  charge 
the  Church  as  teaching  and  practicing  only  an 
outward,  an  iinspiritual  and  sensuous  religion, 
while  they  claim  for  their  Protestantism  that  it  is 
purely  spiritual,  and  for  them  that  they  are  pre- 
eminently spiritual  worshipers.  Yet  I  have  had 
more  than  one  respectable  Protestant  minister  ask 
me  what  is  meant  by  making  an  act  of  faith,  an 
act  of  hope,  an  act  of  love,  an  act  of  contrition,  an 
act  of  thanksgiving,  as  directed  in  our  p»yer- 
book,  and  I  well  remember  how  puzzled  I  myself 
was  to  attach  any  distinct  meaning  to  the  direc- 
tion. The  reason  of  this  is  that  Protestantism  in 
all  its  forms  is  unspiritual  and  materialistic.  It 
may  talk  much  of  the  interior,  but  ordinarily  its 
interior  is  our  exterior.  God  looks  at  the  heart, 
and  the  act  He  demands  and  rewards  is  the  act  of 
the  will,  and  the  will  acts  in  itself,  and  its  act 
may  be  complete  without  any  external  manifesta- 
tion. I  may  will  to  raise  my  arm,  and  my  arm 
may  be  paralyzed  or .  held  down  by  a  force  supe- 
rior to  mine,  so  I  cannot  actually  raise  it,  but  the 
act,  in  so  far  as  an  act  of  the  will,  is  as  complete 
as  though  I  did  raise  externally  my  arm.  The  act 
of  faith  is  an  interior  act,  for  it  is  the  assent  of 
the  understanding  and  the  consent  of  the  will  to 
the  Word  of  God.    The  act  of  love  is  necessarily 
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interior,  of  the  soul  itself,  giviug  itself  to  God, 
that  it  may  be  one  with  Ilim.  The  Catholic  holds 
the  interior  world  to  be  real  and  even  more  real 
than  the  exterior,  and  acts  done  by  the  soul  to  be 
real  acts,  without  which  no  exterior  ^ts  are  of 
any  avail  with  Him  who  seeth  the  heart. 

There  are  in  the  Church  various  Religious  Or- 
ders, divided  ordinarily  into  two  classes,  the  con- 
templative and  the  active,  though,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  the  greater  part  of  them  combine  contempla- 
tion with  some  external  work.  The  general  ten- 
dency at  present  is  to  depress  the  contemplative 
and  to  exalt  the  active ;  yet  the  contemplative  Or- 
ders are  really  as  active  as  the  others,  and  when 
faithful  are  active  even  in  a  higher  and  nobler 
sense.  Our  Lord  told  the  active  Martha  that  the 
contemplative  Mary  had  chosen  "  the  better  part." 
Contemplation  is  not  a  state  of  pure  passivity  or 
perfect  quiescence,  and  never  is  the  soul  more  in- 
tensely active  than  when  rapt  in  the  sublime 
contemplation  of  God,  and  never  are  its  acts  of 
faith,  hope,  love,  union,  more  full  and  complete, 
or  more  frequent. 

Is  it  said  that  these  acts  are  confined  to  the 
bosom  of  the  individual,  and  are  of  no  service  to 
the  world  ?  I  do  not  believe  it.  The  fervent  and 
urgent  prayer  of  the  righteous  availeth  much,  and 
the  highest  and  most  perfect  prayer  is  from  con- 
templation. God  remains  Master  of  His  works,  of 
the  creatures  He  has  made.  After  all,  it  is  from 
Him,  the  Father  of  lights,  that  proceedeth  every 
good  and  every  perfect  gift ;  and  who  dares  say 
that  He  will  not  do  as  much  in  answer  to  those  in- 
ternal acts  of  the  contemplative,  as  to  the  external 
acts  of  the  active  ?  It  is  not  with  any  thoughts  of 
detracting  from  the  merits  of  the  so-called  active 
orders,  that  these  remarks  are  made,  but  solely 
with  the  view  of  showing  that  the  contemplative 
are  also  active,  and  to  protest  against  the  modem 
tendency  to  regard  them  as  useless  to  the  world, 
and  idle  drones  in  society.  I  do  not  believe  that 
the  Fathers  of  the  desert  were,  in  point  of  fact, 
less  useful  to  society,  than  the  Orders  of  Mercy  or 
Charity  who  do  so  much  to  relieve  and  solace 
suffering  humanity.  Those  ages  are  most  to  be 
envied  in  which  there  is  the  fullest  faith  in  a 
higher  utility  than  the  material.  Having  reduced, 
in  a  great  measure,  religion  to  a  sentiment,  the 
age  counts  the  utility  of  the  body  above  that  of 
"the  soul.  The  so-called  active  orders  would  soon 
lose  their  power  of  effective  actipn,  were  they  to 
neglect  prayer,  meditation  or  contemplation. 

We  cannot,  indeed,  live  in  this  world  as  if  we 
were  already  in  heaven ;  while  we  are  on  our  pil- 


grimage as  if  we  had  arrived  at  home,  in  patria  ; 
but  the  principle  of  the  light  of  heaven  is  infused 
into  the  heart  of  every  regenerated  soul,  and  that 
life  must  be  commenced  on  earth,  and  lived  here 
as  far  as  our  unglorified  state  permits.  The  elect 
on  earth  form  really  one  communion  with  the  elect 
in  heaven,  and  both  form  one  communion  with  the 
living  God,  who  is  all  and  in  all.  Man  has,  while 
in  this  life,  relations  with  the  material  world,  for 
he  is  body  as  well  as  soul,  and  provisions  for  bod- 
ily wants  are  needed,  and  not  to  be  neglected  with- 
out failing  in  our  duty.  The  Apostle  implies  it 
when  he  says :  "  He  that  provideth  not  for  his  own 
household,  is  worse  than  an  infidel,  and  hath  de- 
nied the  faith,"  But  the  best  way  to  provide  for 
the  body  is  not  to  live  and  act  as  if  we  were  all 
body  and  no  soul.  The  earth  is  not  our  abiding 
place,  is  not  our  home,  and  we  violate  the  divine 
order  when  we  treat  it  as  if  it  were.  There  is  no 
age  and  no  country  in  which  the  body  is  less  well 
provided  for,  or  in  which  there  is  really  more  bod- 
ily suffering,  than  one  which  devotes  all  its  thought 
and  energy  to  the  productive  accumulation  of  ma- 
terial goods.  The  more  we  pamper  the  body,  the 
more  does  it  suffer,  and  'the  Louvain  professor  is 
nearer  the  truth  than  the  world  believes,  when  he 
makes  self-denial  and  sacrifice  the  principle  of 
national  w^ealth.  . 

The  divine  order  is  the  real  order,  and  is  never 
violated  with  impunity.  The  soul  is  more  than 
the  body,  and  the  life  of  the  body  is  in  the  life  of 
the  soul,  as  the  Church  teaches ;  for  she  defines,  in 
the  Council  of  Clermont,  the  soul  to  be  the  forma- 
tive principle  of  the  body ;  Anima  ett  forma 
corporis.  We  best  provide  for  the  body  by  best 
providing  for  the  soul.  Hence  our  Lord  says; 
"  Seek  first  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  His  justice, 
and  all  these  things  (things  needful  for  the  body,) 
shall  be  added  unto  you,"  There  is  a  more  inti- 
mate relation  in  the  real  order  between  the  soul 
in  union  with  God,  and  the  active  principle  of 
the  material  universe,  than  is  dreamed  of  in  our 
modem  philosophy.  And  history  records  few  great 
moral  convulsions  not  attended  by  equally  great 
physical  convulsions.  The  moral  has  more  power 
over  the  physical  than  the  physical  has  over  the 
moral.  It  is  the  way  of  the  transgressor  that  is 
hard,  ♦'  I  have  been  young,  and  now  am  old," 
says  the  psalmist,  "  and  I  have  not  seen  the  right- 
eous forsaken,  or  his  seed  begging  bread."  And  : 
"  Blessed  are  the  meek,"  says  our  Lord,  "  for 
they  shall  possess  the  land."  There  is  more  than 
an  accidental  relation  between  the  purturbation 
of  the  spiritual  world,  and  the  purturbation  of 
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the  material  universe.  The  earth  was  cursed  on 
account  of  man's  sin,  and  he  shares  in  the  pen- 
alty. This  should  not  surprise  us,  for  philosophy 
as  well  as  revelation  teaches  us  that  the  material 
universe  rests  for  its  principle  and  foundation  on 
the  spiritual,  and  responds,  and  must  respond  to 
all  its  pulsations.  Our  age  reverses  this,  and  makes 
the  spiritual  depend  on  the  material. 

There  may  be  an  exclusive  or  one  sided  asceti- 
cism that  should  be  guarded  against,  and  the  Plat- 
onic and  Manichjcan  doctrine,  that  requires  us  to 
contemn  the  body,  to  lacerate  the  flesh  and  to  treat 
the  material  with  every  possible  indignity,  on  the 
ground  that  matter  is  evil,  and  the  body  intrinsic- 
ally unclean,  and  the  primal  source  of  sin,  has 
never  been  and  never  can  be  the  doctrine  of  the 
Church,  for  our  Lord  assumed  a  real  human,  and 
therefore,  a  material  body,  in  the  Incarnation. 
The  cause  of  evil  is  not,  as  Plato  taught,  in  the  in- 
tractableness  of  matter,  for  matter,  as  well  as  spirit, 
is  the  creature  of  God,  and  all  the  creatures  of 
God,  as  they  come  from  His  hands,  are  not  only 
good,  but  very  good.  But  that  Christian  asceti- 
cism which  disciplines  the  soul  into  harmony  with 
God,  and  brings  the  body  into  subjection  to  the 
soul,  has  its  material  as  well  as  its  spiritual  uses. 
So  also  has  that  ascetic  discipline  a  part  of  the 
•  same,  which  mortifies  and  chastises  the  body  by 
way  of  expiation,  as  we  observe  in  the  lives  of  all 
great  saints,  and  without  which  it  would  seem 
that  true  heroic  sanctity  is  rarely,  if  ever  at- 
tained. All  suflFcring  is  designed  to  be  expiatory 
of  the  curse  that  follows  man's  sin,  and  sufferings 
voluntarily  assumed  or  inflicted  are  the  most 
meritorious  of  all,  because  they  have  in  them 
•something  kindred  with  those  which  our  Lord 
voluntarily  suflFered  for  our  sake.  The  principle. 
as  every  good  thing,  may  be  misapplied  or 
abused,  but  it  is  true  and  good,  and  where  it  is 
not  in  some  degree  operative,  sanctity  or  the  real 
good  of  either  soul  or  body  is  not  secured;  but 
people  may  and  should  turn  their  every-day  work 
to  this  purpose. 

Taking  this  view  of  the  relation  of  spiritual 
good  to  material  good,  and  of  spiritual  evil  to  ma- 
terial evil,  there  is  a  real  reason  in  the  constitu- 
tion of  the  universe  why  our  Lord  should  tell 
Martha  that  Mary  had  chosen  the  better  part,  and 
why  we  should  regret  the  growing  tendency  to 
depreciate  that  Christian  asceticism  practiced  by 
the  old  contemplatives  ;  practised  for  the  sake  of 
its  material  utility,  it  would  be  worth  nothing ; 
but  disinterestedly,  for  the  sake  of  God,  or  even 
interestedly,  for  the  sake  of  oar  beatitude  in  God, 


who  is  both  our  supreme  good  and  the  suprem 
good  itself,  it  is  of  the  highest  utility  even  in  the 
material  order,  and  would  form  the  most  eflfectual 
instrument  of  social  and  political  ameliorations 
throughout  the  \^yrld. 


LA  TRAPPE  AND  THE  TRAPPISTS. 

BY  THE  BIGHT  REV.  ABBOT  BENEDICT. 

The  name  of  La  Trappe  and  Trappists,  now  ap- 
plied to  the  Cistercian  Order  and  Cistercian 
monks,  was  gradually  given  them  from  a  House 
of  the  Order  of  Citeaux,  called  La  Trappe,  which 
was  reformed  in  the  seventeenth  century,  and  has 
become  for  some  time  the  residence  of  one  of  the 
Vicars  General  of  the  Order  in  France,  as  shall  be 
mentioned  llereafter. 

The  Cistercian  Order,  from  its  beginning,  fol- 
lowed the  Rule  of  Saint  Benedict,  whose  spirit 
and  prescriptions  the  founders  of  Citeaux  tried 
to  maintain  in  all  their  purity,  by  a  body  of  reg- 
ulations called  the  Constitution  of  Citeaux,  which 
distinguished  the  Order  of  Citeaux — now  La 
Trappe — from  all  other  Orders  or  Congregations 
following  more  or  less  the  Rule  of  Saint  Benedict. 

Citeaux  and  Clairvaux  flourished  under  the 
guidance  of  Saint  Robert,  Saint  Alberic,  Saint 
Stephen  and  Saint  Bernard  ;  but  by  degrees  re- 
laxation insinuated  itself  into*the  Order,  and  the 
different  Houses,  delivered  up  to  commendatory 
Abbots,  forgot  their  holy  engagements.  The 
Abbey  of  La  Trappe  was  not  preserved  from  the 
general  contagion ;  like  other  surrounding  mon- 
asteries, it  also  lost  sight  of  its  obligations :  its 
wanderings  would  even  have  led  it  to  that  de- 
struction which  was  the  fate  of  so  many  other 
Communities,  but  God  in  His  adorable  mercy 
reserved  for  it  a  privilege  of  salvation.  While 
He  abandoned  the  othei-s  to  their  criminal  blind- 
ness, He  raised  up  a  reformer  to  save  La  Trappe, 
and  He  was  pleased  to  select,  in  order  to  reinstate 
the  Rule  in  honor,  one  of  those  who  had  profited 
by  the  common  depravity. 

The  first  reformer  was  the  Abbot  De  Rancg. 
The  labors  and  trials  of  that  great  man  of  God, 
form  one  of  the  most  illustrious  pages  of  monastic 
history.  They  resulted  in  securing  for  La  Trappe 
a  new  importance,  and  prepared  it  to  become 
itself  a  head  of  the  Order.  Our  gratitude  will 
never  permit  us  to  foget  him  5  it  shall  always 
equal  our  admiration.  The  Abbot  De  Ranc6 
wished  to  re-establish  the  Rule  of  Saint  Benedict 
in  all  its  rigor ;  this  he  has  clearly  proved  in  his 
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"  Special  Explanation,"  of  that  Rule,  and  in  his 
"  Duties  of  the  Monastic  life."  But  the  relaxed 
members — his  adversaries  and  his  superioro,  were 
too  powerful  to  allow  him  to  impart  that  solemn 
lesson  in  all  its  force.  He  was  obliged  to  be  re- 
signed to  make  only  an  incomplete  reform,  to  re- 
sume only  in  part  each  of  the  prescriptions  of 
Saint  Benedict,  and  in  particular  to  reduce  to 
three  hours  only,  each  day,  the  duration  of  man- 
ual labor,  which  the  holy  patriarch  proposed  to 
us  as  the  essential  condition  of  monastic  profes- 
sion. Then  it  was  that,  in  order  to  compensate 
for  this  necessity  which  he  deplored,  he  substi- 
tuted certain  new  observances  for  the  ancient  reg- 
ular practices  which  the  relaxed  would  not  allow 
to  be  mentioned,  and  encouraged  the  personal 
zeal  of  each  generously  to  attempt  efforts  of  vir- 
tue which  he  was  not  at  liberty  to  prescribe  to  all 
as  of  rigorous  obligation.  The  result  of  all  this 
was,  that  his  work  remained  unaccomplished,  and 
was  even  diverted  from  the  end  toward  which  he 
had  directed  so  many  labora 

But  God  rewarded  him  for  his  admirable  good 
will.  He  caused  La  Trappe  to  prosper  in  virtue, 
and  when,  at  the  explosion  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution, the  degraded  Religious  orders  sank  under 
the  weight  of  His  justice,  He  raised  up  for  faith- 
ful and  regenerated  La  Trappe  a  second  savior; 
this  was  Dom  Augustine  de  L'Estranges.  This 
hero  of  penance,  and  his  companions  truly  worthy 
of  him,  having  miraculously  escaped  the  common 
ruin,  multiplied  in  the  persecution  with  a  fecun- 
dity of  which  the  monasteries  of  La  Trappe  ex- 
isting at  the  present  day  are  the  manifest  proof 
and  the  sacred  produce.  La  Val  Sainte,  where 
they  took  shelter  during  the  storm,  is  the  second 
mother  of  all,  without  exception,  which  bear  the 
name  of  La  Trappe.  And  if  we  investigate  the 
cause  of  this  benediction  of  Heaven,  we  shall  find 
in  it  the  fervor  which  animated  those  holy  exiles 
in  their  inextinguishable  ardor  to  revive  the  an- 
cient constitutions,  and  in  their  unbounded  love 
of  the  austerities  practiced  by  the  founders  of  the 
Order  of  Citeaux. 

More  at  liberty  than  had  been  the  Abbot  De 
Ranc6,  even  encouraged  by  the  regrets  which 
that  worthy  reformer  had  often  expressed,  they 
had  commenced  by  resuming  the  Rule  of  Saint 
Benedict  in  its  utmost  extent,  by  imposing  on 
themselves  the  observance  of  all  the  constitutions 
of  our  first  Fathers.  But  they  did  not  stop  here. 
Contemplating  with  terror  the  excesses  of  that 
impiety  which  agitated  the  world  around  them, 
and  understanding  the  necessity  of  its  expiation, 


they  wished  to  oppose  to  the  overflowing  of  licen- 
tiousness, the  superabundance  of  justice;  and  as, 
in  the  primitive  Church,  discipline  was  always 
rigorous  in  proportion  as  the  persecution  was  vio- 
lent, they  passed  beyond  the  limits  fixed  by  Saint 
Benedict  and  Saint  Bernard,  because  the  enemies 
of  God  passed  in  those  unhappy  times  beyond  the 
excesses  of  the  most  audacious  sons  of  impiety. 
Their  reform  might  therefore  be  suited  to  that 
extraordinary  epoch,  but  as  it  exceeded  the  bounds 
fixed  by  Saint  Benedict,  it  could  not  l^e  adapted 
to  all  times. 

Thus  the  Abbot  De  Ranc6  was  obliged,  not- 
withstanding his  endeavors,  to  stop  short  of  the 
Rule  of  Saint  Benedict,  and  Dom.  Augustine,  in 
the  ardor  of  his  zeal,  allowed  himself  to  be  car- 
ried beyond  it,  and  this  last  fact  may  be  the  cause 
why  the  Trappists  have  now  the  name  of  being 
so  austere.  But  it  is  our  duty  to  state  that  we 
have  made  away  with  all  those  extraordinary  aus- 
terities introduced  for  a  time  only.  In  virtue  of 
a  decree  of  the  Holy  See,  of  the  25th  of  February 
1847,  we  have  returned  to  the  Rule  of  Saint  Ben- 
edict and  to  the  Constitutions  of  Citeaux  exclu- 
sively ;  and  even,  for  America,  as  for  Africa,  Ireland 
and  England,  several  dispensations  have  been 
granted  by  the  general  chapter  of  the  order,  in 
conformity  with  the  Rule  of  Saint  Benedict, 
chapters  39,  40,  41,  and  55.  By  this  remark,  we 
do  not  pretend  to  say  that  the  life  of  La  Trappe 
is  now  a  life  of  luxury  and  bodily  gratification ; 
but  truth  makes  it  a  duty  for  us  to  make  known 
to  him,  who,  inspired  by  God,  entertains  the  de- 
sign of  associating  himself  to  us  in  order  to  con- 
secrate his  life  and  labors  to  penance,  that  he 
must  not  imagine,  as  it  is  believed  in  the  world, 
that  there  is  need  of  much  strength  and  vigor  of 
constitution  to  carry  out  his  purpose.  No ; — it  is 
not  precisely  much  strength  that  is  necessary ;  for 
we  every  day  see  amongst  us  persons  of  very  deli- 
cate constitution  and  of  very  feeble  health  perse- 
vere with  constancy ;  but  courage,  with  the  help 
of  divine  grace,  is  necessary  to  support  our  little 
mortifications;  humility  is  indfspensable  to  re- 
nounce one's  self  entirely ;  and,  above  all,  there  is 
need  of  a  good  will  and  resolution  to  surmount 
the  obstacles  and  temptations  which  may  possibly 
shake  one  in  one's  holy  enterprise. 

Here  might  be  the  place  to  vindicate  the  monka 
of  all  the  stories  and  calwunies  published  against 
them  to  ridicule  them,  but  since  our  Saviour  did 
not  justify  himself,  and  let  the  world  say  what  it 
pleased,  we  will  try  to  do  our  duty  as  far  as 
possible,  and  we  will  say  with  our  dying  Lord : 
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"  Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what 
they  do."  We  invite  those  who  wish  to  know  the 
truth,  to  visit  a  house  of  La  Trappe,  and  see  with 
their  own  eyes. 

Let  it  suffice  to  make  here  a  mere  and  brief 
statement  of  the  regulations  of  La  Trappe,  which 
are  carried  out  as  much  as  human  frailty  can  allow 
poor  miserable  beings  who  wish  to  draw  down 
upon  themselves  the  great  mercy  of  their  Al- 
mighty Judge. 

We  shall  first  remark  that  all  those  who  live  at 
La  Trappe  are  not  subject  to  the  same  rule  :  the 
family  of  La  Trappe  being  composed  of  several 
kinds  of  persons  who  have  each  a  rule  appropria- 
ted to  their  courage  and  sjjirit  of  sacrifice,  viz : 
1st.  Choir  Religious ;  2d.  Lay  Brethren ;  3d.  Ob- 
lates  ;  4th.  Familiar  Brethren  ;  5th.  Boarders. 
[to  be  contikced.] 

■;«<»♦►   

SAINT  JOHN'S  EVE.-In  Two  Parts. 

BY  MBS.  A2JNA  H.  D0K8EY. 

"  Let  US  rest  here,"  said  the  old  monk.  "  Even 
if  my  feeble  strength  allowed  me  to  go  farther, 
we  should  find  no  such  shade  and  fragrance  else- 
where— no  such  view  as  this." 

It  was  true.  To  our  right,  crowning  the  pic- 
turesque heights,  arose  the  ivy  mantled  Convent, 
its  irregular  architectural  outline  softly  shaded 
against  the  purple  Sicilian  sky ;  below,  the  tran- 
quil waters  of  the  Mediterranean,  flecked  here  and 
there  with  white  sails  and  shallops  laden  with  fruits 
and  flowers,  reflected  from  their  calm  depths  the 
wildly  beautiful  wooded  heights  that  girdled  the 
shore;  to  the  left,  still  the  far-stretching,  quivering 
sea,  with  its  fairy-like  islands;  fig  and  orange 
groves  but  half  concealing  lovely  villas  and  lowly 
hamlets,  and  the  dim  outline  of  Etna,  from 
whose  cone  rolled  upward  a  thin  transparent  col- 
umn of  vapor  so  permeated  with  the  lustrous 
glow  of  approaching  sunset,  that  it  looked  like  a 
film  of  goldenfi^ incense  such  as  arises  from  the 
censers  of  the  glorified.  And  brooding  over  all 
was  a  sense  of  delicious  repose,  which  brought 
to  my  storm-tossed  soul  a  glimpse,  a  shadow  of 
the  sweet  peace  of  a  childhood  cradled  upon  the 
breast  of  a  fond  mother,  long  ago  dead.  And 
there  were  other  long  deadened  emotions  stirring 
from  the  trance  of  years,  crying  "out  of  the 
depths !"  But  the  good  old  monk  beside  me  saw 
nothing  of  this,  for  in  my  world's  battle,  I  had 
learned  to  perfection  the  art  of  a  reticence  which 
veiled  under  the  most  impenetrable  reserve  every  | 


feeling  of  my  soul.    It  was  my  pride  to  baffle  all 
observation,   and  defy  the  keenest  scrutiny  of 
those,  who  sought  in  my  countenance  some  index 
of  the  inner  man,  for  I  had  lost,  through  some 
bitter  and  scourging  experiences,  not  only  my 
faith  in  man,  but  in  my  haughty  isolation  my 
soul  had  gradually  slipped  away  from  the  prac- 
tices of  religion,  and  almost  from  its  sacred  mem- 
ories.   I  fancied  myself  a  philosopher,  and  gave 
to  theories  the  worship  I  owed  to  God.    I  finally 
dropped  all  outward  &s  well  "as  inward  connection 
with  my  faith ;  not  a  vestige,  not  a  link  of  it  re- 
mained in  or  about  me  except  the  inefikble  mark 
of  Baptism — but  I  forget,  there  tms  one,  a  strange 
but  old  and  simple  one,  which,  though  scarcely 
conscious  of,  I  preserved,  or  rather  not  I,  but  the 
mercy  of  God.     Linked  with  a  gold  locket  which 
contained  a  soft  brown  tress  of  my  mother's  hair, 
was  a  medal  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.    I  did 
not  remove  it,  because  it  had  rested  for  years  upon 
my  mother's  breast,  and  was  associated  in  my 
mind  with  her,  my  darling  and  early  lost,  my 
beautiful  and  saintly  mother.     Somehow  my  sen- 
timents of   love    and  veneration  for  my  dead 
mother,  became  strangely  blended  with  a  devout 
thought  of  Mary ;  and  after  every  other  prayer 
was  forgotten,  and    all    sacred    emotions  over- 
whelmed by  a  haughty  skepticism,  I  sometimes 
found  myself — when  mastered  by  those  paroxysms 
of  keen  anguish  with  which  the  memories  of  the 
past  sometimes  wring  every  fibre  in  my  body — 
invoking  her  aid  and  calling  upon  her  name.    But 
no  human  eye  or  ear  ever  heard  or  witnessed  my 
folly,  and  that  consoled  me ;   no  one  knew  the 
weaknessthat  thus  overpowered  me — it  was  like 
my  tears,  unsuspected,  because  in  tinde  the  world 
had  learned  to  regard  me  as  a  man  whose  nature 
was  as  cold  and  hard  as  marble.     In  this  way  I 
lived,  walking  defiantly  in  my  own  strength ;  too 
proud  to  be  immoral,  or  to  indulge  in  low  or 
mean  vices ;  generous  of  my  means  to  all  the  de- 
mands of  physical  want  or  suffering ;  too  honora- 
ble to  descend  to  the  littleness  and  ordinary 
•frauds  of  other  men's  lives,  and  scorning  all  that 
was  base ;  I  felt  all-sufficient  for  myself,  and  fan- 
cied that  I  filled  up  all  the  uneven  places  of  my 
nature  with  a  species  of   high-toned  morality, 
which  in  olden  times  I  had  been  taught  could 
only  be  filled  up  by  grace.    How  I  exulted  when 
I  saw  the  short-comings  of  those  who  followed 
closely  what  \  had  abandoned  ;   what  scandals  I 
took  to  myself  when  I  saw  them  fall ;  how  firmly 
my  feet  felt  planted  when'  I  measured  the  aggre- 
gate of   their    sins !    How  the  devil  within  me 
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laughed  with  derision  when  now  and  then  I  saw 
men  whose  lips  had  scarcely  had  time  to  close 
upon  the  Sacramental  Host,  open  them  to  utter 
frauds  and  deceit;  or  women  bedizened  with  all  the 
trappings  of  vanity,  approach  the  sanctuary  to  re- 
ceive with  painted  lips  the  "  Food  of  Angels," 
and  return  to  propagate  within  the  hour  some 
slanderous  gossip  or  damaging  report,  or  spurn 
with  cold  words  the  abject  poor— whom  I,  the 
sinner,  relieved — from  their  path.  I  hugged  my- 
self in  tl»6  belief  that  I  at  least  practised  no  hy- 
pocrisies, even  while  the  sin  of  Lucifer  held  me 
in  high  revolt  against  the  Eternal  God.   O  blind ! 

0  senseless  that  I  was !  stumbling  over  Judas  into 
a  land  set  with  pitfalls  and  covered  with  dark- 
ness. Blind,  and  separated  from  the  Almighty 
hand  which  I  had  abandoned,  how  can  I  tell  in 
fitting  language  how,  at  last,  by  Mary's  prayers,  I 
was  brought  back  to  the  Cross  of  her  Son  ? 

I  spent  years  of  my  life  in  foreign  travel,  seek- 
ing relief  for  the  dearth  of  my  soul  in  the  excite- 
ments of  novelty.  In  vain  I  plunged  into  the 
amusements  of  the  effete  civilization  of  Europe ; 
vainly  for  my  purpose  did  I  study  art,  and  devote 
the  days  and  nights  of  nearly  two  years  to  the 
profounder  sciences — there  was  no  relief,  no  rest. 

1  sought  the  fierce  Bedouins  of  the  desert,  I  con- 
sorted with  them — I  became  their  brother.  Unsat- 
isfied still,  I  left  their  tents,  and  upon  the  bosom 
of  the  Lotus  crowned  Nile,  along  its  yellow  shores, 
or  resting  beneath  the  dusky  pyramids,  hoped  for 
peace ;  but  neither  there,  or  dreaming  beside  the 
Ghauts  of  the  Ganges,  or  speeding  like  the  wind 
on  desert-born  horses  over  the  steppes  of  Tartary, 
or  battling  with  the  stinging  snows  of  Russia,  or 
loitering  among  the  aromatic  vales  of  Circassia, 
or  in  the  contemplative  Lamasaries  of  Thibet, 
where  I  studied  the  strange  creed  of  Bhudda,  and 
was  almost  lured  into  the  belief  of  the  transmi- 
gration of  souls,  did  I  approach  nearer  the  object  of 
my  pursuit.  Everywhere — everywhere  on  the  face 
of  the  known  earth  had  I  sought  for  rest ;  in  perils 
by  sea  and  by  land ;  in  all  that  was  attainable  by 
man  of  knowledge,  of  science  and  art ;  in  ancient 
and  modern  lore,  in  fame,  in  battle,  in  the  wilder- 
ness, on  the  prairie,  in  Rome,  in  Jerusalem — but 
alas !  because  of  the  one  thing  wanting  all  turned 
to  ashes  on  my  lips,  and  I  believed  that  the 
springs  of  immortality  were  indeed  dried  up 
within  my  being ;  and  I  said :  "  Perhaps  darkness 
shall  come  over  me !  J3ut  whither  could  I  go  from 
the  Spirit  of  Him  who  made  me,  or  where  could 
I  flee  from  His  face?"  I  had  rejected  Him,  and 
He  pursued  me  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the 


earth,  leaving  me  no  rest,  for  out  of  Him  all  is 
nothingness. 

Tired  of  life,  and  desiring  only  annihilation,  I 
wandered  into  Sicily.  I  left  my  servants  and 
baggage  in  Catania,  and  tried  to  stir  into  vitality 
my  worn  out  energies  by  exploring  the  rich  scenery 
of  the  country,  for  miles  around,  without  guide 
or  attendant.  I  rested  in  lonely  huts  at  night, 
and  bought  such  refreshments  from  their  inmates 
as  their  poor  means  afforded,  resuming  my  jour- 
ney with  the  dawn.  Sometimes  I  spent  days  to- 
gether in  some  out  of  the  way,  picturesque  hamlet, 
or  among  the  wild  cliffs  that  overhung  the  sea. 
I  no  longer  sought  delight  in  antique  researches, 
or  the  traditions  of  the  people  I  was  among, 
though  both  were  fruitful  of  great  interest ;  I  only 
desired  to  be  in  rapport  with  nature ;  for  this  I 
ignored  all  else,  for  this  I  lived  the  life  of  a  vag- 
rant, and  assumed  the  mien  of  a  beggar,  for  this  I 
eschewed  all  luxuries  and  the  companionship  of 
my  hind.  But  so  far,  vain  were  all  my  efforts;  a 
despair  was  settling  around  my  lieart  in  which 
nothing  upon  earth  seemed  capable  of  arousing 
an  emotion. 

One  afternoon,  weary  beyond  endurance  of  my 
life,  and  thinking  how  I  might  best,  by  my  own 
hand,  still  forever  its  fitful  fe^er,  I  wandered  list- 
lessly among  the  almond  and  orange  groves  which 
covered  the  ascent  leading  to  the  Dominican  Con- 
vent of .     The  hours  sped  by,  and  the  day 

was  waning,  but  I  still  lingered,  loath  to  leave 
those  fragrant  and  silent  solitudes.  Suddenly  I 
heard  stealing  down  through  the  scented  foliage, 
rising  and  falling  like  a  pulse  of  music,  the  solemn 
and  distant  strains  of  an  organ.  I  followed  the 
sound,  and  d^tinctly  heard,  accompanying  the 
organ,  the  sonorous  chant  of  macy  male  voices. 
Leaning  against  an  orange  tree  to  listen,  as  w^l 
as  to  rest  my  weary  limbs,  I  recognized  the  mel- 
ody :  the  monks  at  the  Convent  were  chanting 
Vespers.  And  there,  in  the  silence  of  the  evening, 
the  fragrance  and  beauty  of  nature,  and  the  pur- 
pling shadows  around  me.  a  chord  was  touched, 
stirring  into  faint  pulsations  the  sensuous  part  of 
my  being  which  was  once  wont  to  exult  with  a 
rapture  of  enjoyment  in  all  that  was  beautiful, 
whether  of  intangible  sound  or  material  reality ; 
long  ago  deadened  and  trodden  under  foot,  nay 
almost  forgotten,  it  arose  from  its  sepulchre  at  the 
voice  of  the  music  and  the  winds;  at  the  command 
of  the  Beautiful,  it  came  forth  like  Lazarus  at  the 
bidding  of  the  Master,  still  wrapped  in  its  cere- 
ments it  is  true,  but  living,  breathing. 

*'  My  God  !"  I  exclaimed,  "  is  there  yet  life  in 
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my  heart?  Am  I  not,  then,  a  soulless  shadow? 
Oh,  this  is  like  immortal  nectar — like  what  I 
used  to  dream  of  Heaven !" 

I  spent  the  night  in  wandering  among  the 
groves ;  the  bitter-sweet  of  the  almond  blossoms 
tempered  the  luscious  fragrance  of  the  orange 
flowers,  and  refreshed  and  strengthened  me  ;  the 
spicy  aroma  of  the  glossy  green  leaves  quickened 
my  breath  and  fell  like  balm  upon  my  heart ;  the 
whispering  boughs  soothed  me  ;  and  the  moon- 
light, dripping  like  tangled  shreds  of  silver 
through  the  dark  trees,  and  spread  like  a  golden 
tissue  over  the  distant  landscape,  had  all  the  wild 
fantasy  of  a  dream,  while  the  palpitating  sea,  far, 
far  below,  like  a  diamond-sprinkled  plain,  filled 
me  with  poetic  fancies.  The  midnight  found  me 
still  wandering,  inebriated  with  my  new  life, 
heedless  of  time  or  physical  needs,  in  rapport  with 
nature,  and  drinking  deep  draughts  from  her 
jewelled  cup.  The  clear  musical  tones  of  a  bell 
floated  out  upon  the  silence,  adding  to  the  unut- 
terable witchery  of  the  hour.  "  It  is  the  noc- . 
turn  bell,"  I  thought.  "The  miserable  monks, 
aroused  from  their  scant  repose,  now  assemble  in 
choir  to  chant  their  droning  psalms  by  the  dim 
light  of  a  taper,  careless  of  all  this  glory  which 
their  walls  shut  out !" 

The  moon  set,  the  stars  disappeared,  and  the 
dark  hour  before  dawn  brought  with  it  a  cutting 
wind  from  the  sea,  and  reeking  heavy  mists. 
Shivering,  I  felt  the  way  along  a  stone  wall  which 
enclosed  a  portion  of  the  Convent  garden,  until  I 
found  a  spot  which  I  had  noticed  an  hour  before 
— where  the  ivy,  with  an  abandon  of  wild  luxuri- 
ance, had  fallen  in  a  perfect  cascade  of  verdure 
down  to  the  earth,  where  it  tra^d  its  star-like 
leaves  in  graceful  beauty.  Creeping  under  it,  I 
Ascovered  an  angle  in  the  wall,  which,  with  the 
ivy  overhead,  completely  sheltered  me,  and  I  soon 
fell  asleep. 

I  was  awakened  by  a  hand  laid  gently  upon  my 
shoulder ;  I  opened  my  eyes  and  saw  that  the  sun 
was  high  in  the  heavens.  I  looked  about  me  be- 
wildered ;  I  felt  as  if  my  blood  were  turned  to 
fire ;  I  stretched  out  my  arms — they  were  stiff  with 
indescribable  paina.  A  monk  stood  by  my  side, 
his  white  woolen  robes  touching  me,  while  his 
eyes  rested  compassionately  on  me. 

"  You  are  ill,  Senor ;  you  are  a  stranger.  Come, 
you  must  be  nursed,"  he  said  in  French. 

"Thank  you.  Father,  but  I  will  not  trouble 
you ;  I  will  go  back  to  my  hotel," — I  did  not  re- 
member that  my  hotel  was  leagues  and  leagues 
a^ay — "  I  got  inebriated  with  the  beauty  of  your 


Sicilian  night  on  this  bewildering  mountain,  and 
was  foolish  enough  to — to," — I  tried  to  rise,  but, 
dizzy  and  faint  with  pain,  I  fell  insensible  into 
the  outstretched  arms  of  the  monk.  Then  fol- 
lowed darkness.  Weeks  passed,  and  my  life  was 
under  the  cloud  of  the  shadow  of  death.  When  I 
awoke  to  consciousness  I  found  myself  lying  upon 
a  cot  in  a  cool,  shaded  room,  the  windows  of 
which  opened  into  a  garden  of  fountains  and 
wild,  tangled  blooms,  upon  which  ray  eyes  rested 
with  an  indescribable  sense  of  refreshment.  Be- 
side me  sat  the  old  monk — Father  Cyril,  I  after- 
ward learned  was  his  name — who  had  found  me 
sleeping  under  the  ivy  while  he  was  gathering 
medicinal  herbs.  His  fingers  were  upon  my 
wrist,  while  in  the  open  palm  of  his  left  hand  lay 
a  great  cluster  of  transparent  grapes.  By  the 
wall  at  the  foot  of  my  bed  hung  a  small  leaden 
crucifix ;  under  it,  a  picture  of  the  Mater  Dolorosa. 
I  did  not  speak ;  I  feared  the  eflfbrt  would  break 
the  calm  of  that  delicious  sense  of  life  which,  with 
soft  languor,  permeated  my  whole  being^I 
scarcely  dared  to  breathe.  The  monk,  with  his 
head  bowed  down,  still  counted  the  throbs  of  my 
pulse,  while  I,  after  some  bewildering  thoughts, 
gradually  remembered  all  about  it. 

"  There's  a  great  and  promising  change  in  his 
pulse ;  his  flesh  is  moist  and  cool.  Madre  Dioa  / 
I  thank  thee!"  murmured  Father  Cyril  as  he 
stooped  over  to  look  into  my  face.  Our  eyes  met, 
mine  no  longer  filmed  by  insensibility,  his  beam- 
ing with  kindness  and  surprise. 

"Deo  gratias!"  he  said  fervently,  as  he  pressed 
a  grape  into  my  mouth.  "  You  had  liked  to  have 
slipped  through  our  fingers ;  you  have  been  ill, 
very  ill,  Senor  Anglaise." 

"American !  American !  American !"  I  whis- 
pered with  all  my  feeble  powers.    "American !" 

The  good  monk  laughed,  and  smoothed  back 
the  hair  from  my  forehead,  laid  his  hand  upon  my 
head  as  I  have  seen  mothers  do  to  their  wild,  lov 
ing  boys,  then  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  upon  my 
brow  with  a  whispered  prayer,  and  enjoining  me 
to  keep  silent,  he  left  me — left  me  alone  with  my 
thoughts.  "I  was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me  in !" 
kept  repeating  itself  to  my  mind  over  and  over 
again.  Father  Cyril,  as  if  he  had  forgotten  some- 
thing, returned,  but  only  to  say:  "The  Commu- 
nity will  rejoice  in  your  recovery,  and  after  None 
we  will  offer  thanks  to  Him  who  has  Spared  you, 
and  to  our  Blessed  Lady,"  then  he  went  away, 
"  I  was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  .me  in !"  Why 
did  they  take  me  in  ?  Why  nurse  me  like  a  friend 
and  a  brother  during  those  dreary  weeks  ?    Why 
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oflfer  thanks  for  my  recovery?  What  was  my  life 
to  tiiem  ?  Then  my  eyes  wandered  to  the  crucifix, 
then  to  the  sorrowful  face  of  ^Mary ;  then  my  hand 
feebly  felt  in  my  bosom  for  my  mother's  locket  of 
hair  and  the  medal  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  ;  and 
Ending  them,  I  held  them  fast,  while  I  repeated, 
Madre  Dios,  Father  Cyril's  words,  which  lingered 
like  a  sweet  cadence  in  my  heart,  and  I  fell  asleep. 
[to  be  coxtinued.] 

A  1>T  N  A  L  S 
OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 

Cheragnes,  September  28,  1866. 

Reverend  Sir  :  Would  that  I  could  relate  all 
the  graces  spiritual  and  temporal,  which  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  has  obtained  for  thou- 
sands of  persons  whom  I  have  induced  to  become 
members  of  the  pious  Association.  Allow  me,  at 
least,  Reverend  Sir,  for  the  honor  of  our  Holy 
Queen  to  make  mention  of  several  favors  truly 
miraculous. 

I  limit,  myself  to  the  narration  of  three  facts 
which  I  beg  you,  Reverend  Sir,  to  insert  in  the  An- 
nals of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

The  cure  of  an  infant  eight  days  old ;  the  phy 
sicians  had  declared  it  could  not  live.  Its  pious 
grandmother  vowed  it  to  the  Blessed  "Virgin,  put 
a  medal  on  it,  and  promised  to  the  Blessed  Vir- . 
gin  to  do  some  good  work  in  her  honor  if  she 
would  preserve  the  life  of  the  child. 

Mary  Immaculate,  deigned  to  accept  her  prom- 
ise ;  from  that  moment  the  infant  began  to  give 
signs  of  life,  and  two  months  after  we  saw  it,  en- 
dowed with  strength  beyond  its  age,  In  the  arms 
of  its  young  mother  who  delights  in  calling  it  the 
child  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
A  person  in  the  same  vicinity  (Beauvoir)  was  at- 
tacked by  a  dangerous  illness  which  in  a  few 
hours  reduced  him  to  the  last  extremity.  I  gave 
him  a  medal,  and  had  the  Memorare  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  said  for  him. 

The  sick  man  was  not  long  in  feeling  the  ef- 
fects of  this  prayer.  Three  days  after,  much  to 
the  astoni^ment  of  his  physicians,  he  was  out  of 
danger.  Even  his  convalesence  was  not  long.  His 
first  visit  was  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  before 
which  he  was  happy  to  thank  Jesus  and  Mary  for 
the  grace  they  had  just  bestowed  upon  him. 

The  conversion  of  #in  old  man  aged  sixty -four 
years;  he  sometimes  went  to  mass,  but  merely 
through  motives  of  human  respect.  For  more 
than  fifty  years  he  had  neglected  the  third  and 


fourth  precepts  of  the  Church.  This  gentleman 
took  a  severe  cold  which  caused  great  anxiety  to 
all  his  friends.  No  one  dared  to  speak  to  him  of 
Confession.  So  the  matter  stood  at  the  end  of 
last  July,  At  that  time  his  married  daughter, 
who  was  living  at  a  distance  from  him,  having 
read  the  Thirty-two  Considerations  on  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  felt  inspired  to  begin  imme- 
diately a  novena  for  her  father,  having  a  presenti- 
ment that  he  was  sick.  A  few  days  after,  one  of 
her  sisters  wrote  to  her  saying  how  mucTi  the  fam- 
ily were  grieved  at  thinking  that  this  soul,  so  dear 
to  them  all,  might  have  to  appear  before  the 
Judge  without  any  preparation. 

She  continued  to  pray — began  another  novena, 
and  she  hopes  that  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
would  deign  to  grant  her  prayer.  Her  confidence 
was  not  in  vain ;  on  the  twenty-third  of  August, 
the  last  day  of  her  novena,  she  received  the  news 
that  the  Sovereign  Mistress  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
had  sent  to  this  poor  lost  sheep  its  zealous  shep- 
herd who  had  not  been  asked  for.  At  this  first 
unexpected  visit,  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  con- 
versation, the  good  parish  Priest  told  the  child- 
ren and  attendants  to  retire,  heard  the  sick  man's 
confession,  and  next  morning  brought  the  Holy 
Viaticum.  On  that  very  day  a  change  for  the 
better  took  place,  and  since  that  happy  moment 
this  good  ofd  man  cannot  suflaciently  express  the 
happiness  he  feels  in  being  reconciled  with  bis 
God. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  joy  of 
family.  Give  thanks  for  them  to  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  they  will  themselves  soon  make 
the  same  request  by  asking  you  to  celebrate  mass 
in  thanksgiving  for  the  blessing  which  they  have 
received. 


OHEONIOLE. 


We  begin  the  new  year  by  chronicling  some- 
thing of  the  past ;  and  we  shall  continue  to  note 
the  events  of  the  times  as  they  occur. 

At  the  time  we  write,  nothing  is  determined  in 
the  Italian  Question,  except  that  which  has  been 
determined  all  along:  the  Holy  Father's  un- 
changeable will  to  maintain  the  rights  of  the 
Holy  See,  and  of  all  christians. 

We  begin  with  the  record  of  those  who  have 
passed  to  their  reward.  On  the  4th  of  December, 
Mother  Magdalen,  the  Superioress  of  the  Sisters 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  died  in  the  Con- 
vent of  the  order  in  Philadelphia.  Right  Rev. 
Bishop  Wood  was  present  at  the  funeral  of  this 
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good  religious,  which  took  place  the  Friday  after 

her  death. 

On  the  9th  of  December,  at  Sault  au  Recollet 
near  Montreal,  in  the  Convent  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  died  Madame  Anastasia  White. 

In  New  Orleans,  died  on  the  7th  of  December, 
Sister  M.  of  St  Catharine,  of  the  Congregation  of 
the  Sisters  of  Holy  Cross. — RequUscant  in  pace. 

The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  New  York,  or- 
dained the  following,  in  the  Provincial  Seminary, 
Troy,  N.'Y. 

Rev.  Messrs  John  Brogan,  John  McCauley,  Mi- 
chael McEvoy  and  Josue  P.  Bodfish,  all  of  the 
diocese  of  New  York. 

Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  St.  Louis  held  an  or- 
dination in  St.  Vincent's  Church,  St.  Louis,  and 
conferred  the  Holy  Order  of  Subdeaconship  on 
Messrs  Timothy  J.  O'Leary,  Maurice  O'Brien,  Mi- 
chael Cavanagb,  Louis  Philip  Landry  and  Fran- 
cis Vogt,  all  members  of  the  Congregation  of  the 

Mission. 

On  Friday  the  same  Rev.  gentlemen  were  pro- 
moted to  the  order  of  Deaconship,  and  on  Tues- 
day Rev.  Messrs  O'Brien,  Cavanagh,  Landry, 
and  Vogt  were  raised  to  the  priesthood. 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  of  Buffalo  ordained  on  the 
20th  of  November,  the  Rev.  John  J.  Stewart. 

Confirmations.  The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop 
of  New  York,  confirmed  190  personsnn  the  church 
of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  Domenec  administered  the 
Sacrament  of  Confirmation  to  64  persons  in  the 
German  church  of  Holidaysburg,  Pa. 

The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  of  Pittsburg,  gave  a 
mission  in  St.  Patrick's  church  Ebensburg,  and 
the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  Kentucky,  was  pres- 
ent at  the  close  of  the  mission  given  by  the  Do- 
minican Fathers  in  the  Transfiguration  church, 
Troy,  N.  Y. 

Among  the  many  churches,  and  chapels  that 
have  been  dedicated  in  the  last  few  months,  the 
chapel  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  near  Wheel- 
ing, has  particularly  attracted  our  attention.  To 
those  who  love  music,  it  brings  a  sigh  of  regret 
to  read  the  account,  and  think  they  were  not 
there.  We  give  in  full,  the  account  of  the  dedica- 
tion of  the  chapel  in  which  many  an  Ave  Maria 
will  be  addressed  to  Our  Blessed  Mother. 

Dedication  of  the  New  Chapel  in  the -Con- 
vent OF  THE  Visitation,  near  Wheeling,  West 
Va. — Your  correspondent  having  been  kindly  fa- 
vored with  an  invitation  to  attend  at  the  above 
dedication,  left  Pittsburgh  Saturday  evening  in 
company  with  several  ladies  and  gentlemen  of 


Pittsburgh  and  AUeghenycity,  arriving  at  Wheel- 
ing about  10  P.  iL  The  following  morning  about 
nine,  o'clock  we  took  curs,  specially  provided  for 
the  occasion,  in  company  with  a  large  number  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen  residents  of  Wheeling  and 
its  vicinity,  and  after  a  pleasant  ride  ©f  ten  mirw^ 
utes,  we  were  let  out  in  the  Convent  grounds 
about  two  and  a  half  miles  eastward  of  Wheeling, 
and  the  crowd  passed  up  the  sloping  lands  to  the 
commanding  summit,  on  which  the  elegant  new 
convent  building  stands — overlooking  the  lovely 
scenery  of  hill,  dale  and  creek,  in  the  midst  of 
which  it  stands,  a  handsome  and  enduring  monu- 
ment of  the  energy,  judgment  and  taste  of  the  in- 
defatigable Right  Rev.  Bishop  Whelan  and  the 
ladies  of  the  convent,  to  whom  the  West  owes  a 
debt  of  gratitude  for  this  fine  structure  which 
would  be  a  credit  to  any  part  of  the  country. 

We  were  ushered  at  once  to  the  chapel  which 
was  well  filled,  and  we  were  struck  with  its  splen- 
did dome  of  stained  glass,  its  stained  ceiling, 
beautiful  chaste  altar,  and  the  general  air  of  com- 
fort and  appropriateness  of  every  part.  The  ce- 
remonies commenced  with  a  fine  piece  of  music 
by  Blalkbrenner — a  march  movement,  performed 
by  Sister  Eulalia  on  the  piano  and  Sister  Mary 
Agnes  on  the  harp.  This  was  followed  by  the 
blessing  of  the  building  outside  and  inside,  con- 
ducted by  Bishop  Whelan,  assisted  by  a  number 
of  the  clergymen  of  the  diocese  and  the  Semina- 
rians. The  choir  consisted  of  several  of  the  Sis- 
ters and  a  number  of  the  young  ladies,  scholars 
of  the  institution,  assisted  by  several  gentlemen 
of  superior  musical  skill,  and  the  well  established 
reputation  of  this  fine  musical  school  was  fully 
sustained  throughout.  Perfect  gems  of  music 
were  given,  such  as  are  not  to  be  heard  every  day, 
either  in  or  out  of  concert.  During  the  celebra- 
tion of  High  Mass  by  the  Bishop,  a  beautiful  solo 
was  sung  with  fine  taste  and  excellent  skill  by 
Miss  Blanche  McAfee,  one  of  the  pupils  of  the  in- 
stitution. Qui  tolli«,  another  gem  was  sweetly 
sung  by  a  very  young  pupil.  Miss  Ella  Gordon. 
Solos  in  the  Credo,  Sanctus  and  Agnu*  Dei,  were 
brilliantly  given  by  Sister  Mary  Agnes,  whose 
truly  wonderful  notes  entered  every  heart  and 
satisfied  it,  while  the  fine  harmonious  voices  of 
Miss  Blanche  McAfee,  Miss  Kate  McHenry  and 
Miss  Mina  Warring  united  in  a  perfect. concord 
of  sweet  sounds. 

The  Most  Rev.  Archbisl^p  Spalding,  of  Balti- 
more, who  had  kindly  consented  to  honor  this 
occasion,  preached  aTi  admirable  dedicatory  ser- 
mon from  the  text :  "  Truly  this  is  the  House  of 
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the  Lord,"  in  which  he  alluded  very  happily  and 
gracefully  to  the  great  eflForts  of  Bishop  Whelan 
and  the  ladies  of  the  Convent  in  accomplishing 
the  completion  of  such  a  beautiful  church,  in  con- 
nection with  the  admirable  building  of  which  it 
is  tlie  chief  ornament. 

The  Gloria  was  given  before  the  commencement 
of  the  services — not  being  allowed  in  time  of  Ad- 
vent as  part  of  the  Mass. 

But  the  musical  performance  of  the  day  was  the 
grand  hymn,  "  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth," 
sung  by  Sister  Mary  Agnes,  with  exquisite  taste 
and  with  a  power  and  sweetnes?  which  it  would 
be  almost  impossible  to  excel.  All  the  voices  in 
choir  were  of  the  sweetest,  and  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  find  better  sacred  music  in  any  choir. 

After  the  ceremonies  of  the  morning  were  over, 
the  visitors  were  allowed  the  privilege  of  visiting 
and  inspecting  all  parts  of  the  building,  certain 
portions  of  which  would  not  be  open  to  the  pub- 
lic after  this  day.  We  joined  in  the  examination, 
and  were  highly  gratified  with  all  the  arrange- 
ments. We  also  had  the  honor  of  an  invitation 
to  dine  with  the  Archbishop,  the  Bishop,  and 
the  clergy  in  attendance,  and  can  vouch,  from 
personal  experience,  for  excellent  cookery,  choice 
food,  and  abundance  of  every  thing.  The  bodily 
as  well  as  the  spiritual  man  was  well  cared  for. 

There  was  an  afternoon  service  at  which  the 
Archbishop  preached  an  excellent  practical  ser- 
mon— a  fitting  conclusion  to  that  of  the  morning, 
from  the  text,  "Jkly  house  is  a  house  of  prayer." 

The  beautiful  chapel  was  filled  again  with 
other  visitors,  many  of  whom  could  not,  conven- 
iently get  out  during  the  forenoon,  and  the  ser- 
vice and  the  music  faemed  to  give  universal  sat- 
isfaction. 

Thus  has  been  dedicated  to  the  service  of  God 
another  church,  under  happy  auspices,  and  we 
pray  that  the  blessings  of  the  Almighty  may  rest 
upon  it  forever. — Correspondence  Pittshurg  Pout. 


Tece  following  appreciative  judgment  is  taken 
from  the  Saint  Louis  Guardian  : 

Ave  Maria  Almanac. — We  have  received  the 
advance  sheets  of  this  Almanac,  which  in  point  of 
illustrations  and  the  subject  matter,  promises  to 
surpass  that  of  last  year,  which  we  pronounced 
then  as  perfect.  Verily  Notre  Dame,  Indiana,  is 
becoming  a  nursery  of  literature,  the  good  taste 
and  sound  judgment  displayed  in  all  that  eman- 
ates from  its  press  is  truly  gratifying.  Every 
Catholic  on  this  continent  should  have  a  copy  of 
this  Almanac. 


OHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 
LITTLE  AGGIE'S  DEEAM. 

The  following  lines  were  suggested,  on  hear- 
ing a  child  relate  her  dream,  and  who  too  young 
to  understand  the  nature  of  dreams,  believed  it  to 
be  reality : 

As  I  lay  last  night  on  my  little  bed, 
With  the  downy  pillows  beneath  my  head, 
I  raised  my  eyes  to  the  clear  blue  sky, 
To  the  silver-moon,  as  it  shone  on  high ; 
And  I  saw  two  stars  through  my  curtain's  fold, 
They  were  brighter  far,  than  the  brighest  gold, 
Then  I  shut  my  eyes,  and  I  tried  to  sleep. 
But  these  beautiful  stars,  in  my  face  would  peep ; 
I  looked  again — but  they  were  not  gone. 
They  still  stood  there,  and  yet  brighter  they 

shone. 
And  I  thought  these  beautiful  stars  must  be, 
The  eyes  of  my  Angel  then  looking  on  me. 
Is  it  you  my  Angel  dear,  then  I  said, 
Watchiug  all  night  o'er  my  little  head? 
Come  closer  still,  there  is  no  one  near. 
And  we'll  whisper  low,  in  each  other's  ear; 
And  I  turned  again,  to  the  clear  blue  sky, 
But  the  stars  were  gone,  were  gone  from  on  high. 
As  I  looked  for  those,  beautiful  stars  in  vain, 
I  heard  my  name  called  once,  and  again, 
I  knew,  yes  I  knew  my  dear  Angel  was  near, 
For  he  gently  spoke  and  bade  me  not  fear ; 
And  I  looked  again,  for  the  sparkling  eyes, 
I  had  seen  above  in  the  clear  blue  skies,  - 
And  I  saw  my  dear  Angel  beside  my  bed, 
And  his  hand  was  resting  upon  my  head. 
His  dress  was  blue,  while  his  wings  of  gold, 
O'er  his  shoulders  fell  in  a  gentle  fold  ; 
Such  beautiful  ringlets,  I  never  did  see, 
As  he  bent  o'er  my  pillow  to  whisper  to  me, 
And  my  Angel's  face,  made  my  room  so  light, 
That  the  dazzling  Sun,  was  never  so  bright, 
His  voice  was  such  music,  as  ne'er  I  did  hear. 
And  his  words  are  still  sounding  within  my  ear. 
He  called  me  his  child,  yes,  his  own  little  child. 
And  bade  me  be  loving,  obedient  and  mild. 
And  such  heavenly  things,  did  he  whisper  to  me. 
That  I'll  never  forget  them,  though  old  I  may  be  ; 
He  told  me  of  God,  and  the  Angels  above. 
And  the  Queen  of  the  Angels  he  bade  me  to  love ; 
And  he  said,  that  the  children  the  Angels  love 

best, 
Are  they  who  love  Mary,  the  Queen  of  the  Blest 
He  staid  all  night  by  the  side  of  my  bed. 
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Yet  it  seemed  but  a  moment,  so  quick  the  night 

fled, 
And  when  the  bright  Sun,  peeped  out  from  the 

sky, 
My  Angel  unfolded  his  wings,  then  to  fly  ; 
I  tried  fast  to  hold  Lira,  and  begged  him  to  stay, 
But  he  pointed  to  heaven,  and  hastened  away. 
When  again  the  dark  night,  brings  the  stars  to 

the  skies. 
Then,  then,  will  I  look  for  my  Angel's  bright 

eyes. 
Again  he  will  stand  by  the  side  of  my  bed, 
And  sweetly  he'll  rest  his  soft  hand  on  my  head ; 
Will  this  day  never  pass !    I  am  weary  of  light. 
For  I'm  sure  my  dear  Angel,  will  be  here  to-night. 


STATUE    OF    OUa    LADY    OP    PEANOE, 
AT   PUY. 

We  give  on  the  following  page  a  view  of  Puy, 
the  chief  town  of  the  department  of  the  HatUe- 
'  Loire,  France,  which  has  long  been  a  celebrated 
pilgrimage.  It  was  visited  in  1254  by  the  pious 
King  Saint  Louis,  who  gave  to  the  church  of  the 
place  a  Statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  which  was 
long  preserved,  and  is  still  we  believe,  in  the 
cathedral. 

At  the  present  time  the  principal  attraction  of 
the  place,  is  the  Colossal  gtatue  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  placed  on  the  mount  Corneille,  called  Our 
Lady  of  France. 

In  1854  plans  and  designs  for  the  statue  were 
asked  for ;  and  a  large  number  was  given  in  ;  the 
design  pf  M.  Boissieux  was  unanimously  adopted. 
The  statue  is  16  metres  high ;  is  placed  on  a  i)e- 
destal  7  mfetres,  in  height,  the  whole  placed  as  is 
seen  in  the  plate,  on  an  almost  perpendicular 
rock,  that  rises  up  132  metres  above  the  level  of 
the  city  hall  of  Puy. 


PIEST  OOMMUIiriON. 

CHAPTER  L 
"  Johnny,  Johnny,  see  here!  did  you  pass  for 
first  Communion  yet  ?"  anxiously  spoke,  on  his 
way  from  Sunday  school,  an  interesting  little  boy 
with  a  bright  eye  and  open  countenance,  as  he 
addressed  a  neighbor  lad,  full  two  years  older 
than  himself  '.'Wh.t  first  Communion  do  you 
mean  ?"  interrogated  Johnny,  with  a  look  of  sur- 
prise which  clearly  indicated  a  mistrust  in  his 
knowledge  of  the  Catechism,  and  a  disposition  to 
avoid  all  discourse  on  a  subject  which  must  only 
reveal  a  catalogue  of  sins,    "  Is  that  all  you  know 


about  it  ?"  questioned  little  Jimmy,  in  his  turn 
'  Don't  you  know  ?  wasn't  you  at  Sunday  school  ? 
— Yet,  now  I  think  of  myself,  I  did  not  see  you 
at  Church  on  Sunday  afternoon  for  some  weeks. 
But  don't  you  know,  didn't  you  hear  about  it  ? 
why,  all  the  boys  in  our  class  except  you,  have 
been  examined  by  Father  Joseph,  and  we  are  go- 
ing to  make  our  first  Communion  on  Pentecost — 
that  will  be  next  Sunday.     The  girls  are  all  to  be 
dressed  in  white.     Mamma  bought  a  white  dress 
and  a  nice  crown,  made  you  would  think  of  green 
leaves,  and  she's  going  to  give  them  to  sister 
Mamie  to  wear  on  the  day  she  will  make  her  first 
Communion.     She  promised  me,  too,  a  nice  blue 
jacket,  and  that  she  would  take  me  some  day  to 
see  my  uncle — I  don't  mean  my  uncle  that  does 
not  go  to  Church — but  my  uncle  that  used  to  give 
me  pennies  for  being  a  good  little  boy.  But  Papa 
told  Mamma  not  to  give  me  the  jacket  unless  I 
would  make  my  first  Commnnion,  too,  with  sis- 
ter.    Oh !  Johnny,  I  did  not  know  what  to  do ! 
My  sister,  you  know,  is  older  than  me,  and  knows 
her  Catechism  so  well  that  she  answers  Papa  or 
Mamma  all  the  questions  in  it,  and  she  answiered 
Father  Joseph  some  questions  that  wasn't  there 
at  all.     I  did  not  know  what  to  do  !  I  could  not 
answer  all  the  questions,  and  couldn't  make  my 
first  Communion,  and  Father  Joseph  told  all  the 
boys  who  would  not  pass  now^,  that  they  must 
wait  until  Easter  Sunday,  and  then,  you  know  I 
couldn't  get  my  jacket,  and  Mamma  wouldn't 
take  me  to  uncle's.    I  went  over  to  the  priest's 
house,  and  asked  if  I  could  make  my  first  Com- 
munion, too.     Then  he  asked  me :  '  What  is  the 
Eucharist  ?'  and  I  knew  it ;  then  he  asked  me 
another  question,  and  I  did  jiot  know  all  the  an- 
swer, and  then  he  told  me  to  be  a  good  boy,  and 
study  hard,  and  perhaps  I  would  pass.    I  studied 
as  hard  as  I  could,  and  u.?ed  to  be  putting  ques- 
tions to  myself  after  I  went  to  bed,  and  then  an- 
swer them ;  so  in  a  month  I  got  all  the  answers  I 
did  not  know,  and  the  priest  examined  me  to-day, 
and,  patting  me  on  the  head,  said  I  would  make 
my  first  Commnnion  with  the  other  boys.     I  was 
now  running  home  before  the  other  boys  and  my 
sister,  to  tell  Papa  and  Mamma  that  I  had  passed 
Father  Joseph." 

Wliilst  little  Jemmy  promiscously  and  hurried- 
ly thus  gave  vent  to  the  bright  joy  and  deep  feel- 
ings by  which  he  was  inundated,  Johnny  Slumber 
barely  had  patience  to  allow  little  Jemmy  to  hold 
him  by  the  buttonhole  of  his  coat,  whilst  he 
earnestly  ran  through  his  little  speech. 

Poor  Johny,  excited  and  humbled,  but  igno- 
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rant  and  proud,  betrayed  the  rancor  and  disap- 
ointuient  ■which  were  boiling  in  his  heart.  A  big 
tear  stood  in  his  eye ;  his  face  was  half  turned 
away  from  little  Johnny,  and  his  head  liung  loose- 
ly down.  A  moment  of  mental  abstraction  came 
over  him,  and  he  did  not  notice  the  Sunday  school 
boys  as  they  speaking  and  laughing  tumultuously 
gambled  down  the  green  lawn  in  front  of  the 
Church. 

"  Won't  you  go,  Johnny,  and  be  examined  by 
the  priest  ?  for  he  is  not  so  exact  with  boys  who 
are  as  old  as  you,  and  who  have  fathers  and 
mothers  like  you  have,  who  don't  send  them  to 
Sunday  school,  nor  teach  them  themselves  at  home 
at  night  before  bedtime."  '  ^ 

Hesitation  and  mistrust  for  a  EOOTnent  were  pic- 
tured on  Johnny's  face,  and,  as  he  looked  around 
and  saw  the  crowd  come  near  him,  he  could  not 
stand  it,  and  slunk  away  like  one  who  was  con- 
scious of  some  crime,  and  he  soon  joined  a  crowd 
of  Protestant  boys  who  were  gathering  on  the 
Common,  to  play  base  ball,  and  just  wanted  one 
to  make  up  the  match, 

"  Hallo,  Johnny !"  shouted  out  a  young  lad, 
tolerably  well  dressed,  but  with  tobacco  juice 
coming  out  in  a  murky  stream  from  the  corner  of 
his  •mouth:  "come  to  our  side,  and  we'll  lam 
them !"  Johnny  mechanically  joined  them,  with- 
out saying  a  word,  and  with  a  demeanor  that 
showed  he  was  not  quite  as  much  at  ease  as  on  the 
Sunday  afternoon  before  that  he  played  with 
them.  The  interest  of  the  game  soon  took  pos- 
session of  him,  and  he  was  lost  for  some  time  to 
all  recollections  of  what  had  passed  between  him 
and  Jimmy  Wliite,  who,  on  Johnny  sneaking  off 
from  him,  soon  recollected  that  his  sister  Mamie 
should  not  be  the  first  to  announce  the  glad  ti- 
dings at  home  of  the  succesful  issue  of  his  late  ex- 
amination for  first  Communion.  He  was  at  home 
first,  and  wild  with  joy  and  excitement  blustered 
out  that  he  had  passed  Father  Joseph,  who  patted 
him  on  the  head,  and  told  him  he  was  a  good  boy. 
His  mother  embraced  him ;  his  father  caressed 
him,  and  the  blue  jacket  and  the  visit  to  uncle 
were  fairly  won. 


CHAPTER  n. 
Johnny  strolled  oflf  from  his  companions  and  in  a 
sullen  mood  found  his  way  home.  Supper  was 
over  and  to  his  parents'  questions  of  his  absence, 
in  broken  sentences  he  muttered  out  only  an  eva- 
sive answer.  His  father,  who  was  a  man  more 
bent  on  making  money  and  boasting  of  his  spon- 
taneous prodigality  than  in  raising  his  son  in  the 
ways  of  truth  and  piety,  casually  inquired  if  he  had 


been  at  Sunday  school.  Poor  Johnny  who  by 
this  time  had  become  quite  an  adept  in  decep- 
tioUj  instead  of  an  honest  avowal  of  the  truth, 
answered  that  he  was  late  because  he  had  miscal- 
culated the  time,  and  the  father's  solicitude  for 
the  salvation  of  his  child  evaporated  in  a  mo- 
ment's anger  and  a  hasty  threat.  His  mother 
one  of  those  soft  easy  characters,  who  would  buy 
a  moment's  peace  by  any  sacrifice  of  parental  duty 
and  whose  whole  mind  was  constantly  occupied 
in  humoring  her  husband,  stealthily  got  Johnny 
a  cold  snack  and  thought  she  had  done  a  mother's 
duty  and  had  broken  her  child's  heart  by  a  yawn- 
ing out  a  sigh  at  his  misconduct. 

During  the  evening  Johnny  was  determined  to 
not  enter  into  any  conversation  with  any  body 
lest  he  might  be  brought  to  speak  of  his  class  in 
Sunday  school  being  about  to  make  their  first 
Communion  on  the  following  Sunday.      When 
any  one  put  a  question  to  hig),  he  answered  with 
a  hum  or  a  sulky  monosyllable,  and  poor  Brave» 
who  came  to  him  wagging  his  tail,  was  dispatched 
across  the  room  with  a  kick.     During  the  early 
part  of  the  week  he  maintained  an  appearance  of 
fortitude  and  firmly  resolved  to  bear  his  disgrace 
with  all  the  dignity  of  the  utmost  indifference. 
Fortunately  his  father,  who  never  went  to  t!om- 
munion  since  he  left  his  mother's  side  in  an  old 
mud  cabin  in  Ireland,  was  from  home  on  business 
relative  to  theajjproaching  election,  and  his  mother 
had  too  much  to  do  at  home,  her  mind  was  too 
full  of  the  cares  of  her  family    to  keep  in  her 
memory  so  trifling  an  affair  as  the  first  Communion 
of  her  only  child.     The  first  few  days  of  the  week 
passed  over  and  Johnny  met  with  no  new  humili- 
ation except  what  came  from  the  preparations 
going  on  in  the  village  for  the  coming  solemnity, 
which  he  took  good  care  not  to  mention  to  his 
good-natured  mother  Nancy  Slumber.     Towards 
the  end  of  the  week,  however,  when  the  children 
were  going  and  coming  from  the  church,  when 
everybody  wore  a  cheerful  countenance  and  nearly 
all  the  Catholics  of  the  village  were  talking  about 
the  children  making  their  first  Communion,  the 
news  spread  too  far  and  wide  to  escape  the  atten- 
tion even  of  Nancy.     The  thought  of  her  bo/f 
being  old   enough  and  being  in  the  class,  pre- 
paring for  first  Commmunion — she  heard  him  say 
so  months  before — got  the  uppermost  place  in  her 
mind,  and  her  easy  disposition  for  a  moment  was 
thrown  aside.       ^ .       [to  be  continued.] 


Ebbatum. — In  a  few  copies,  article :  "  Statue  of 
Ouf  Lady  of  France,"  read  16  instead  of  67. 
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NOTRE  DAME,  INDIANA,  JANUARY  12,  1867. 


No.  2. 


CHEISTMAS  TIME. 

We  are  yet  in  the  octave  of  the  great  Feast ;  in 
the  mind  of  the  Church  each  one  of  these  eight 
days  is  a  new  attempt  to  celebrate  the  glorious 
mystery  of  the  season.  At  the  time  we  write  the 
octave  is  closing.  -Were  it  not  that  the  field  is 
infinitely  rich,  we  might  well  be  afraid  that,  a 
full  week  after  it  was  harvested,  and  that  har- 
vesters without  number  had  passed  through  it, 
but  poor  gleaniugs  could  be  picked  up  in  pass- 
ing over  it  again ;  but  even  at  this  late  hour  the 
harvest  seems  scarcely  to  have  been  touched.  Let 
us  then  follow  tlie  Church,  and  fix  our  eyes  again 
upon  the  Crib,  before  we  take  our  leave  of  it. 
Blessed  crib!  wliich  contains  our  Salvation.  In- 
deed one  of  our  most  venerated  friends,  the  Abbe 
de  Solesvies,  seems  to  reproach  us  for  having  as  yet 
seen  but  the  outlines,  or  a  few  faint  shades  of  the 
mystery.  Once  more,  then,  we  will  fancy  that  it 
is  Christmas  night,  and  if  time  permits  we  will 
afterward  extend  our  loving  homage  to  each  one 
of  the  glorious  memories  that  radiate  so  touch- 
iogly  around  the  cradle  of  the  Saviour. 

Such  is  the  greatness  of  this  mystery,  that  the 
Church  cannot  be  satisfied  with  one  Sacrifice  to 
celebrate  it ;  a  gift  so  precious,  so  long  expected, 
the  Emmanuel,  God  with  us,  was  not  to  be  re- 
ceived with  ordinary  homage.  God  the  Fatlier, 
in  this  mystery,  gives  His  Son  to  the  earth  ;  the 
Holy  Ghost ^works  this  wonder;  the  earth  returns, 
by  a  triple  Sacrifice,  a  triple  homage  to  the  Most 
Blessed  Trinity.  This  will  also  serve-to  acknowl- 
edge the  three  bij;ths  of  Him  who  saved  us;  for  from 
ajl  eternity  He  is  oorn  of  His  Father  in  the  splendors 
of  the  Saints ;  this  night  He  is  born  of  the  holy 
Virgin  ;  and  again  Ilje  is  born  by  His  divine  grace 
in  the  shepherds,  the  first  fruits  of  Christianity. 
Such  is  the  reason  why^riests  say  three  Masses 
on  Christmas  day.  T)ic  first  one  is  to  honor  the 
birth  of  the  Son  of  God  according  to  the  flesh  : 
Ei  Vcrbum  caro  factum  est ;  the  second  commeni- 
or.ites  His  birth  in  our  souls  by  His  divine  grace ; 
and  the  third,  His  birth  in  the  bosom  of  His  Eter- 


nal Father:  Et  Verbum  erat  apiM  Deum.  The 
first  is  celebrated  at  midnight:  Behold  the  hour 
when  "the  people  who  sat  in  the  darkness  of 
death  saw  a  great  light."  Outside  the  stable,  the 
night  is  exceeding  dark ;  materially  it  is  dark- 
ness itself;  not  a  ray  of  the  sun  to  relieve  it. 
Spiritually,  the  darkness  is  equally  profound  from 
the  sins  of  men  who  sleep  in  the  complete  forget- 
fulness  of  God,  or  who  watch  lying  in  wait  for 
iniquitous  purposes.  At  Bethlehem,  around  the 
stable,  all  is  obscurity,  and  where  no  room  has 
been  found  for  the  Divine  Host,  men  rest  in  car- 
nal slumber — they  have  not  been  startled  by  the 
angelic  concert  above. 

I^Ieanwhile,  however,  at  the  hour  of  twelve  the 
virgin  has  felt  the  approach  of  the  supreme  in- 
stant ;  her  maternal  heart  is  suddenly  inundated 
with  unknown  delights;  it  is  soon  melting  in  an 
ecstacy  of  love ;  with  the  quickness  of  lightning 
and  by  His  own  virtue,  passing  from  the  maternal 
womb,  as  He  will  later  through  the  rock  of  the  sep- 
ulcher,  the  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  Mary  is  in  the 
arms  of  His  spotless  Mother.  The  ray  of  light 
does  not  penetrate  more  promptly  the  pure  crys- 
tal it  strikes.  The  Virgin  Mother  adores  the  Di- 
vine Babe,  who  smiles  upon  her  while  she  folds  Him 
with  tenderest  embraces  and  presses  Him  to  her 
heart :  she  clothes  Him  as  best  she  can  and  lays 
Him  in  the  manger.  The  faithful  Joseph,  too, 
joins  his  adorations  with  hers  ^  the  angels,  as  it 
was  announced,  present  their  homage  to  their 
Creator  the  moment  He  comes  into  this  world. 
Heaven  is  open  over  the  stable,  and  the  first 
offering  of  the  newborn  Divine  Babe  ascends  up 
to  the  Father  of  ages :  His  first  sighs  reach  the 
ear  of  the  offended  God,  and  the  salvation  of 
mankind  is  secured. 

Mass  commences :  with  the  Introit,  the  drama 
begins:  The  Lord  hath  said  unto  me:  Thou 
art  my  Son ;  this  day  have  I  begotten  Thee.  The 
Ki/rk  follows  as  a  prelude  to  the  hymn  of  the  ce- 
lestial spirits :  Glory  be  to  God  in  the  Highest, 
and  peace  upon  earth  to  men  of  good  will :  Gloria 
in  exc<lsis  Beo,  et  in  terra  pax  hominibus  bon<B 
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voluntatis.  "  Glory  to  God  and  peace  Jo  men !" 
Tbe  angels  intone  this  canticle :  there  they 
are  encircling  the  altar,  as  of  old  by  the  crib, 
and  they  sing  our  own  happiness.  They 
adore  the  inscrutable  justice  that  gave  no  Re- 
deemer to  their  fallen  companions.  They  praise, 
though  they  understand  not,  the  astonishing  hu- 
miliation of  Him  who  made  both  angelic  and  hu- 
man natures,  and  whp  now  leans  with  incompre- 
hensible love  toward  what  is  weakest.  They  lend 
us  their  heavenly  accents  to  thank  and  to  glorify 
fte  Emmanuel,  who  calls  upon  us  in  this  sweet 
arid  powerful  mystery  to  fill  up  the  seats  left  va- 
cant by  the  rebellion  and  fall  of  the  proud  and 
haughty  spirits.  "We  too,  O  Divine  Infant,  join 
our  voices  to  those  of  the  angels,  and  we  sing : 
"  Glory  to  God  and  peace  to  men  of  good  will." 
We  have  accompanied  Thee  in  that  long  journey 
from  Nazareth  to  Bethlehem  ;  we  have  followed 
everj  step  of  Mary  and  Joseph  through  that 
dreary  route;  we  have  watched  this  holy  night — 
waiting  for  the  happy  moment  that  would  allow 
us  to  see  the  "Word  made  Flesh!"  We  recog- 
nize Thee  for  the  promised  Salvation  of  man,  and 
in  our  poverty  we  oflfer  Thee  "our  good  will."  Do 
Thou  perfect  it  in  our  hearts  that  we  may  de- 
serve to  become  Thy  brothers  by  grace  as  we  are 
now  and  forever  by  our  nature. 

The  Incarnate  Word  has  done  even  more  in  this 
mystery;  He  has  made  us  "participators  of  the 
divine  nature."  (Peter  ii,  1-4).  In  the  order  of 
creation  we  were  placed  a  little  beneath  the  angels; 
In  His  Incarnation,  He  declares  us  "  the  heirs  of 
God,  and  His  own  joint  heirs."  CoJueredis  au'em 
Christi."  (Rom.  viii,  17).  As  a  special  acknowl- 
edgement of  the  mystery  of  the  day,  the  priest 
kneels  down  on  the  lowest  step  of  the  altar  when 
the  choir  sings  the  words:  Et  Verbum  caro  factum 
est. 

On  that  memorable  night  the  moment  of  the 
consecration  is  an  affecting  one  beyond  expres- 
sion: In  the  silence  of  nature,  in  the  dead  of 
night,  the  Divine  Word  descends  upon  the  altar! 
You  feel,  as  it  were,  transported  to  the  grotto, 
where  you  behold  Him  in  the  crib  raising  His  arms 
to  His  eternal  Father,  while  Mary  adores  Him 
with  a  mother's  heart,  while  Joseph  sheds  tears 
of  love  and  the  angels  annihilate  themselves 
in  wonder. 

We  now  perceive,  but  too  late,  that  instead  of 
a  review  of  Christmas  time  we  have  scarcely 
ofifered  any  thing  else  than  a  cold  introduction 
to  the  dear  grotto  of  Bethlehem;  and  yet  our 
space  is  nearly  run  out.     For  the  present  we 


must  postpone  our  homage  to  Saint  Stephen, 
the  Protomartyr;  to  Saint  John,  the  Beloved  Dis- 
ciple ;  to  the  Holy  Innocents,  and  to  the  heroic 
Martyr  of  England,  and  close  our  remarks  with 
a  few  general  features  of  the  season.  We  trans- 
late literally  from  the  Annee  ^Liturgique : 

We  would  have  too  much  to  say,  should  we  at- 
tempt to  present  in  any  degree  of  justice  the 
mystical  cortege  which  surrounds  the  festival  of 
Christmas,  in  the  liturgical  cycle,  from  the  day 
of  the  Saviour's  Nativity,  to  the  Purification 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  most  magnificent 
pleiad  of  Saints  has  been  thrown  around  the  cradle 
of  the  God  Child,  without  speaking  of  the  four 
bright  luminaries  radiating  immediately  around 
our  Divine  Sun  from  which  they  borrow  all  their 
splendor,  viz:  Saint  Stephen,  Saint  John  the 
Evangelist,  the  Holy  Innocents,  and  Saint  Thomas 
of  Canterbury ;  what  othef  portion  of  the  calen- 
dar exhibits  within  the  same  limited  space  so 
many  wonderful  constellations?  The  apostolic 
college  puts  forth  its  two  bright  lights.  Saint 
Peter  and  Saint  Paul,  the  former  on  his  Roman 
Chair,  the  latter  in  the  miracle  of  his  conversion  ; 
the  army  of  martyrs  brings  out  the  valiant  cham- 
pions of  Christ,  Timothy,  Ignatius  of  Antioch, 
Polycarp,  Vincent  and  Sebastian ;  the  long  and 
luminous  series  of  Roman  Pontiffs  has  selected 
four  among  the  most  glorious  names,  Sylvester, 
Telesphorus,  Hyginus  and  Marcellus ;  the  sublime 
school  of  the  Doctors  presents  Hilary,  John  Chry- 
sostom  and  Ildefonsus,  to  whom  are  added  two 
others,  alike  pastors  of  peoples,  Julian  the  Thau- 
maturgus,  and  the  angelic  Francis  de  Sales.  The 
branch  of  the  ascetics  brings  forward  Paul  the 
Hermit,  Anthony  the  Victor  of  Satan,  Maurus  the 
apostle  of  the  cloister,  Peter  Nolascus  the  redeemer 
of  captives,  Raymond  de  Pennafort  the  oracle  of 
justice  and  the  lawgiver  of  consciences.  Among 
the  defenders  of  the  Holy  Church  shine  forth  first, 
Canute  the  pious,  who  met  his  death  in  her  serv- 
ice, and  that  Charles  whose  name  signifies  great- 
ness. The  'choir  of  sacred  virgins  is  gracefully 
represented  by  the  sweet  Agnes,  the  generous 
Emerentiana,  the  invincible  Martina  and  the  loving 
Genevieve;  at  last  in  the  ranks  of  the  sainted 
widows,  we  venerate  Paula  the  humble  lover  of 
the  crib,  and  Batilda  who  likewise  gave  her  holy 
preference  to  the  mystery  of  Bethlehem. 

There  remains  a  word  to  be  said  on  the  colors 
the  Church  uses  in  this  season.  The  white  is  the 
one  she  has  adopted  for  the  first  twenty  days, 
extending  to  the  octave  of  the  Epiphany.  She  de- 
viates from  it  only  to  honor  the  blood  of  the  mar- 
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tyrs,  Saint  Stephen  and  Saint  Thomas  of  Canter- 
bury, and  to  associate  herself  to  the  desolation  of 
Rachel  sorrowing  for  the  loss  of  her  children,  in 
the  festival  of  the  loss  of  her  children,  in  the  fes- 
tival of  the  Holy  Innocents;  with  these  exceptions, 
when  she  puts  forth  the  red  and  the  purple,  the 
whiteness  of  the  sacred  vestments  expresses  the 
gladness  to  which  the  angels  have  called  men,  the 
brightness  of  the  Divine  Sun  beginning  to  illumi- 
nate the  world,  the  purity  of  the  Virgin  Mother, 
and  the  candor  of  faithful  souls  thronging  around 
the  cradle. 


"THE  MASTER  IS  COME  AO  OALLETH 
rOE  THEE." 

[Saint  John,  xl,  28. 

The  Master  comes  and  calleth  thee,  His  voice,  oh, 

wouldst  thou  hear, 
List !  in  the  silence  of  thy  soul,  thy  God  is  evernear. 
The  Master  comes  and  calleth  thee,     e  calleth  thee 

to  prayer. 
Seek  holy  solitude's  repose,  Jesus  awaits  thee  there. 
Thou  kneelest  at  the  |ficred  shrine,  where  dwells 

thy  God,  thy  Lord, 
It  is  the  Master  calls  thee  there,  list  to  His  heavenly 

word.  ' 

Thy  soul,  oh,  'tis  the  throne  of  God  descending 

from  above,  , 

The  Master  comes  to  abide  with  thee,  and  bless 

thee  with  his  love.  '^ 

Afar  thou  seest  a  heavy  cross,  that  cross  why 

wouldst  thou  flee  ? 
0,  clasp  it  with  thy  heart's  best  love,  'tis  Jesus 

calling  thee. 
The  tempter  speaks  to  lure  thy  heart,  with  many 

a  wily  snare, 
O,  heed  him  not!  list!  Jesus  calls,  to  guard  thee 

with  His  care. 
Bright  is  the  sun  that  o'er  thee  shines,  undimmed 

thy  summer  sky. 
Remember,  clouds  and  storms  may  rise,  the  Mas- 
tor  warneth  thee. 
Rest  not  thy  heart  on  earthly  joys,  thy  treasure 

is  above, 
There,  there,  the  Master  calleth  thee,  list  to  His 

voice  of  love. 
Now  sorrow's  cloud  bedims  thy  brow,  but  upward 

turn  thine  eye. 
Thy  solace  seek  in  heaven  above — 'tis  Jesus  calls 

on  high. 
Thou  seest  a  heart,  with  woes  bound  down,  and 

filled  with  bitter  grief, 
There,  too,  the  Master  calleth  thee ;  there  soothe, 

there  give  relief. 


Behold  the  sinner  black  with  sin,  the  victim  of 

despair, 
O,  turn  him  from  his  evil  way,  the  Master  calleth 

there. 
Shivering  with  cold,  the  beggar  comes,  to  ask  thy 

charity, 
O,  list  in  pity  to  his  voice, 'tis  Jesus  speaks  to  thee. 
A  faithful  friend  has  torn  thy  heart,  and  views  it 

bleeding  yet. 
Again  the  Master  calleth  thee,  "  My  child,  forgive, 

forget." 
Thine  enemy  is  bowed  with  grief,  oppressed  with 

woe  and  care, 
Fly  to  his  aid,  embrace  with  love,  the  Master  call- 

ieth  there. 
Thou'rt  summoned  to  the  lowly  bed,  of  frail  hu- 
manity, 
O,  soothe  the  brow  and  moist  the  lip,  there  Jestis 

calls  for  thee. 
Thou  seest  the  giddy  worldling  bow,  adore  at 

pleasure's  shrine, 
The  Master  calleth,  seek  to  raise  that  heart  to  joy 

divine. 
A  garb  of  innocence  thou  seest,  now  sought  by 

sin's  dark  stain, 
Preserve  it  pure  by  warning  words,  the  Master 

calls  again. 
From  caverns  deep,  sad  groanings  hear,  "  Pity  my 

friends  on  me," 
Suffrage  to  the  departed  give,  'tis  Jesus  calling 

thee. 
Does  health  forsake  thee,  and  give  place  to  suflfer- 

ing  and  to  pain  ? 
O,  murmur  not,  submissive  bow,  for  Jesus  calls 

again. 
Death  onward  comes  with  quickened  pace,  or 

with  his  solemn  tread, 
The  Master  now  is  calling  thee,  in  peace,  oh,  bow 

thy  head. 
The  soul's  last  sigh  is  fleeting  fast,  roaming  in 

life's  faint  breath. 
The  Master's  here  and  calleth  thee — 'tis  passed — 

thou  sleep'st  in  death. 
Thy  soul  now  soars  in  realms  above,  thy  pilgrim- 
age is  o'er. 
Safe  jn  thy  Father's  bosom  now,  the  Master  calls 
no  more. 


The  Giomale  di  Roma,  the  official  journal  of  his 
Holiness  the  Pope,  contains  the  letter  of  his  Lord- 
ship the  Bishop  of  Limerick,  in  which  he  in(^sed 
a  sum  of  £965  Ss.  7d.,  the  contribution  of  the 
Bishop,  clergy  and  people  of  the  Diocese  of  Lim- 
erick for  the  Holy  Father. 
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LA  TRAPPE  AND  THE  TRAPPISTS. 

by  the  bight  rev.  abbot  benedict, 
[concluded.] 

cilOIR-UELIGIOUS. 

Tl\e  ChoirReligious  are  either  clergymen  or 
lay-gentlemen,  who  have  received  in  their  youth 
a  good  education  which  qualifies^ them  for  the 
special  duties  of  the  choir.  They  wear  a  white 
habit,  and  even  those  among  them  who  are  not 
priests  are  called  Fathers.  After  a  year  of  novi- 
tiate, if  admitted  by  the  community,  the  choir- 
novices  make  vows  for  a  year  or  more  ^ro  tern- 
pore),  at  the  discretion  of  the  Superior ;  and  after 
a  sufficient  probation,  if  found  to  have  constancy 
and  energy  of  will,  they  are  finally  admitted  to 
their  perpetual  engagement  for  life,  and  besides 
the  three  ordinary  vows,  they  promise  to  live  till 
death  in  the  community  they  join  and  to  advance 
daily  in  perfection.  All  whose  age  and  health 
require  no  dispensation  are  subject  to  the  same 
rule,  which  we  can  sum  up  thus :  1st — Assistance 
in  choir  and  recitation  of  the  canonical  office, 
besides  the  daily  office  of  the  B.  V.  Mary,  and 
that  of  the  dead  on  all  ferial  days,  which  are  very 
frequent  in  our  Order;  2dly — Abstinence  from 
meat,  fish,  eggs  and  butter;  3dly — Rising  gener- 
ally at  two  o'clock,  and  working  four  hours  and  a 
half  a  day  from  the  14th  of  September  to  Easter 
Sunday,  and  six  hours  from  Easter  to  the  14th  of 
September;  4thly — Sleeping  in  a  narrow  cell  in 
a  common  dormitory,  on  a  quilted  straw  mattress, 
in  their  habit  or  clothing;  5thly — Privation  of 
all  useless  communication  either  by  word,  sign  or 
writing, — speaking  inside  or  outside,  to  Superiors, 
officers  or  strangers,  being  allowed  only  by  a 
motive  of  charity  or  necessity,  for  the  spiritual  or 
temporal  welfare  of  the  community,  of  the  relig- 
ious, or  of  the  visitors ;  Gthly — About  four  hours 
of  spiritual  reading  or  meditation ;  but  no  study 
of  scientific  works  without  special  reasons  and 
permission,  and  no  reading  of  newspapers,  novels, 
and  other  books  foreign  to  the  religious  pro- 
fession; 7thly — Eating  only  of  vegetables,  fruits, 
herbs,  milk  or  preparation  of  milk,  and  cVeese. 
The  drink  may  be  cider,  beer,  or  such  other  kind 
of  beverage  as  is  generally  used  by  the  poor  class 
of  the  country  where  the  monastery  is  situated. 
8thly — Subjection  to  private  and  public  humilia- 
tions, in  season  and  out  of  season  ;  and  it  must  be 
acknowledged  that  it  is  often  the  most  difficult 
penance,  for  it  costs  more  to  endure  humiliations 
with  patience,  to  renounce  one's  judgment  and 


self-will,  as  our  Rule  requires,  than  to  subject 
one's  body  to  the  practice  of  penance.  Sometimes 
even  it  may  happen  that  a  Religious  may  be  ac- 
cused of  what  he  was  not  guilty  of;  and  yet 
he  is  obliged  to  suffer  silently  that  confusion. 
Also,  in  order  to  renounce  his  own  judgment,  he 
must  do  what  he  is  commanded,  without  reply : 
obey  without  inquiry  or  examination,  and  with  a 
good  and  generous  heart.  Moreover,  when  he 
desires  to  do  a  certain  thing,  the  Superior  will  at 
times  command  him  to  do  quite  the  opposite,  in 
order  to  make  him  renounce  that  self  will  which 
is  the  sole  cause  of  our  damnation.  But  the  devil, 
seeing  that  he  is  about  to  elude  his  grasp,  will 
take  advantage  of  every  thing  to  discourage  him ; 
will  make  every  thing  appear  painful,  and  will 
try  to  excite  a  kind  of  disgust  for  his  new  state, 
and  for  his  superiors,  whom  nevertheless  he  ought 
to  make  acquainted  with  all  his  troubles  and 
temptations. 

Nota.  The  dispensation  of  fasting  is  granted  to 
all  and  each  who  believe  they  have  a  sufficient 
reason.  Hence  every  day  upt  a  fasting  day  of  the 
Church  each  religious  can  have  a  soup  in  the 
morning  or  six  ounces  of  bread  with  some  fruit, 
or  molasses,  or  cheese,  etc.,  and  a  bottle  of  cider. 

Also,  in  summer,  light  clothes  are  granted,  with 
the  use  of  a  hat,  and  underclothes  are  changed_ 
not  only  once  a  week,  but  religious  can  change 
every  day  if  they  need. 

Each  religious  also  has  two  habits,  one  for  the 
time  of  work,  and  the  other  for  the  interior  of  the 
house  out  of  that  time. 

Neatness  is  a  precept :  and  though  there  is  a 
special  day  appointed  for  changing  clothes,  yet 
nobody  is  allowed  to  wear  dirty  and  torn  clothes 
without  being  liable  to  correction. 

Feet-washing  and  bathing  are  granted  to  all 
when  needed.  We  acknowledge  that  cleanliness 
is  not  opposed  to  mortification  :  we  reprove  only 
affectation  and  softness. 

It  may  be  well  to  observe,  also,  for  those  who 
object  the  great  sufferings  endured  because  of  the 
cold  of  winter,  that  all  our  monasteries  in  this 
country,  are  provided  with  stoves  or  furnaces 
which  give  a  mild  temperature. 

LAY-BRETHKEN. 

Lay-Brethren  are  selected  from  among  persons 
deprived  of  the  instfucti(tn  necessary  for  the  choir. 
They  wear  a  brown  habit  of  the  same  material  as 
that  of  the  Choir-Religious,  differing  only  in  the 
color  and  partly  in  form,  and  are  styled  "Broth- 
ers." After  a  year's  novitiate,  if  admitted  by  the 
I  professed  Lay-Brethren,  the  novices  take  the  same 
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temporary,  and  finally,  the  same  perpetual  en- 
g.igements  as  the  Choir-Religious.  The  cere- 
mony is  not  as  solemn,  but  they  make  the  same 
vows,  and  contract  the  same  obligations,  with  the 
following  exceptions:  1st.  They  are  not  bound 
to  assistance  in  choir,  and  have  only  a  short  office, 
which  they  say  either  in  the  church  or  at  the 
place  of  their  work,  as  prescribed  in  tlieir  special 
regulations.  2d.  They  do  not  give  so  much  time 
to  reading  and  meditation,  but  they  have  a  suffi- 
cient time  allowed  for  both.  3d.  They  work 
longer  than  the  Choir-Religious,  and  hence  have 
a  right  to  one  meal  a  day  more  than  they.  For 
the  rest,  they  are  treated  like  the  Choir-Religious ; 
they  enjoy  the  same  privileges  and  follow  the 
same  rules,  and  thus  every  thing  we  have  said  in 
the  preceding  article  concerning  abstinence,  fast- 
ing, sleeping  and  silence,  must  be  applied  to  all 
Lay-Brethren  not  excused  by  age,  bad  health,  or 
some  other  good  reason. 

OBLATES. 

"We  call  Oblates  men  who  do  not  believe  them- 
selves called  to  take  perpetual  vows,  or  cannot 
for  one  reason  or  another  comply  with  the  auster- 
ities of  the  whole  Rule,  and  who,  however,  wish 
to  retire  from  the  world,  and  do  more  penance 
than  common  Christians.  They  enter  the  Com- 
munity, wear  their  secular  garb,  or  their  cassock 
if  clergymen,  observe  the  rule  of  silence,  say  the 
office  of  the  Lay-Brethren,  or  that  of  the  Choir- 
Religious  if  priests,  work  with  the  Religious  or 
Lay-Brethren  under  the  direction  of  the  Superior 
or  appointed  officers  under  him ;  but  they  can 
leave  freely  when  they  like,  and  can  be  expelled 
at  any  time  by  the  Superior  if  they  do  not  observe 
their  Rule,  and  disturb  the  Religious  or  Brethren 
with  whom  they  live.  Oblates  have  a  right  to 
their  support  like  Religious,  but  earn  no  wages. 
They  sleep  until  half  past  three  o'clock,  can  eat 
meat  on  all  days  allowed  by  the  Church,  and 
after  a  year  spent  in  the  monastery,  if  the  Com- 
munity think  proper,  they  can  take  a  vow  of  obe- 
dience for  a  year.  At  the  end  of  the  first  year, 
they  can  renew  their  vow  for  two  years ;  a*  the 
expiration  of  which  they  can  renew  it  again  for 
three  years  more.  After  these  three  last  years, 
they  will  consult  with  the  Superior  as  to  the  best 
course  for  them  to  follow  for  the  time  to  come. 

FAMILIAR  BKOTHERS. 

This  fourth  class  is  composed  of  men  "who  wish 
to  live  out  of  the  world,  shun  its  snares  and  dan- 
gers, and  lead  a  truly  Christian  life.  *rhey  work 
as  directed  by  the  Superior's  order,  and  have  a 
right  to  working-clothes,  board,  lodging  and  med- 


ical attendance  as  long  as  they  stay  in  the  mon- 
astery; but  they  have  no  other  claim,  and  can 
leave  at  any  time  they  like,  or  can  be  expelled 
when  they  do  not  comply  with  the  rules,  of  which 
the  following  is  a  summary,  and  which  contain 
the .  terms  of  their  admission  and  stay  iu  the 
house : 

1st.  To  be  admitted  into  the  monastery,  a  per- 
son must  intend  to  become  a  good  .Christian,  break 
off  his  bad  habits,  live  in  poverty  by  manual  la- 
bor and  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow, 

2d.  During  the  week  of  his  entrance  he  goes  to 
Confession;  and  afterward  at  least  once  a  month: 
the  Confessor  regulates  the  time  of  Communion. 

3d.  On  entering  the  house,  he  makes  an  exact 
inventory  of  what  he  brings  withhim  of  money 
and  effects.  He  gives  his  money  to  the  Superior, 
who  returns  it  to  him  when  he  leaves. 

4th.  The  Familiar  Brethren  live  in  a  separate 
apartment  from  the  Community.  In  sickness  as 
well  as  in  health,  they  are  nourished  and  clad  by 
the  house.  The  Superior  may  give  them  some 
money,  but  does  not  bind  himself  to  do  so. 

5th.  They  do  not  speak  nor  make  signs  to  the 
Choir-Religious  or  Lay-Brethren.  When  they  go 
to  the  kitchen  for  their  food,  they  are  to  make 
no  stay  there. 

6th*.  All  conversation  that  would  wound  char- 
ity, religion  or  good  morals;  also  quarrels,  dis- 
putes, love  of  intoxicating  liquors,  absence  from 
the  monastery  without  permission,  and  disobedi- 
ence to  orders  given,  are  cases  of  expulsion. 

7th.  The  Familiar  Brethren  receive  their  wArk 
from  the  house-keeper.  He  regulates  the  quality 
of  their  food  and  the  hour  of  their  repasts.  They 
ought  to  ask  nothing  of  the  cook,  take  nothing 
of  themselves,  nor  retain  any  portion  of  what  is 
given  for  the  repasts. 

8th.  It  is  necessary  to  have  permission  from 
the  house  keeper  to  sleep  out  of  the  house,  and  to 
be  absent  on  Sundays  or  Holidays.  He  who, 
when  out  of  the  monastery,  suflfers  himself  to  act 
in  a  manner  not  becoming  a  Christian,  is  to  be  ex- 
pelled without  mercy. 

9th.  Every  Sunday  and  Holiday  of  obligation, 
they  assist  at  High  Mass,  at  Vespers,  at  the  Bene- 
diction of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  at  the  Salve, 
and  at  the  sermon. 

10th.  They  rise  at  five  in  the  winter,  and  at 
four  in  the  summer.  They  go  to  Mass  at  the  ap- 
pointed hour,  say  their  prayers  in  the  church, 
make  a  lecture  for  half  an  hour  in  the  morning, 
make  their  bed,  and  arrange  their  room  with 
care. 
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llth.  Every  evening  they  assist  at  the  Salve,  if 
not  prevented  by  reason  of  the  work ;  also  at  the 
prayers  and  lecture  which  is  read  for  them  by  .the 
Religioas  appointed  by  the  Superior. 

13th.  Their  work  commences  about  sun-rise 
in  winter,  and  toward  five  o'clock  in  summer. 

13th.  V/hen  their  food  is  prepared,  the  Brother 
warns  them  by  ringing  the  bell. 

14th.  At  nson  they  are  allowed  an  hour  for 
dinner  and  rest. 

15th.  They  are  always  in  bed  at  nine  o'clock. 

BOARDERS. 

We  use  this  word  in  its  usual  meaning ;  but  as 
a  monastery  is  not  a  common  boarding-house,  it 
must  be  well  understood  by  every  gentleman, 
whetherclergyman  or  layman,  that  all  boarderswho 
will  not  comply  with  the  rules  laid  down  for 
boarders  in  our  monastery,  will  have  to  leave  as 
soon  as  notified  by  the  Guest-Master,  who  is 
bound  in  conscience  to  maintain  order  in  the  de- 
partment entrusted  to  his  care,  and  is  not  respon- 
sible for  murmurs  and  complaints  uttered  by  men 
who  would  not  keep  order.  There  is  no  appeal 
to  the  Superior,  who  has  had  to  grieve  more  than 
once  over  the  disorders  of  men  who  repaid  by  in- 
gratitude and  calumnies  the  efforts  made  to  res- 
cue them  from  a  life  of  perdition.  The  same 
motto  to  each  and  all  who  come  to  this  monastery: 
Either  observe  the  rules,  or  go  and  leave  us  in 
peace. 

THE  VALUE  OF  A  GOOD  THOUGHT. 


[Extract  from  the  writings  of  Father  Nonet,  S.  J.] 

Whence  comes  final  perseverance,  on  which  our 
eternal  salvation  depends?  From  grace,  which 
crowns  a  good  life  with  a  holy  and  happy  death. 
Whence  comes  a  good  life  ?  From  the  practice  of 
good  works.  Whence  the  practice  of  good  works  ? 
From  good  desires.  Whence  come  good  desires  ? 
From  good  thoughts. 

A  good  thought  is  the  foundation  of  all  the 
merits  of  the  saints ;  it  is  the  root  of  all  their 
virtues ;  the  principle  of  all  their  good  works ; 
the  source  of  all  their  sanctity.  Without  it,  there 
would  be  no  faith  among  Christians;  no  charity 
among  the  just;  no  purity  among  virgins,  no  hu- 
mility, no  patience,  no  constancy  among  the 
chiftlren  of  God. 

A  good  thought  has  filled  the  deserts  with  pen- 
itents ;  the  prisons  with  martyrs ;  cloisters  with 
religious ;  the  Church  with  Confessors,  and  heav- 
en with  saints. 

If  we  believe  all  this,  why  is  it  we  are  so  un- 


faithful when  God  inspires  us  with  a  good  thought? 
why  do  we  fear  its  importunity,  and  close  our 
hearts  against  it?  or  if  we  permit  it  to  enter,  why 
do  we  retain  it  so  unwillingly?  why  seek  to  stifle 
it  without  ajiprehending  evil  consequences,  and 
without  reflecting,  that  our  contempt  of  this  good 
thought,  or  our  refusal,  endangers  us  to  lose  our 
Sovereign  Lord,  which  privation  would  render  as 
eternally  miserable. 

If  we  ask  the  blessed  in  heaven,  to  what  they 
are  indebted  for  the  rich  diadem  of  immortality 
that  encircles  their  brow,  they  will  unitedly  re- 
ply :  To  the  practice  of  virtues,  arising  from  a 
good  thought. 

A  good  thought  is  the  first  link  in  the  chain  of 
our  predestination.  A  learned  theologian  calls  a 
gf)od  thought,  the  fortune  of  a  Christian ;  because 
all  the  happiness  and  '  fidelity  of  the  soul  de- 
pend on  the  fidelity  with  which  she  corresponds 
to  the  salutary  voice  of  God,  who  calls  her  first  to 
penance,  from  penance  to  sanctification,  from 
sanc"tification  to  the  consummation  of  eternal  glory. 

Henceforth,  let  us  listen  with  more  respect  to  a 
good  thought,  let  us  obey  it  more  faithfully  ;  re- 
membering, that  the  good  thoughts,  with  which 
God  inspires  us,  become  useless  without  our  con- 
sent, and  fruitless,  if,  by  neglecting  to  co-operate, 
we  do  not  allow  them  to  have  their  effect. 


SAINT  JOHN'S  EVE.-In  Two  Parts. 
bt  mbs.  attna  h.  dobsey. 

[continued.] 
Days  of  quiet  followed.  From  the  Superior 
down  to^the  humblest  lay  brother  of  the  Commu- 
nity, all  vied  in  showing  me  kindness.  None 
knew  my  past,  none  imagined  the  antecedents  of 
my  experience.  They  thought  me  a  heretic  yet 
did  not  bate  their  kindness  nor  did  I  undeceive 
them,  for  was  I  not  worse  than  a  heretic?  They 
took  much  delight  in  hearing  of  my  country  and 
its  institutions?,  and  I  felt  a  certain  pride  in  tell- 
ing them  how  their  religion  flourished  all  over 
the  broad  extent  of  our  free  land,  until  in.  the 
whole  Republic  there  was  searcely  a  corner  where 
the  cross  did  not  shine  from  church  steeple  or 
convent  spire.  In  return  they  led  me  into  their 
Library  where  were  old  manuscripts,  volumes,  and 
paintings,  of  more  worth  than  the  ransom  of  ten 
Emperors <  riches  of  such  inestimable  value  that 
neither  gold  nor  treasures  could  measure  their 
worth.  Here  with  the  profound  scholars,  who 
had  hidden  themselves,  but  not  their  labors,  from 
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tile  world  under  the  white  robes  of  Suirt  Dominic, 
I  learned  in  calm  and  grave  discussions-new  les- 
sons of  old  things  from  the  Christian  stand-point 
of  view.  Opposing  my  natural  faith  in  sesthetical 
science  to  their  higher  faith  in  divine  and  super- 
nal agencies,  the  topic  grew  to  be  one  of  absorb- 
ing interest  to  me,  fur  without  betraying  how  my 
conscience  and  reason  were  being  gradually  in- 
fluenced by  their  arguments,  I  incited  them,  by 
opposition,  to  greater  zeal  in  their  efforts  to  con- 
vince me.  In  this  restful  retreat  surrounded  by 
the  wisdom  of  ages,  and  the  companionship  of 
men  whose  holy  and  innocent  lives,  whose  minds 
— many  of  them — were  filled  with  all  scholarly 
and  scientific  lore,  enjoying  a  simple  hospitality 
which  reminded  me  of  that  of  the  Golden  Age, 
with  glorious  views  stretching  far  and  wide  around 
me,  and  a  physical  tranquillity  which  should  have 
crowned  my  longings  with  peace,  I  was  still  ill  at 
ease,  and  tormented  by  a  need  which  I  would  not 
acknowledge  or  relieve.  But  the  thing  would 
not  be  silenced  or  satisfied;  like  a  tortured  nerve 
in  the  centre  of  my  soul,  it  filled  my  inner  life 
with  disquiet  and  gloom.  There  were  magnifi- 
cent paintings  in  their  chapel,  Father  Cyril  told 
me ;  had  they  been  elsewhere  I  should  have  si)ent 
hours  contemplating  and  studying  them,  but  my 
gentlemanly  instincts  led  me  to  avoid  going  for 
my  own  gratification  where  I  declined  to  go  to 
participate  with  my  kind  hosts  in  the  rites  of 
their  religion.  At  length  feeling  stronger  and 
that  I  had  no  farther  excuse  for  trespassing  on 
their  hospitality,  I  announced  my  intention  of 

leaving  Mt. .     I  had  received  my  letters 

of  credit  through  my  banker  at  Palermo,  and  de- 
termined to  offer  a  handsome  donation  to'  the 
Convent  for  the  use  of  their  altar,  their  poor,  or 
any  thing  they  saw  fit  to  apply  it  to,  for  I  well 
knew  from  many  things  they  let  fall  during  my 
s'ay  with  them,  that  no  gratuity  would  be  ac- 
cepted for  what  they  had  done  for  me.  I  arranged 
all  this  to  my  satisfaction,  and  w^as  to  leave  the 
next  day.  Father  Cyril — who  had  once  been  a 
celebrated  physician  of  Naples — seemed  particu- 
larly affected  at  the  approaching  separation — he 
had  found  me  ill  on  the  mountain,  had  nursed  me 
back  to  life,  and  watched  with  kindly  interest 
ray  restoration  to  health,  and  doubtless  felt  some- 
what attached  to  the  waif  thrown  by  a  wonderful 
Providence  upon  his  care.  To  my  oft  repeated 
expressions  of  gratitude,  and  regret  that  I  could 
in  no  suitable  way  prove  it,  he  said  gently: 

"Tliere  is  one  little  favor — ." 

"  Consider  it  granted  before  naming  it,"  I  said 
eagerly. 


"Thanks!  This  is  the  Eve  of  the  Festival  of 
Saint  John ;  accompany  us  to  Vesjwrs  in  the 
chapel  this  afternoon,  let  us  pray  together  for  the 
grace  of  faith  for  the  soul  but  a  few  days  days  ago  so 
near  death :  so  near  the  dread  tribunal  of  Christ.'' 
he  replied,  his  countenance  beaming  with  celestial 
fervor.  This  was  the  first  direct  religious  appeal 
that  had  been  made  to  me,  although  every  thing 
breathed  of  religion  in  that  holy  retreat ;  and 
offered  as  it  was,  and  by  Mm.'  I  had  no  desire 
to  refuse  it. 

"  I  will  come,  my  Father.  Thank  you  before- 
hand for  your  prayers,  albeit  1  have  but  small — 
excuse  me,"  I  added,  as  I  saw  a  pained  expression 
flit  across  his  countenance;  "I  only  mean  that 
I  am  unworthy  of  prayers  being  offered  in  my 
behalf." 

"  Humility  is  a  great  virtue,  my  son — but  there 
is  the  Refectory  bell — we  shall  meet  at  Vespers," 
said  Father  Cyril  moving  away. 

"Ilumiiity/  Great  God !  did  he  impute  humil- 
ity tows.'  Was  I  a  hypocrite  at  last?  Had  I — 
without  meaning  it — been  assuming  an  air  and 
mien  amongst  these  good  monks  which  have  de- 
ceived them  into  thinking  me  other  than  I  am?" 
I  thought  with  bitterness. 

Vespers  had  commenced  when  I  entered  the 
chapel.  The  organ  was  rolling  out  its  solemn 
floods  of  harmony,  filling  the  chapel  with  soft 
thunders  of  sound  while  an  antiphon  was  being 
chanted.  As  I  entered.  Father  Cyril  raised  his 
eyes,  which  met  mine  for  an  instant ;  a  flush 
mantled  his  face,  and  resting  his  elbows  on  the 
front  of  his  stall,  he  bowed  his  forehead  in  his 
hands.  The  altar  with  its  jeweled  garniture,  its 
antique  ornaments  of  gold  and  silver — the  gifts 
of  Popes,  Emperors  and  Kings — its  rare  heavy 
lace  draperies,  yellow  with  age;  its  blaze  of  wax- 
lights  and  glow  of  flowers,  was  a  thing  of  beauty 
and  the  most  conspicuous  object  of  attraction  in 
the  spacious  and  lofty  chapel.  All  the  rest,  in 
the  nave  and  transept,  and  under  the  arches,  was 
in  shadow  except  where  a  single  sharp  ray  of  sun- 
light, rosy  and  golden,  stole  through  a  broken, 
painted  pane  in  one  of  the  heavy  moulded  win- 
dows«  where  on  every  section  of  glass  was  delin- 
eated the  head  of  martyr  or  saint  or  vivid  scene 
from  the  history  of  the  Passion.  Following  this 
ray  with  my  eyes,  I  almost  started  from  my  seat 
at  the  revelation  it  made.  It  fell  upon  the  centre 
of  a  large  painting  of  the  Visitation,  bringing 
out  from  the  shadowy  background  of  mountain 
and  palm,  the  blissful  and  awe  struck  group  with 
such  marvelous  fidelity,  as  to  give  them  all  the 


I 


24. 


AVE    MARIA 


appearance  of  life.  I  will  describe  it,  for  never 
can  it  be  effaced  from  my  memory.  The  Virgin 
and  Saint  Joseph  have  just  arrived  from  Naza- 
reth, at  the  stately  house  of  Elizal)eth,  away  in 
the  mountain  country  of  Judea.  Elizal>eth  and 
her  dumb  husband,  both  aged  and  , venerable, 
came  forth  to  meet  their  guests,  she  in  advance. 
She  has  saluted  the  Virgin  in  inspired  language, 
her  head  bowed,  her  hands  folded  on  her  breast. 
Saint  Joseph,  with  his  arm  resting  on  the  neck  of 
the  mule  which  had  borne  Mary  over  the  rugged 
ways  of  their  journey,  looks  with  reverence  up  at 
his  virgin  Spouse,  who,  standing  upon  the  broad 
marble  steps  leading  to  the  entrance  hall,  gives 
Tent  to  her  inspired  song,  with  eyes  and  hands 
uplifted  toward  Heaven.  While  I  gazed  spell- 
bound upon  her,  almost  expecting  to  hear  her 
voice,  so  perfect  was  the  illusion,  the  Magnificat 
was  intoned  by  a  voice  of  wonderful  richness  and 
purity.  What  was  it  that  thrilled  me  through  as 
with  an  electric  shock,  which  caused  my  heart  to 
throb  almost  to  bursting,  and,  strange  wonder ! 
tears  to  pour  from  niy  eyes  ? 

^  Sentimental  fool !"  I  exclaimed  to  myself,  as 
I  choked  them  back,  "it  is  only  the  weakness  of 
an  emotional  nature."  But  through  the  sacred 
hymn,  I  could  only  see  her  standing  with  rapt 
countenance  whereon  the  glory  of  inspiration 
shone:  only  Aer  through  whom  the  God-inman 
had  wrought  His  first  miracle :  could  only  hear 
the  thrilling  words  she  uttered,  coming  down 
through  the  ages,  and  bursting  in  waves  of  thrill- 
ing awe  around  my  soul.  Yes !  my  soul^  for  I 
once  more  felt  the  possibility  of  a  soul,  and  it 
troubled  me  with  a  strange  yet  blissful  torture, 
which  was  just  not  despair,  as  the  words  of  her, 
the  Mother  of  the  Holy,  rang  down  through  its 
long  closed  and  silent  chambers.  Presently  the 
volume  of  sound  swelling  from  more  than  a  hun- 
dred throats,  was  hushed  and  a  voice  of  surpass- 
ing sweetness,  the  purest  tenor  I  ever  heard,  sang 
these  words  in  solemn  and  impressive  strains; 
•'  He  hath  scattered  the  proud  in  the  conceit  of 
their  heart.  He  hath  put  down  the  mighty  from 
their  seat,  and  hath  exalted  the  humble.  He  hath 
filled  the  hungry  with  good  things,  and  tWi  rich 
He  hath  sent  empty  away."  These  were  the  words 
that  stormed  the  citadel  of  my  haughty  soul  until 
its  proud  defences  trembled,  which  rang  without 
ceasing  over  and  over  again  through  brain,  heart 
and  being,  while  my  eyes  were  still  fastened  on 
that  picture  which  glowed  brighter  and  bri<»'hter, 
until  I  thought  that  a  light  more  than  that  of  the 
setting  sun  overshadowed  it.     While  lost  in  this 


strange  tumult,  the  lights  were  extinguished  on 
the  altar,  the  music  had  ceased,  and  the  long  pro- 
cession of  monks  had  filed  out  of  the  sanctuary. 
Only  one  remained — my  old  physician — who  had 
come  round  from  his  stall,  and  was  kneeling  on 
the  floor  by  my  side.  Confused  and  bewildered 
I  arose  to  go.  I  wished  to  fly  from  the  spot  and 
also  from  myself.  I  would  not — thought  I — wait 
for  the  morrow ;  I  would  join  my  servants  at  the 
hamlet  below,  and  start  southward  at  oncfe.  He 
saw  my  movement,  and  rising  also,  he  made  his 
lowly  genuflection  toward  the  altar,  then  laying 
his  hand  upon  my  arm — a  way  he  had — whis- 
pered :  "  Come  with  me,"  and  led  the  way  out.  I 
followed  him,  then  walked  by  his  side,  both  of  us 
silent,  until  we  reached  the  almond  grove,  where 
he  proposed  we  shouW  rest. 

"A  very  beau-ideal  of  Eden,"  I  said  as  I  threw 
myself  along  the  moss  beside  Father  Cyril  who 
was  seated  on  the  root  of  an  old  fig  tree.  "  Look 
at  those  Islands  upon  which  all  the  lustre  of  the 
setting  sun  is  glowing,  while  his  rays  gild  the 
filmy  mists  that  hang  above  them,  and  turn  to 
beaded  gold  the  foam  that  girdles  their  beautiful 
shores !  How  like  a  reflection  they  look  of  the 
gem  tinted  Islands  of  cloud  above  them  !  Truly 
I  am  half  in  love  with  Sicily,  and  fancy  I  should 
like  to  come  back  here  to  die — on  one  condition," 
I  added. 

"What  is  that?"  asked  the  monk. 

"  If  I  could  find  somewhere  under  your  beauti- 
ful skies,  the  waters  of  Lethe,  to  drink  away  all 
memories  of  my  native  land — and  of  my  life" — I 
continued  dreamily.  The  monk  was  silent.  He 
had  evidently  too  much  delicacy  to  probe  wounds 
which  were  half  unccmsciously  revealed.  Feeling 
the  awkwardness  of  this  silence  I  observed : 

"You  have  some  fine  voices  in  your  Community. 
I  do  not  remember  ever  to  have  heard  ritual 
music  more  grandly  rendered.  But  I  noticed  one 
peculiarity  which  I  do  not  think  I  ever  observed 
in  the  rendering  of  the  Magnificat  before;  for 
this  is  not  the  first  time  by  many,  my  Father,  that 
I  have  attended  Catholic  worship.  There  were 
two  verses  sung  by  one  superb  voice  alone,  a  solo 
of  marvelous  sweetness,  during  which  the  monks 
all  knelt,  while  the  notes  of  the  organ  were  sub- 
dued to  a  delicious  softness  which  sounded  like 
far  off  aerial  music.  That  and  your  picture  of  tfie 
Visitation,  upon  which  the  sun  shed  a  glory,  were 
almost  overpowering  to  an  invalid  whose  nerves 
have  not  yet  found  their  normal  status." 

"  Did  you  also  observe  the  antique  Ostensorium 
in  which  the  Sacred  Host  was  elevated?"  said 
Father  Cyril. 
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"  I  did,  and  coveted  it.  I  would  give  thousands 
for  that  relic,"  I  replied. 

"  Hundreds  of  thousands  could  not  buy  it,"  said 
the  monk.  "We  have  a  tradition  which  is  well 
authenticated,  that  it  was  presented  to  a  Convent 
of  our  Order  by  one  of  our  former  Kings.  The 
peculiarity  to  which  you  allude,  in  singing  the 
Magnijicat,  is  to  commemorate  his  conver.'-i(m,  and 
occurs  ouly  on  the  Eve  of  the  festival  of  Saint 
John,  for  with  the  offering  of  his  rich  gift,  he 
prayed  that  those  words  should  ahvays  be  sung 
with  peculiar  solemnity  on  Saint  John's  Eve,  and 
on  bended  knees  for  the  conversion  of  proud  ar- 
rogant sinners."  2'hese  were  the  words  that  had 
made  all  the  potcers  of  my  no^d  tremble!  Could  it 
be  that  this  legacy  of  pleading  prayer,  bequeathed 
by  a  superstitious  old  King,  was  capable  of  pro- 
ducing the  effect  which  by  some  subtle  power  had 
made  me  tremble  and  weep?  Had  the  good  old 
Religious  beside  me,  well  skilled  by  his  former 
profes.sion  in  physical  analogy,  and  by  his  spirit- 
ual force  in  reading  with  a  psychological  clear- 
ness, the  characters  and  hearts  of  men,  been  read- 
ing mine?  had  he  found  out  the  stony  barrenness 
of  my  nature;  the  revolt  of  my  soul,  the  proud 
arrogant  will,  the  haughty  reticent  mind :  that 
he  should  have  lured  ifte — it  is  true  by  simple 
wiles — under  these  inllucnces?  These  thoughts 
passed  swiftly  through  my  mind,  While  he  sat 
motionless,  dropping  his  beads  slowly  through  his 
fingers,  while  his  eyes  were  lixed  on  the  far  dis- 
tance, or  may  be  beyond  it.  I  mused  by  his  side 
until  the  decade  was  finished,  thinking  of  the  fair 
slender  fingers  which  I  had  often  seen,  long  ago, 
slipping  one  by  one  the  large  beads  of  her  cornel- 
ian rosary,  as  with  reverent  mien  she  whispered 
the  Paters,  the  Aves  and  Qlorias  for  me.  Then  I 
asked  him,  feeling  curious,  which  of  the  Sicilian 
Kings  he  meant. 

"  Ro'jcrt  the  Good,  or  as  some  call  him,  the 
Angel.  It  is  a  holy  Legend,  some  regard  it  as 
real ;  certainly  it  is  on  record  in  the  archives  of 
Sicily  as  such;  others  think  it  an  allegory;  others 
a  vision  ;  toward  this,  I  incline  :  but  it  was  won- 
derful, and  effected  his  conversion  in  a  wonder- 
ful manner — but  should  you  like  to  hear  it?" 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  sensibl*  of  a  singular  in- 
terest which  I  could  not  define.  "Yes,  my  Father, 
if  you  will  be  good  enough  to  relate  it." 

Aud  there  ben^th  the  almond  trees,  with  all 
that  exquisite  glory  of  sky,  sea,  isles,  wooded 
shores,  far  off  mountains  and  the  glorified  pillar 
of  cloud  hanging  above  ^tna;  all  purpled  and 
sparkling  with  aerial  sparkles  of  golden  light ; 


the  old  monk  told  me  the  Legend  of  Robert  of 
Sicily,  which  I  will  translate  from  the  manuscript 
which  Father  Cyril  gave  me. 

But  ere  I  begin  the  legend,  it  may  rejoice  the 
hearts  of  the  charitable  to  know  that,  like  Robert 
of  Sicily,  I  at  last — I  devoutly  believe  through 
the  prayers  of  Mary — found  the  peace  that  wait- 
eth  on  penitence:  the  rest  that  follows  true  sub- 
mission to  the  precepts  of  her  Divine  Son. 
[to  be  contikced.] 


SODALITIES  OF  NEW  YOEK. 
Article  IV". — Parish  of  Holy  Cross. 

All  communications  to  the  Soda'itics  may  be  8cnt  in  core  of 

Rev.  Father  McCanhy,  Pastor. 

girls'  SOU.\LlTy  OF  TDE  CIULDUEN  OF  M.^HY, 

attached  to  the  Church  of  Holy  Cross,  was  organ- 
ized on  the  Patronal  Feast  of  the  United  States, 
1858.  The  number  of  candidates  then  received 
was  thirteen,  it  now  numbers  one-hundred. 

THE  SODALITY  OF  TUE  GUARDI.\jr  ANGELS, 

for  girls,  was  organized  on  the  feast  of  the  Guard- 
ian Angels,  Oct.  2nd,  1859.  The  number  then 
received  v;as  thirty,  it  has  now  extended  its 
number  to  eighty. 

THE  SODALITY  OF  THE  ETFANT  JESUS, 

for  little  girls,  was  organized  in  May,  1863.  The 
number  then  received  was  thirty,  it  now  numbers 
ninety. 

The  Sodalities  for  boys  attached  to  this  church, 
viz:  Children  of  Mary,  Guardian  Angels  and 
Infant  Jesus,  were  also  organized  on  the  Patronal 
Feast  of  the  United  States,  1865.  ^The  number  of 
boys  received  into  the  Sodality  of  Children  of 
Mary  at  the  first  reception,  was  thirty ;  that  of 
the  Guardian  Angels,  sixty-seven,  and  of  the 
Infant  Jesus,  ninety  five.  The  first  mentioned 
now  numbers  seventy-two ;  the  second,  one  hun- 
dred and  sixty ;  the  third,  one  hundred  and 
twenty-five  members. 

The  Sodalities  gradually  enroll  all  the  young 
people  of  the  parish.  It  is  surprising  how  inter- 
ested even  the  smallest  become,  as  any  of  their 
feasts  approaches.  Every  one  of  them  is  anxious 
to  have  his  medal  to  wear  at  the  procession  ;  and 
the  ranks  are  kept  on  the  occasion  with  extraor- 
dinary precision ;  the  youthful  chorus  ascends 
before  the  altar  in  unwonted  harmony. 


Ax  unknown  Protestant  gentleman  of  London 
recently  sent  Archbishop  MaunifTg£6w*^r  Pope 
Pius'  private  purse. 
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CII^CULAR 

OF  THE 

MOST  EEV.  AEOHBISHOP  SPALDING  ON 
THE  PAPAL  LOAN. 

lu  the  reply  6f  His  Holiness,  through  Cardinal 
Barnabo,  to  the  Telegram  of  the  lute  Plenary 
Council,  the  following  words  occur : 

"Moreover,  His  Holiness  has  learned  with  satisfaction 
that  the  Papal  Loan  is  succeeding,  ali'O  through  the  co-oper- 
ation of  the  American  Epifcapate.  He  thanks  them  particu- 
larly for  this,  and  now  expresses  the  hope  that  such  cooper- 
ation  will  not  cease,  and  that  thence  a  prosperous  result  may 
be  obtained." 

In  accordance  with  this  hope  and  wish  of  our 
beloved  Pontiff,  it  is  our  pleasing  duty  again  ear- 
nestly to  recommend  the  Papal.  Loak  to  our  faith- 
ful people.  The  difficulties  and  dangers  which 
now  encompass  Him,  among  which  not  the  least. 
pressing  are  those  which  are  financial,  are  well 
calculated  to  elicit  the  sympathies  of  all  Chris- 
tendom, and  powerfully  to  prompt  every  Catholic 
heart  to  fly  to  His  succor.  The  success  of  this 
Loan  is  the  means  deemed  most  necessary  for  His 
present  relief;  and  hence  every  Catholic,  who  can 
possibly  do  so,  should  take  one  or  more  of  the 
Bonds,  the  amount  of  which  ranges  fr«rn  twenty- 
five  to  one  hundred  dollars.  By  men  who  are 
skilled  in  financial  matters,  these  Bonds  are,  more- 
over, deemed  a  safe  and  advantageous  investment ; 
such  obligations  in  times  past  having  been  inva- 
riably and  promptly  jjaid,  both  principal  and 
interest,  by  the  Papal  Government.  But  even 
putting  the  case  at  the  very  worst,  and  supposing 
— what  is  not  at  all  probable — that  unforseen  ca- 
lamities should^ender  it  impossible  for  the  Holy 
Father  to  pay  these  Bonds  promptly  on  maturity, 
could  not  Catholics  well  afford  to  wait,  or  even  to 
make  Him  a  present  of  the  small  amount  invest- 
ed ?  We  cannot  entertain  a  doubt  on  this  subject. 

We  also  earnestly  exhort  all  to  jjray  frequently 
and  earnestly  for  the  Pontiff,  that  God  may  de- 
liver Him  from  the  snares  of  His  enemies,  and 
may  preserve  His  complete  independence  of  ac- 
tion, 80  necessary  for  the  discharge  of  His  high 
and  holy  functions  for  the  benefit  of  all  Christen- 
dom. For  this  purpose,  We  hereby  enjoin  that 
the  Collect  Pro  Papa  be  added,  till  further  notice, 
in  all  Masses  not  of  the  first  class,  whether  cele- 
brated by  regular  or  secular  priests,  throughout 
the  Archdiocese. 

The  Pastors  of  all  the  Congregations  in  the 
Archdiocese  will  please  recommend  this  Loan  to 
their  respective  flocks,  in  such  manner,  and  with 
such  arguments,  as  they  may  deem  most  suitable 


and  efllcacious  for  securing  the  object  in  view. 
The  agent  for  the  Loan  in  Baltimore  is  L.  J.  ToK- 
MEV,  Esq. 

Given  from  Onr  residence  in  Baltimore,  on  the 
18th  of  December,  18(i6 

MAKTIN  JOHN  SPALDING, 

Archbishop  of  Baltimore. 

Thomas  Foley,  Secretary. 

[The  Ave  Maria,  though  by  no  means  rich,  has 

made  its  small  offering  to  this  praiseworthy  work, 

and  only  regrets  that  its  finances  prevent  it  from 

offering  more. — Ed.] 


NEW  APPROBATIONS. 

Nashville,  27  December,  1866. 
Very  Rec.  and  Dear  Sir :    I  wish  to  renew  my 
subscription  to  the  Ave  Maria,  and  beg  to  assure 
you  that  if  my  recommendation  can  contribute 
any  thing  to  its  success,  I  give  it  cheerfully. 

I  consider  it  a  useful  and  most  edifying  publi- 
cation, and  am  happy  to  learn  that  its  circulation 
continues  to  increase. 

I  remain.  Very  Rev.  and  dear  sir, 

Yours,  faithfully,  in  Christ, 
P.  FEE  HAN,  Bishop  of  Nanhville. 


DuBijQCE,  28th  December,  1866. 

Very  Rev.  and  Dear  Sir :  You  are  entirely  wel- 
come to  my  hunible  sanction.  I  am  very  happy 
indeed  to  hear  of  the  success  that  has  already 
crowned  your  efforts.  I  am  confident  it  will  con- 
tinue to  increase. 

Please  enroll  my  name  in  the  list  of  subscribers 
to  the  Ave  Maria,  whose  circulation  will  I  hope 
become  daily  more  extensive. 

I  remain.  Very  Rev.  Dear  Sir,  with  great  regard, 
your  most  obedient  servant  in  Christ, 

J.  HENNESSY,  Bishop  of  Dubuque. 


DEATH  OF  MISS  A.  J.  McOAETHY. 


Peoria,  Dec.  20, 1966. 

To  the  Ave  Maria  : 

Died,  on  Thursday  evening  13th  ult.,  at  seven 
o'clock,  of  consumption,  Ann  Jane  McCarthy,  aged 
nineteen  years,  five  months  and  twenty-six  days. 
She  was  born  at  Boston,  Mass.  After  having  re- 
ceived all  the  consolations  which  our  holy  Mother 
the  Church  bestows  on  her  chi^^ren  at  the  hour 
of  death,  she  expired,  embracing  the  imnge  of  our 
Divine  Lord.  During  her  whole  life  she  was  a 
model  of  true  piety,  and  her  devotion  to  the  Bles- 
sed Mother  of  God  knew  no  bounds.  Her  conver. 
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sation,  Avliile  living,  was  alwoys  a  great  source  of 
edilication.  During  twelve  long  months  of  sick- 
ness she  bore  her  sufferings  with  Christian  forti- 
tude and  submission  to  the  holy  will  of  God. 

If  she  had  lived,  it  was  her  intention  to  become 
a  religious,  but  such  was  uot  the  Divine  will.  It 
is  true  that  her  death  pierced  the  hearts  of  her 
fond  relations  with  the  sword  of  sorrow,  yet  they 
are  consoled  by  the  thought  of  the  happy  dispo- 
sitions in  which  she  died.  Her  interment  did 
not  take  place  until  the  fourth  day  after  her 
death.  On  the  morning  of  her  burial  no  change 
whatsoever  could  be  discerned,  nor  did  her 
body  give  any  oflfensive  smell.  Truly,  she  died 
as  she  lived,  teaching  the  fair  sex  of  her  holy  re- 
ligion how  to  live  and  how  to  die. 

In  Memoriam. 
Yes !  she  sleepsthe  peaceful  sleep  of  the  blest, 
And  the  weary  soul  is  gone  to  its  rest. 

Now  the  struggle  is  o'er,  the  bourne  is  passed, 
And  the  long  looked-for  crown  is  won  at  last. 

Tho'  heavy  the  cross,  and  bitter  the  strife, 
They  have  gained  her  the  victory — eternal  life. 

She  renounced  the  world,  with  its  pleasures,  its 

pride, 
To  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Crucified. 

She  bore  her  cross  with  a  willing  heart 
And,  like  Mary,  chose  "the  better  part." 

She  has  taken  her  place  by  the  Virgin's  side, 
And  is  hailed  by  the  angels,  her  Saviour's  bride. 

M.  A. 


A  TsT  ISr  A  L  S 
OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 


Obituary — Died. — At  the  Convent  of  the 
Sisters  of  Holy  Cross,  Notre  Dame,  Sister  M.,  of 
St.  Aubin,  on  the  28th  December  last. — E.  I.  P. 


Ordinations. — On  the  19th  inst.,  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Domenec  visited  the  monastery  of  St. 
Vincent's,  near  Latrobe,  for  the  purpose  of.  con- 
ferring the  Sacrament  of  Ordination.  On  that 
day  he  gave  Tonsure  and  Minor  orders  and  Sub- 
deaconship  to  Augustine  Niemann,  and  Subdea- 
conship  to  Agathon  Stubinger,  O.  S.  B.,  to  Suit- 
bert  Dtanarteau,  O.  S.  B.,  and  Gabriel  Gursler,  O. 
S.  B.  On  the  next  day,  all  the  above  Rev. 
gentlemen,  with  Rev.  W.  F.  Hays,  were  ordained 
Deacons;  and  on  the  21st  the  Feast  of  Saint 
Thomas,  Apostle,  "VV.  F.  Hays,  A.  Niemann,  and 
A.  Stubinger,  O.  S.  B.,  were  raised  to  the  dignity 
of  the  priesthood. 


EEOOMMENDATIONS. 

We  begin  by  the  sinners  and  sick,  who  are  the 
most  frequently  of  all  recommended  to  the  prayers 
of  the  Associates  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Besides,  we  recommend  to  their  prayers : 

The  triumph  of  the  Church,  the  august  person 
of  its  venerable  Head  and  Chief,  Pius  IX,  Right 
Rev.  Bishop  of  Bourges,  and  all  the  religious  and 
charitable  works  of  his  Diocese,  the  Most  Rev. 
Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  France,  the  Missions, 
the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  and  particularly: 

6,134:  Conversions. 

478  Heretics,  Schismatics,  Jews  or  Apostates. 

2,109  Sick. 

32  Bishops. 

50  Dioceses. 

18  Seminaries. 

215  Parishes. 

424  Pastors  and  other  Ecclesiastics  (Seminaries 
included). 

75  Religious  Orders. 

518  Communities. 

75  Novitiates. 

143  Superiors  or  Superioresses. 

542  Religious. 

643  Vocations. 

374  Houses  of  Education. 

87  Re-openings  of  Classes. 

1,427  Students. 

877  Students  in  vacation. 

228  Good  Works. 

253  Missions  or  Retreats. 

45  Confraternities. 

118  First  Communions  or  Confirmations. 

2,033  Special  Graces. 

1,422  Families. 

746  Fathers. 

697  Mothers. 

1,136  Young  men. 

2,134  Young  women. 

2,284  Children. 

101  Travelers. 

126  Soldiers  or  Sailors. 

264  Reconciliations. 

1,435  Personal  Recommendations. 

1,075  Persons  afiiicted  or  tempted. 

558  Persons  for  their  perseverance. 

646  To  obtain  a  good  death. 

1,58S  Deceased. 

1,176  Temporal  graces. 
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27G  Undertakings. 

72  Commercial  Houses. 

52  Exjuuiiiations,  to  be  undergone. 

71  Regions  of  Country. 

082  Novenas. 

3,242  Intentions. 
35,037  Recommendations,  instead  of  21,258,  the 
number  of  the  preceding  month. 

By  this  it  is  easily  seen  that  the  increase  is 
rapid.  The  reason  of  this  difference  is,  that  the 
recommendations  of  five  Sundays,  instead  of  four, 
are  included  in  the  above,  as  happens  generally 
every  three  months ;  but  independently  of  that  cir- 
cumstance we  would  have  had  30,000  recommen- 
dations, which  is  9,000  more  than  in  the  preced- 
ing month.  *, 

We  again  recommend  in  general  the  numerous 
intentions  which  we  receive  by  thousands  every 
day. 

For  these  intentions  each  Associate  should  re- 
cite the  Memorare  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  etc. 


Graces  Obtained  by  the  Powerful  Intercession  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
At  the  beginning  of  January  1860,  the  number 
cf  acts  of  thanksgiving  for  blessings  received, 
amounted  to  1,352. 

At  the  beginning  of  February,  1,735 

March,  1,889 

April,  2,092 

May,  2,324 

June,  3,540 

July,  3,863 

August,  3,272 

September,  3,G83 

On  the  twenty-second  of  October,  the  date  of 
the  last  Bulletin,  the  number  was  beyond  4,700. 
On  the  twenty-second  of  November  the  number 
is  5,220. 

On  taking  from  this  number,  the  1,352  acts  of 
thanksgiving,  given  in  before  the  first  of  January 
186G,  there  remains  3,868  for  the  year  1866,  up  to 
the  twenty-second  of  November. 

This  shows  at  least  300  acts  of  thanksgiving 
acknowledged  per  month. 

During  the  seven  weeks  from  the  second  of  Sep- 
tember to  the  twenty-second  of  October  there  were 
more  than  one  thousand. 

Five  thous.and  acts  of  thanksgiving  in  two  years 
and  a  half!  this  result  should  rejoice  the  hearts  of 
all  the  Associates ;  but  we  should  bear  in  mind, 
that  the  figures  just  mentioned  far  from  being  ex- 
aggerated, are  much  below  the  reality.  The  power 
without  limit  which  JESUS  has  given  to  Mauy, 


over  His  Heart,  could  not  be  contained  in  such 
narrow  bounds.  , 

How  many  favors  have  been  received  that  have 
not  been  made  known  to  us!  And  among  those 
that  have  been  reported  to  us,  how  many  com- 
prise an  indeterminate  number  of  favors  in  one 
report!  how  many  persons  write  to  us  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms:  "I  have  received  many  favors;" 
"  I  have  received  numherltss  favors ;  I  could  not 
attempt  to  detail  them." 

Let  us  rejoice  that  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. bestows  so  many  graces  that  only  She,  after 
God,  knows  the  number. 


CHEONIOLE. 


Dedications. — On  the  16th  ult.,  a  Catholic 
Church,  was  dedicated  to  God  uncier  the  patronage 
of  St.  John,  in  Tidioute,  Warren  county,  Pennsyl- 
vania, diocese  of  Erie,  by  Y.  R.  John  D.  Coady, 
administrator  of  the  diocese. 

The  meeting  house  of  the  Baptists  in  Kendall- 
ville,  Noble  county,  Indiana,  having  been  bought 
by  the  Catholics,  was  dedicated  to  God  as  a 
Catholic  Church  on  the  25th  of  November  last. 
Rev.  A.  B.  Aechtering  is  pastor  of  this  young  but 
flourishing,  and  fast  increasing  congregation. 

Saint  Stephen's  Church,  New  York,  was  dedi- 
cated on  Sunday,  Dec.  23d,  by  the  Most  Rev. 
Archbishop,  who  also  preached  on  the  occasion. 

In  New  York,  on  the  16th  ult,  the  Church  of  the 
Holy  Innocents,  recently  purchased  from  the 
Episcopalians,  was  dedicated  to  Catholic  worship 
by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  McCloskey,  who 
preached  the  consecration  sermon. 

The  Catholic  Cathedral,  now  in  course  of  erec- 
tion at  Columbus,  Ohio,  will  cost  $175,000. 

Burning  of  a  Catholic  Cnxnicn.— St.  Peter's 
Catholic  Church,  in  Jersey  City,  an  elegant 
structure  just  completed,  took  fire  early  on  Sat- 
urday morning  from  some  unknown  cause,  and 
before  the  flames  could  be  subdued,  was  badly 
damaged.  The  magnificent  organ,  in  process  of 
construction,  Avas  nearly  destroyed  by  the  fire  and 
water.     The  loss  will  probably  reach  $20,000. 

On  the  22d  ult.,  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  "Domenec 
paid  a  visit  to  the  Convent  of  St.  Xavier's,  and  re- 
ceived the  holy  vows  of  profession  from  Sister 
Mary  Baptist,  and  Sister  Mary  Columbana,  of  the 
Order  of  Sisters  of  ]\Iercy.  The  Rt.  Rev.  Prelate 
preached  an  appropriate  sermon  on  the  occasion. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPARTMENT. 


SWEET  NAME  OF  MARY! 

Sweet  Name  of  Mary  ! 

Gift  of  God's  grace, 
Light  of  the  weary. 

Smile  of  His  face, 
Ray  of  His  Pity, 

Chord   of  His  Lyre, 
Moon  of  God's  City, 

Warmth  of  Love's  fire! 

Sweet  Name  of  Mary  ! 

Given  to  earth, 
Mark  of  the  care  He 

Had  of  Tliy  birth, 
Dawn  of  the  morning 

Of  the  new  Law, 
That,  in  lier  mourning, 

Fallen  Eve  saw. 

Sweet  Name  of  JVIary ! 

Hope  of  our  race. 
Flower  of  Life's  dreary. 

Sad,  desert  place, 
When   our  hearts  sighing 

At  the  last  hour. 
Tremble  at  dying, 

Show  us  Thy  power ! 


FIRST  COMMUNION. 


<BT  REV.  F.  A.  SHARKEY. 


[concluded.] 

Johnny  was  placed  on  the  witness  stand  to  bear 
testimony  of  himself  and  with  a  firm  look  and  a 
stern  attitude  she  heard  his  blundering  defense, 
scolded  down  his  -whimpering  and  in  a  torrftit  of 
boiling  anger  bravely  passed  sentence  of  condem- 
nation against  him  for  his  laziness,  his  stupidity, 
his  trickery,  and  finished  with  an  eloquent  rebuke 
to  his  talent  for  letting  himself  be  outdone  l)y 
that  little  Jemmy  White,  and  a  most  doleful  ap- 
peal to  his  honor  for  disgracing  forever  the  Slum- 
ber family. 

Poor  Johnny's  worst  had  yet  to  come.  If  his 
mother,  whom  he  deceived  so  often,  could  give  him 
so  severe  a  castigation  with  her  tongue,  what 
would  be  the  effects  of  the  lash  in  the  hands  of 
an  enraged  father?  It  was  drawing  late  on  Satur- 
day evening,  when  the  honored  sire,  Captain 
Slumber,  entered  the  hall  door  and  ushered  into 
the  drawing-room  a  middle  aged   man,  pigeim- 


toed,  with  a  humped  back,  thin  face,  long  nose, 
and  a  pair  of  suspicious,  squinting  eyes.  He  was 
a  politician,  hacked  and  worn,  who  never  could 
ri'-e  higher  than  a  country  speech,  and  who  on 
this  occasion  honored  Mr.  Slumber  by  sharing  his 
hospitality  for  the  night,  on  his  stump  cpi-cch 
tour.  He  was  formally  irftroduced  to  Nancy,  who 
became  too  elated  by  the  honor  of  his  visit  to  al- 
low her  to  give  more  than  a  hint  to  her  husband 
of  the  disgrace  brought  on  them  by  their  son,  in 
failing  to  keep  up  with  his  class  in  their  prepara- 
tion for  first  Communion.  Johnny  also  was  de- 
lighted to  think  that  under  cover  of  the  stranger's 
presence  he  might  escape  the  first  fury  of  an  an- 
gry father.  He  came  into  the  drawing  room,  and 
though  he  bore  an  air  of  diffidence,  his  boldness 
was  equal  t )  the  occasion.  He  walked  up  to  his 
father  and  welcomed  him  home.  He  was  compli- 
mented by  the  sleek  stranger  for  his  high  fore- 
head, his  sparkling  eye  and  his  firm  manly  figure. 
The  father  was  no  less  jjleased  with  the  compli- 
ment than  the  son,  who  was  dismissed  for.  the 
night  with  the  remark  that  he  hoped  he  would 
never  bring  disgrace  on  the  honor  of  his  family, 
and  poor  Johnny  hurried  off",  delighted  with  his 
fortunate  escape;  went  to  bed  without  saying  his 
prayers,  but  could  not  drive  the  thoughts  of  the 
morrow's  scene  in  church  from  his  mind.  The 
procession  of  his  cla.ssraatcs  winding  round  the 
green  lawn  came  before  him,  sadly  contrasting 
with  the  sorry  figure  he  was  to  cut  himself.  As 
he  lay  rolling  about  in  bed,  unable  to  sleep,  he 
grew  feverish  and  sick,  and  tossed  away  the  long 
night. 

The  next  morning  the  sun  rose  clothed  in  all 
his  native  splendor,  and  little  Jimmy  and  Nancy 
were  <as. early,  as  innocent  and  as  bright  as  the  sun. 
The  day  was  well  chospn  by  Father  Joseph,  and 
Heaven  seemed  pleased  with  the  rich  offering  of 
so  many  guileless,  spotless  hearts.  The  long  pro- 
cession, formed  by  the  smallest  of  the  little  girls 
taking  the  lead,  started  from  the  vestry  and  sweep- 
ing around  in  a  semicircular  line,  closed  up  by 
the  boys  in  the  same  order.  The  front  of  the 
procession  was  ready  to  turn  for  the  church  door 
as  the  last  of  the  boys  g.*t  fairly  clear  of  the 
vestry.  There  on  that  beautiful  lawn,  in  the  soft 
light  of  the  morn,  bathed  in  the  contemplation  of 
the  tremendous  mystery  about  to  take  place,  those 
happy  children,  with  radiant  countenances  and 
«cyes  modestly  cast  on  the  green  sward,  the  delight 
of  their  i)arents,  relations  and  the  congregated 
village,  fairly  rivaled  the  adoration  of  the  angels, 
who  smiled  on  them  as  they  went  along.     Father 
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Joseph  looked  on  that  long  procession  of  the  in- 
nocent children,  and  that  single  glance  fully  re- 
paid the  long  year's  holy  zeal. 

Hidden  in  a  crowd  of  Protestant  boys  gaping 
■with  astonishment,  stood  poor  Johnny  Slumber. 
His  heart  weighed  heavily  within  him  ;  confusion 
and  shame  covered  Ms  face  and  a  single  tear 
rolled  down  his  cheek.  Poor  boy,  he  was  created 
for  that  happy  scene,  but  the  over  indulgence  of 
careless  Catholic  parents,  who  neglected  the  pmc- 
tice  of  their  religion,  left  him  without  the  ring, 
.and  far  away  from  Jesus.  He  followed,  however, 
into  the  church  and  took  his  place  behind  the 
door,  that  he  might  escape  being  seen. 

Father  Josei^h  commenced  Mass  in  a  more  sub- 
dued tone  and  with  a  more  collected  air  than 
usual,  which  clearly  indicated  the  deep  emotion 
and  solMun  awe  which  rose  to  the  surface  of  his 
seraphic  soul.  In  regular  order,  guided  by  their 
teachers,  the  little  ones  knelt  at  the  rail,  and  as 
the  Priest  turned  round,  holding  up  our  Lord — 
the  Lamb  of  God  who  takes  away  the  sins  of  the 
world,  every  eye  in  the  church  was  calmly  diffused 
with  tears  and  every  heart  bent  down  in  silent 
adoration.  Even  poor  Johnny  Slumber  concealed 
behind  the  door,  was  not,  let  it  be  hoped,  insensi- 
h\e  to  the  inspiration  of  the  moment.  During 
the  Communion  he  was  observed  by  those  near 
him  falling  on  his  face  to  the  floor.  The  attitude 
was  worthy  of  a  saint,  wrung  from  sin  and  bent 
down  with  gratitude  and  remorse. 

Let  the  sweet  mantle  of  charity  cover  the  sins 
of  that  unhappy  young  boy.  The  hand  that 
touched  him  to  raise  him  up  found  him  dead,  and 
the  cold  remains  of  poor  Johnoy  Slumber  lay  at 
home  before  the  eyes  of  his  parents,  who  hung 
over  his  corpse  with  broken. hearts,  whilst  yet  the 
young  hearts  of  the  other  children  glowed  with 
the  fire  of  divine  love,  as  they  humbly  made  a 
devout  thanksgiving  to  their  dear  Jesus  who  at 
that  moment  breathed  within  them. 


OUE  MOTHEE'S  MESSAGES. 

Solitude  of  Nazareth, 

Eoeofthe  Epipluxhy. 
Dbab  Children  :  When  May  commences,  with 
its  bright  sunshine  and  flowers,  all  hearts  rejoice, 
in  the  sweet  thought  that  it  is  the  month  of  Mary  ! 
Stern  January  also,  though  it  offers  us  no  bright 
flowers,  nor  singing  of  birds  to  charm  us,  bids  us 
likewise  rejoice,  for  it  lays  claim  to  the  beautiful 
title  of  the  month  of  Jesus.     Yes  dear  children, 


during  this  entire  month  the  holy  Church,  by  her 
hymns  and  prayers,  engages  us  to  linger  around 
the  crib  of  the  Infant  Jesus,  with  thoughts  and 
prayers  of  loving  adoration. 

Though  ^11  are  invited  to  this  blessed  crib,  it 
is  the  privileged  place  of  little  children,  and 
for  them  the  Child  Jesus  reserves  his  sweetest 
smiles.  This  is  why  I  would  beg  of  you  to  come 
with  me  once  more,  to  fair  Bethlehem.  Last 
time  we  accompanied  the  good  Shepherds  on 
their  heavenly  mission.  As  the  church  is  about 
to  celebrate  on  the  Epiphany  the  Magi's  visit  to 
the  Infant  Jesus,  let  us  join  ourselves  to  them  in 
our  imaginary  pilgrimage.  I  am  sure  we  could 
liot  have  more  holy  companions ;  while  their 
name  itself  assures  us  that  they  can  teach  us 
many  things  of  this  beautiful  festival.  But  first 
of  all,  we  must  make  their  acquaintance.  Au- 
thentic tradition,  will  help  us  here  as  it  can  tell 
us  many  things  of  these  Wise  Men.  The  Magi 
who  were  invited  to  the  crib,  were  powerful  prin- 
ces, but  who  made  the  study  of  the  sciences  their 
principal  occupation,  tliey  were  as  pious  as  they 
were  great  and  learned. 

They  bore  the  names  of  Gaspar,  Melchior,  and 
Balthassar.  Nor  were  they  all  from  the  same 
country,  as  you  might  suppose.  One  dwelt  in 
far  Persia,  another  in  the  sunny  clime  of  Arabia 
Fell*,  and  the  third  on  the  confines  of  learned 
Egypt  and  Ethiopia.  You  see,  dear  children, 
how  impatient  was  the  heart  of  the  Divine  Babe 
to  manifest  the  wonders  of  His  love  to  all  man- 
kinjj,  for  he  called  the  Wise  Men  from  distant 
countries,  so  that  on  their  return  to  their  homes, 
they  might  more  widely  spread  the.joyful  tidings 
of  Salvation,  which  by  an  unspeakable  privilege 
had  been  revealed  to  them. 

You  know  my  little  ones,  that  the  Magi  were 
not  (yf  the  chosen  people  of  God,  but  belonged  to 
the  heathen  or  gentile  race  ;  for  God  found  faith- 
ful servants  even  there,  such  as  patient  Job,  and 
a  few  others  of  whom  we  read  in  the  Bible. 

These  pious  princes  among  many  other  things, 
had  studied  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  were  there- 
fore instructed  concerning  the  jjromised  Messi^. 
Astronomy  also  seems  to  have  been  the  favorite 
science.  This  is  why,  when  God  wished  to  draw 
the  attention  to  our  Saviour's  birth,  he  hung  a 
strange  star  in  the  Heavens.  But  what  could 
that  tell  them  of  the  Child  Jesus,  you  very  nat- 
urally inquire?  The  prophecies  made  mention 
of  a  miraculous  star  in  reference  to  the  Messias, 
dear  children,  and  that  grace  must  have  whis- 
pered in  their  hearts,  and  told  them  what  this 


AVE     MA]RIA. 


31  . 


star  meant,  at  the  same  time  that  it  inspired  them 
to  follow  its  Heavenly  guidance. 

Many  things  are  told  of  the  magnitude,  bril- 
liancy and  beauty  of  this  wonderful  Star.  Some 
even  say  that  in  it  was  the  form  of  a  little  Child,  be 
it  as  it  may,  we  may  be  sure  that  it  was  a  very 
holy  and  a  very  heavenly  Star  since  it  announced 
and  led  to  Jesus.  No  sooner  had  the  Wise  Men  seen 
it  than,  with  the  promptitude  of  the  shepherds, 
they  immediately  prepared  to  go  and  seek  the 
new-born  King,  whom  it  proclaimed;  quite  re- 
gardless of  their  personal  interest  they  were  neg- 
lecting, and  of  the  remonstrances  of  their  friends 
and  families,  who  must  have  blamed  them  very 
much  for  so  seemingly  vain  a  journey.  It  is  said 
that  the  Magi  were  mounted  on  camels  and 
that  they  traveled  as  Princes  always  do,  accompa- 
nied with  numerous  attendants,  while  several 
other  camels  were  laden  with  rich  presents  des- 
tined for  the  Infant  King.  These  little  caravans 
moved  on  separately  at  first,  but  at  the  conjunc- 
tion of  three  roads  all  met:  you  can  think  how 
joyfully  they  all  united,  when  each  had  explained 
the  aim  of  his  journey.  As  they  proceeded,  they 
found  the  way  often  cold  and  dark,  leading  now 
over  many  bleak,  rugged  mountains  and  then 
through  burning,  desert  plains,  yet  they  were 
cheered  by  the  sight  of  the  br^ht  and  beautiful 
Star.  Grace  also  must  have  tilled  their  hearts 
with  a.  heavenly  joy,  for  happiness  is  ever  with 
those  who  are  seeking  Jesus.  Always  following 
the  Star,  the  Wise  Men  arrived  at  length  at  the 
gates  of  Jerusalem ;  but  when  obedient  to  its 
guidance  they  entered  the  proud  city,  the  star 
disappeared.  Perplexed  though  not  discouraged, 
they  now  repaired  to  the  royal  palace  where 
dwelt  wicked  Herod,  who  was  then  governing 
for  Cajsar  over  the  people  of  Israel.  These  pious 
princes  naturally  supposed  that  nowhere  was  the 
new-born  King  so  likely  to  be  found,  as  in  the 
palace  of  His  august  forefathers.  But  they  were 
mistaken  ;  for  Herod  and  his  courtiers  knew  noth- 
ing of  the  birth  of  the  Christ,  and  desired  it  still 
less,  although  in  their  wicked  craft  they  pre- 
tended to  be  much  interested  in  the  Divine  Child, 
and  besought  the  Magi  to  bring  them  back  word 
when  they  should  have  found  Him. 

But  you  know,  dear  children,  how  the  angel 
warned  the  Wise  Men  to  return  to  their  country 
by  another  way,  and  thus  saved  the  dear  Child 
Jesus  from  the  cruel  death  Herod  had  plotted  for 
Him.  Finding  no  sympathy  in  impious  Jerusalem, 
the  Magi  hastened  to  take  leave  of  it.  No  soon- 
er had  they  cleared  the  gate  than  to  their  great 


joy  the  Ijcautiful  Star  reappeared,  leading  them 
onward  towards  humble  Bethlehem.  At  last  the 
low  stable  was  gained,  and  the  heavenly  guide- 
having  comi)leted  its  sweet  mission  stood  over 
the  place  where  the  young  ChilfLwas  lying. 
Beautiful  Star!  it  makes  me  think\)f  our  dear 
guardian  Angels,  who  accompany  us  ever  through 
all  the  toils  and  dangers  of  life  and  never  leave 
us  till,  their  holy  task  accomplished,  they  place 
us  at  the  feet  of  our  Heavenly  Father. 

Let  us  pause  here  for  a  moment  dear  children ; 
we  have  not  been  disappointed  in  chosing  the 
Wise  Men  for  our  comi^anions ;  see  what  beauti- 
ful lessons  of  generosity,  fidelity  and  perseverance 
they  have  taught  us  on  the  route.  How  happy 
we  would  be  if  we  would  imitate  them  through- 
out our  lives,  which  should  be  a  continual  seeking 
of  Jesus  in  the  practice  of  his  lovely  virtues.  But 
the  Magi  are  about  to  teach  us  a  still  more  beau- 
tiful lesson,  it  is  that  of  their  heroic  faith.  They 
were  princes  themselves,  who  came  to  pay  homage 
to  a  King  whose  sovereignty  they  acknowledged, 
a  King  whose  power  and  grandeur,  extolled  by  the 
Prophets,  had  filled  all  the  world  with  admira- 
tion and  awe.  He  was  to  be  the  Son  of  God  as 
well  as  the  Son  of  man  not  only  the  King  of  the 
whole  world  but  the  Sovereign  of  Heaven  as  well. 
What  grandeur  and  magnificence  should  the  AVisc 
men  have  naturally  expected  to  find  around  the 
cradle  of  this  glorious  Babe ;  nor  had  they  been 
forewarned  like  the  shepherds  that  they  would 
find  the  young  child  wrapt  in  swaddling  clothes 
and  lying  in  a  manger;  and  yet  when,  at  the  ter- 
mination of  their  long  and  tiresome  journey,  they 
found  for  a  palace  a  poor  stable,  for  a  throne  a 
mean  manger,  for  courtiers  dumb  animals,  for  the 
royal  parents  an  apparently  humble  artis.an  and 
his  unassuming  spouse,  their  faith  wavered  not ; 
but  prostrating  themselves  at  the  feet  of  the  Di- 
vine Babe,  they  offered  him  not  only  their  costly 
presents  of  gold,  incense  and  myrrh,  but  also  the 
homage  of  their  profound  love  and  admiration. 
This  lesson  of  humble  faith  is  the  most  important 
of  all  to  us,  dear  children,  for  Jesus  has  never 
ceased  to  say  :  "  learn  of  me  to  be  meek  and  hum- 
ble." 

Let  us  now  cast  a  glance  on  our  dear  Mother; 
whatsvveet  cmotionsmust  have  flooded  hermaternal 
heart  when  she  beheld  these  pious  Princes,  at 
the  feet  of  her  adorable  Son !  she  to  whom  the 
glory  of  Jesus  was  all  ia  all,  and  who  had  pined 
so  bitterly  over  the  ungrateful  world's  cold  neg- 
lect of  its  loving  Redeemer.  What  wonderful 
things  she  must  have  told  them  of  the  Divine 
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Nativitj';  and  hnw  earnestly  sbe  must  have  so- 
licltefl  tliem  to  proclaim  everywhere  the  love  and 
mercy  of  the  Infant  Jesus.  Dear  Saint  Joseph  also 
must  have  shared  the  sentiments  of  his  holy 
spouse, — hi>  to  whom  it  had  been  given  to  partake 
so  largely  i.i  her  sweet  mission  towards  her  dear 
Son.  And  the  Infant  Jesus  Himself,  tiiink,  dear 
children,  with  what  tender  love  llis  Sacred  Heart 
must  have  received  these  faithful  servants  ;  with 
what  a  sweet  smile  He  must  have  welcomed  them, 
and  how  precious  must  have  been  the  graces  He 
lavished  upon  their  souls ;  and  yet,  dear  children, 
all  the  favors  our  Saviour  was  lavishing  on  them 
He  was  conferring  on  us  at  the  same  time.  It  was 
we  He  was  blessing  in  the  Person  of  these  Wise 
Men.  We  had  our  part  in  the  calling  of  the  Jews, 
but  were  called  to  the  light  of  faith  with  those 
poor  Gentiles,  who  represented  all  the  nations  of 
the  earth,  save  the  Jewish. 

Yes,  Jesus  held  us  all  in  His  heart  at  that  mo- 
ment, dear  children,  and  measured  out  for  each  of 
us  the  manifold  graces  which  He  has  since  been 
pleased  to  shower  upon  us.  This  is  the  reason  our 
Holy  Mother,  the  Church,  in  thanksgiving  for 
•these  inestimable  benefits  of  our  faith,  celebrates 
80  solemnly  the  festival  of  the  Epiphany.  She 
wishes  our  gratitude  to  equal  that  of  the  Magi, 
since  our  part  in  the  graces  of  that  glorious  day 
is  not  less  than  theirs.  What  heart  could  refuse 
to  conform  to  her  just  desire  ?  Not  yours,  I  am 
sure,  dear  children. 

Now  I  must  tell  you  that  in  the  East  almost 
every  thing  is  emblematic;  therefore  it  is  not  at 
random  that  the  Wise  Men  chose  their  gifts  for 
the  Infant  Jesus.  By  gold,  which  is  considered 
the  most  precious  of  metals,  they  wished  to  ac- 
knowledge His  royalty ;  by  the  frankincense,  which 
is  an  emblem  of  adoration,  His  Divinity ;  and  by 
the  myrrh,  the  most  bitter  of  herbs,  they  paid 
homage  to  His  humanity.  Our  holy  religion  also 
has  its  emblems,  and  in  regard  to  these  mysteri- 
ous gifts  they  are  very  practical  for  us.  Here  gold 
is  the  emblem  of  charity,  frankincense  of  prayer, 
and  myrrh  of  mortification.  Could  you  not,  dear 
children,  during  this  month  of  the  Infant  Jesus 
form,  each  d:iy,  several  acts  of  these  virtues  to 
place,  in  the  caskets  of  your  hearts,  at  the  feet  of 
tlie  Child  Jesus?  Be  sure  that  this  mark  of  your 
gratitude  would  be  most  sweet  to  our  dear  Sav- 
iour, who  will  repay  your  efforts  a  hundred  fold, 
in  giving  you  in  return  His  most  precious  graces. 
As  to  the  star,  you  too  have  your  stars  to  lead  you 
to  Jesus.  First  of  all  we  behold,  so  bright  in  the  fir- 
mament of  our  holy  religion,  Mary,  who  is  called 


the  Morning  Star.  We  have  but  tj  raise  our  eyes 
j  to  her  to  be  guided  to  Jesus.  Then  there  are  our 
guardian  angels,  other  beautiful  stars,  leading  us 
ever  towards  that  same  holy  goal.  As  much  may 
be  said  of  the  soft  whisper  of  conscience's  voice. 
Ah !  if  we  were  only  as  faithful  as  the  Wise  Jlen 
we  would  draw,  each  day,  nearer  to  Jesus. 

I  think  that  my  little  mission  among  you  is  ac- 
complished now.  It  is,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  ex- 
ample of  the  generosity,  the  fidelity,  and  above 
all,  the  gratitude  of  the  Wise  Men  that  our  dear 
Mother  wished  to  oflFer  to  your  imitation  to-day, 
I  hope,  dear  children,  you  will  profit  by  these  les- 
sons Indeed,  your  love  for  the  Child  Jesus  and 
His  holy  Mother  assures  me  of  it.  This  month, 
you  see,  is  to  be  a  time  of  prayer.  I  trust  among 
all  the  fervent  Ave  Marias  that  you  will  repeat 
the  one  in  my  intention  will  not  be  forgotten. 

This  is  just  the  proper  time  to  oi>tain  the 
graces  which  we  solicit, — the  Octave  of  the 
Epiphany.  Don't  be  oflFended  that  I  reiterate 
this,  my  demand.  I  don't  doubt  of  your  good 
hearts;  but  it  is  your  memory,  rather;  little 
heads  are  so  giddy.  There,  in  wishing  to  mend 
matters,  I  have  said  something  worse  ;  so  I  think 
I  had  better  break  oflf  immediately. 

Then,  dear  children,  adieu,  or  rather,  au  retoir. 

«» 

SOCIETY  OF  ilHEjaOLY  CHILDHOOD. 

I  hope  all  you  young  readers  of  thisjiepart- 
ment  are  members  of  the  glorious  Society  of  the 
Holy  Childhood  and  if  you  are,  you  receive  the 
beautiful  and  interesting  Annals  that  are  pub- 
lished every  month.  For  fear,  however,  that  some 
of  you  have  not  yet  become  members,  I  give  you 
a  few  charming  little  extracts  from  the  Annals, 
and  I  am  sure  you  will  like  them  so  well  that  you 
will  all  join  the  Holy  Childhood  right  off: 

Some  Chinese  boys  are  brought  up  at  Venan- 
sault,  in  the  diocese  of  Lucon.  One  of  them, 
thiei  years  old,  goes  to  the  Director  and  offers 
him  a  cent.  "  What  do  you  want  me  to  do  with 
your  cent,  my  little  friend?  Keep  it  to  buy 
sugar."  "  No,  I  want  to  buy  a  little  brother." 
"What  will  you  do  with  that  little  brother?" 
"I  will  baptize  him,  and  afterwards  he  will  go  to 
heaven." 

Our  Association  had  just  been  introduced  into 
Plouer,  in  the  diocese  of  Saint-Bricuc.  But  a 
good  little  girl,  very  poor,  of  the  name  of  Jean- 
nette,  had  nothing  except  a  pretty  cat,  which 
shared  with  her  a  piece  of  brown  bread,  and  was 
the  companion  of  her  poverty.  After  long  re- 
flections and  hard  struggles,  Jeannette  makes  up 
her  mind  to  sacrifice  puss.  She  casts  on  him  a 
last  sad  look  of  tenderness,  takes  him  in  her  arms, 
and  goes  in  search  of  a  customer — Her  subscrip- 
tion to  the  Holy  Childhood  was  jjaid  for  two  years. 
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THE  EETINUE  OF  THE  NEW-BOKN  KING. 

Saiat  Peter  Damian  opens  his  beautiful  sermon 
on  the  Festival  of  Saint  Stephen  as  follows: 

"  We  hold  yet  in  our  armS  the  Son  of  the  Vir- 
gin, and  we  seek  to  honor  with  our  caresses  the 
infancy  of  an  Incarnate  God.  Mary  led  us  to  the 
venerable  crib:  fair,  above  all  the  daughters  of 
men,  and  blessed  among  all  women,  she  presented 
us  the  fairest  among  all  men's  children,  and  more 
than  all  of  them  filled  with  unspeakable  blessings. 
She  removed  from  before  us  the  veil  of  prophe- 
cies, and  showed  us  God's  eternal  designs  accom- 
plished. Who  could  detach  his  eyes  from  the 
wonder  of  such  a  bringing  forth  ?  While,  how- 
ever, the  new-born  Babe  bestows  on  us  the  most 
winning  marks  of  His  tenderness,  and  holds  us 
in  astonishment  with  prodigies  so  great,  sud- 
denly Stephen,  '  full  of  grace  and  fortitude,  did 
wonders  and  miracles  among  the  people.'  Shall 
we  leave  our  King  to  fix  our  attention  upon  one 
of  His  soldiers?  No,  certainly  not,  unleso  the  King 
Himself  bids  us  do  so.  But  behold!  the  King,  the 
Son  of  the  King,  arises  of  His  own  accord  and  comes 
out  to  assist  at  the  struggle  of  His  servant.  Let  us 
hasten  to  a  spectacle  at  which  Jesus  Himself  is  to 
be  present,  and  let  us  behold  the  standard-bearer 
of  martyrs." 

From  the  divine  office  of  this  day  we  translate 
literally  the  opening  of  another  rich  piece  of  elo- 
quence of  Saint  Fulgence  ou  Saint  Stephen's  Fes- 
tival : 

"  Yesterday  we  celebrated  the  temporal  birth 
of  our  Eternal  King;  to-day  we  celebrate  the 
glorious  passion  of  His  soldier.  Yesterday  our 
King,  clothed  with  the  garment  of  the  flesh, 
came  forth  from  the  spotless  womb  of  His  Vir- 
gin Mother,  and  deigned  to  visit  this  world  of 
ours ;  to-day  the  fighting  hero  leaves  the  tabernacle 
of  his  body  and  ascends  in  triumph  on  high  to 
Heaven.  The  former,  while  preserving  the  maj- 
esty of  His  eternal  divinity,  has  put  on  the  shield 
of  the  flesh,  and  entered  upon  the  battle  field  of 


the  world,  there  to  fight  the  good  fight ;  the  lat- 
ter, laying  aside  the  corruptible  envelope  of  the 
i)ody,  has  ascendi^d  to  the  celestial  i)alace,  to 
reign  in  it  for  evermore.  The  first  descended 
under  the  veil  of  the  body ;  the  second  ascended 
on  the  laurels  bedewed  with  his  own  blood.  The 
one  came  down  amid  the  joyful  accents  of  the 
angels:  the  other  ascended  from  the  midst  of  those 
who  were  stoning  him  to  death.  Yesterday  the 
angels  sang  in  gladness:  'Glory  be  to  God  on 
high!'  this  day  they  have  received  in  jnbilatum 
Saint  Stephen  into  their  company.  Yesterday 
Jesus  was  for  us  wrapped  up  in  swaddling  clothes; 
this  day  Steplien  is  clothed  by  Him  with  the  robe 
of  immortality.  Yesterday  a  narrow  crib  received 
the  Infant  Christ;  to-day  the  immensity  of 
Heaven  receives  Steplien  in  his  triumph." 

"Thus,"  says  the  learned  Abb6de  Solesmes  com- 
menting on  the  above  brilliant  pas.sages,  "the  di- 
vine Liturgy  blends  the  joys  of  the  Saviour's  Na- 
tivity with  the  delights  inspired  by  the  triumph 
of  the  Protomartyr:  nor  is  Stephen  the  only 
one  who  is  to  share  in  the  honors  of  tliis 
glorious  octave.  Next  to  him  we  celebrate  the 
memory  of  John  the  beloved  Disciple ;  then  the 
Holy  Innocents;  then  comes  Thomas  the  Martyr 
of  the  liberty  of  the  Church:  and  finally,  Silves- 
ter the  Pontiff  of  peace.  But  in  this  brilliant 
retinue  of  the  new-born  King,  the  fir.>,t  rank,  the 
place  of  honor,  belongs  to  Saint  Stephen,  the 
chieftain  of  the  army  of  martyrs,  who  as  the 
Church  sings,  returned  to  the  Saviour  the  death 
which  He  had  suffered  for  him.  Thus  was  mar- 
tyrdom to  be  honored,  that  sublime  testimony 
which  abundantly  repays  even  divine  justice 
for  all  favors  ever  granted,  and  seals  with  man's 
blood  the  truth  which  God  has  revealed  to  the 
earth." 

"To  understand  this  well,"  continues  the 
venerable  Abb6,  "  it  is  necessary  to  consider  at- 
tentively the  divine  plan  of  the  salvation  of  man- 
kind. The  Word  of  God  is  sent  to  teach  men; 
He  raises  His  Divine  Word,  and  His  works  render 
Him  testimony.  But  after  Ilis  sacrifice,  He  returns 
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to  ITearcn  and  sits  on  the  right  hand  of  Ilis  Father, 
and  nis  testimony,  to  he  received  l)y  those  who 
neither  heard  nor  beheld  the  Word  of  life,  needs 
a  new  testimony.  Who  will  give  it?  The 
martyrs!  not  only  by  the  confession  of  their 
lips,  but  by  the  eflfusion  of  their  blood.  The 
Church  will  rise  by  the  word  and  by  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ;  nay  more,  it  will  maintain  itself 
through  ages,  continually  extending  its  bounda- 
ries and  overcoming  all  obstacles,  by  the  blood  of 
martyrs,  Christ's  members,  and  their  blood  will  be 
mixed  with  that  of  their  Divine  Master,  in  the 
same  sacrifice. 

The  martyrs  will  bear  a  perfect  resemblance 
with  their  august  King.  They  will  appear  like 
lambs  among  wolves.  The  world  will  be  fear- 
fully strong  against  them ;  in  its  presence  they 
will  be  exhibited  weak  and  disarmed;  but  in  this 
unequal  struggle,  the  martyrs'  victory  will  shine 
forth  the  more  brilliantly.  The  Apostle  tells  us 
"tliat  Chribt  crucified  is  the  power  and  wisdom  of 
God  ;"  the  martyrs  immolated,  and  yet  the  con- 
querors of  the  world,  will  testify  by  a  testimony 
the  world  itself  will  understand,  that  the  Cruci- 
fied One  they  have  confessed,  is  truly  the  '  power 
and  wis<iom  of  God.'  Therefore  it  is  meet  they 
should  be  associated  to  all  the  triumphs  of  the 
Man  God,  and  that  the  Liturgical  cycle  should 
honor  them,  as  the  Church  does,  Avhile  she  places 
their  sacred  relics  under  the  altar  stone,  that,  as 
often  as  the  sacrifice  of  the  triumphant  Head  is 
offered,  they  also  be  offered  in  the  unity  of  Ilis 
mystical  Body." 

Now  the  glorious  list  of  ihe  martyrs  ot  the  Son 
of  God  opens  with  Saint  Stephen ;  there  he  shines 
by  his  significative  name,  which  means  "a  crown." 
Under  the  Crucified,  he  commands  the  "white 
army"  praised  by  the  Church,  for  he  was  first 
called,  even  before  the  Apostles,  to  give  his  testi- 
mony, and  we  know  how  nobly  he  responded  to 
the  appeal.  He  rendered  a  strong  and  heroic  tes- 
timony to  the  Divinity  of  the  Emmanuel  in  pres- 
ence of  the  Synagogue ;  this  solemn  declaration 
offended  their  incredulous  ears,  and  brought  upon 
him  a  storm  of  dead ly  stones.  He  faced  the  storm, 
stood  erect,  and  yielded  pot;  one  might  have 
thought,  as  Saint  Gregory  of  Nyssa  remarks,  that 
a  light  and  soft  snow  tell  upon  him,  or  again,  that 
a  shower  of  roses  gently  refreshed  his  head.  But 
in  the  midst  of  stones  clashing  against  each  other, 
a  celestial  brightness  shone  forth,  and  Jesus  for 
whose  sake  the  martyr  was  dying  manifested 
nimsell  to  his  enraptured  sight;  another  and  last 
testimony  to  the  Divinity  of  the  Emmanuel  boldly 


issued  forth  from  the  lips  of  the  hero.  And  now 
to  render  the  sacrifice  complete,  the  generous  mar- 
tyr, after  his  Master's  example  pours  forth  a  last 
prayer  in  behalf  of  his  murderers:  "And  falling 
on  his  knees  he  cried  with  a  loud  voice  saying: 
Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge!"  There 
all  is  consummated,  and  the  type  of  martydom  is 
shown  to  the  world  to  be  copied  and  imitated 
through  all  generations. 

Thus  Saint  Stephen  merited  to  stand  first  and 
at  the  head  of  the  guard  keepers  of  the  cradle  of 
his  King,  as  the  chieftain  of  the  valiant  cham- 
pions of  the  Child  God  of  Bethlehem.  To  him 
we  pray,  with  the  Church,  to  aid  us  to  approach 
the  humble  crib  in  which  lies  the  sweet  Babe,  and 
by  which  the  fairest.of  Mothers  kneels  in  adora- 
tion. We  beg  of  l;im  to  initiate  us  into  the  myste- 
ries of  that  divine  Infancy  which  we  adore  in  the 
Infant  Saviour.  In  the  simplicity  of  the  crib,  he 
did  not  count  the  number  of  his  enemies,  he  trem- 
bled not  in  presence  of  their  fury,  he  fled  not 
from  their  blows,  he  sealed  not  his  mouth  before 
them;  he  forgave  their  hatred,  and  his  last  prayer 
was  for  them.  O  faithful  imitator  of  the  Child 
of  Bethlehem !  Indeed,  Jesus  had  not  extermi- 
nated with  Ilis  thunder  the  inhabitants  of  that 
city  who  denied  a  shelter  to  the  Virgin  Mother  at 
the  hour  she  was  to  bring  forth  the  Son  of  David. 
Neither  will  He  deign  to  prevent  -the  hateful  de- 
sign of  flerod,  who  will  soon  seek  Him  to  put 
Him  to  death ;  He  will  sooner  fly  into  Egypt  as 
an  exile  from  before  the  face  of  a  petty  tyrant ; 
but  among  all  these  apparent  evidences  of  weak- 
ness, He  will  show  only  the  better  His  Divinity, 
and  the  God-Chiid  will  be  the  Omnipotent  One. 
Herod  shall' pass  away,  and  his  tyranny  too,  but 
Jesus  will  remain,  greater  in  His  crib,  from  which 
He  makes  a  king  tremble,  than  that  prince  clad 
with  the  Roman  purple — nay,  greater  than  Au- 
gustus Cyesar  himself,  whose  colossal  empire  is 
only  destined  to  serve  as  a  footstool  to  the  Church 
which  is  to  be  created  Ly  that  child  so  humbly 
enrolled  in  the  books  of  Bethlehem. 

Saint  Jon.v  whom  Jesus  loved 
comes  next  after  the  Prince  of  Martyrs,  and  occu- 
pies the  second  place  of  honor  near  the  crib.  It 
was  just  that  the  first  rank  should  be  given  to  him 
who  had  loved  the  Emmanuel  even  to  the  shedding 
of  his  blood :  greater  love  than  this  no  man  hath, 
that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends;  mar- 
tyrdom was  always  considered  by  the  Church  as 
the  greatest  and  last  effort  of  charity.  But  after 
the  sacrifice  of  blood,  the  noblest,  the  most  he- 
roic, the  one  that  giiins  above  all  the  heart  of 
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the  Spouse  of  s<iul.<,  is  the  sacrifice  of  virginity. 
In  the  same  manner  an  Saint  Stephen  is  recog- 
nized as  the  head  of  martyrs,  so  likewise  is  Saiut 
Joiin  acknowledged  as  the  prince  of  virgins. 

J(^hn  had  the  honor  to  descend  from  tlie  house 
of  David,  was  related  by  blood  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  consequently  to  her  Divine  Son.  In 
the  prime  of  youtli  he  left  not  only  his  net  and 
father,  but  also  his  betrothed,  at  the  moment  he 
was  preparing  for  the  celebration  of  his  chaste  nup- 
tials. He  followed  Christ  and  looked  not  be- 
hind. Hence  the  tenderness  of  the  sentiments  with 
which  Jesus  regarded  him;  while  the  others  were 
called  Disciplesand  Apostles,  he  was  the  Beloved  of 
the  Son  of  God.  Of  this  singular  privilege  no  other 
reason  has  ever  been  given  than  that  Saint  John 
oflFered  Jesus  tlie  sacrifice  of  his  virginity.  No 
comment  is  needed  on  the  words  of  the  Gospel  : 
"The  Disciple  whom  Jesus  loved."  Peter  was 
chosen  to  be  the  Chief  of  the  Apostles:  he  was 
more  honored,  but  John  was  more  loved ;  it 
was  only  just  that  virginity  should  receive  the 
manifest  preference  of  Jesus,  the  lover  of  pure 
souls. 

Purity  of  heart  and  of  the  senses  brings  those 
who  practise  it  in  closer  contact  with  God; 
hence  at'the  last  Supper  John  was  placed  near  Jesus 
Himself  and  in  those  final  outpourings  of  tlie  love 
of  the  Redeemer,  this  beloved  one  was  permitted  to 
rest  his  head  on  the  bosom  of  the  Man  God, 
whence  he  drew  that  abundance  of  light  and  love 
that  commends  him  so  especially  to  the  admira- 
tion of  the  whole  Church. 

When  the  Infinite  \Visd(»m  wished  to  manifest 
the  mystery  of  the  Word,  and  trust  to  writing  the 
secrets  which  no  human  hand  had  ever  penned, 
John  was  chosen  for  the  great  ta.'-k.  Piter  had 
died  on  a  cross,  Paul  had  been  belnaded  by 
the  sword,  the  other  Apostles  had  all  sealed  their 
teachings  with  their  blood:  John  alone  had  l>oen 
left.  Heretics  had  already  commenced  to  blas- 
pheme the  apostolic  doctrine,  and  sought  to  blot 
out  the  Divine  Word  they  refused  to  acknowl- 
edge for  the  Son  of  God,  consubstantial  with  the 
Eternal  Father.  John  was  invited  to  speak,  and 
he  did  speak  in  a  language  wholly  from  above. 
To  him  alone  God  had  reserved,  as  a  privilege 
of  his  purity,  to  write  with  his  own  hand  mysteries 
which  the  rest  of  the  Apostles  had  been  called  upon 
only  to  teach:  the  Eternal  Word  made  flesh,  the 
infinite  love  of  God  for  man.  Eagle  like,  he 
soared  up  to  the  Divine  Sun,  l)y  whose  splendor 
he  was  not  dazzled,  because  the  purity  of  his  soul 
had  rendered  him  worthy  to  face  the  uncreated 


Light.     Hence  the   name  of   Theologian,  given 
him  by  an  unbroken  tradition. 

Last  of  all,  Jesus  reserved  for  him  a  favor  truly 
worthy  of  the  virginal  Disciple  whom  He  loved. 
Wliile  dying  upon  the  Cros.",  the  Saviour  was  leav- 
ing Mary  upon  earth  ;  some  years  before  Joseph 
had  breathed  forth  his  pure  soul  to  the  Lord :  who, 
then,  would  watch  over  this  sacred  trust?  who 
woul  1  be  worthy  to  receive  it?  would  He  send  His 
angels  ti>  guard  and  console  His  Mother?  From  the 
Cross  Jesus  perceives  the  Beloved  and  virgin  Dis- 
ciple: all  is  settled  ;  John  will  be  a  son  to  Mary 
and  Mary  a  Mother  to  John.  The  purity  of  the 
Disciple  has  fitted  him  for  this  precious  legrtcy. 
As  Saint  Peter  Damian  beautifully  remarks,  Peter 
will  receive  in  trust  the  Church,  Mother  of  men, 
but  John  will  receive  Mary,  Mother  of  God;  he 
will  love  her  as  his  own  Mother,  and  will  be 
loved  by  her  as  a  son.  With  her  he  Avill  take  the 
place  of  Jesus.. 

Thus  the  Beloved  Disciple  became  the  orna- 
ment of  mankind  and  the  glory  of  the  Chnrch. 
See  what  a  number  of  titles  have  been  assigned  him! 
Related  to  Christ  by  blood,  he  is  called  Apos- 
tle, virgin,  the  Friend  of  the  Spouse,  Divine 
Eagle,  Sacred  Theologian,  Doctor  of  Charity.  S<^>n 
of  Mary;  Evangelist,  from  the  Gospel  he  wrote  of 
his  Divine  Master;  Sacred  Writer,  from  the  three 
Epistles  he  penned  under  the  inspiration  of  the 
Holy  Ghost ;  Prophet  at  last,  from  his  mysterious 
Apocalypse,  in  which  are  contained  the  secrets  of 
time  and  eternity.  What  has  bt-en  wanting?  the 
palm  of  martyrdom?  Not  even  this:  for  if  he 
did  not  consummate  his  .sacrifice,  he  nevertheless 
drank  of  his  Divine  Master's  chalice  wlien,  after 
a  cruel  scourging,  he  was  plunged  iuto  a  boiling 
cauldron  of  oil,  at  the  Latin  gate,  in  Rome. 

Such  is  Stephen's  companion  bythc  crib,  where 
all  our  sentiments  have  centered  these  tew  week?, 
in  company  with  our  divine  Babe's  sweet  Motlier. 
If  the  Protontai*tyr  shines  forth  by  the  purple  of 
his  blood,  does  not  the  virginal  whiteness  of  Mary's 
adopte<i  son  outshine  the  whit<?ness  of  the  snow? 
Cannot  the  lilies  of  Saint  John  blend  their  de- 
lightful snow  colors  with  the  red  roses  of  Saint 
Stephen's  crown?  We  will  sing  glory  to  the 
newborn  King,  whose  court  is  illuminatid  with 
colors  so  sweet  and  fresh.  This  heavenly  com- 
pany formed  itself,  as  it  were,  under  our  eyes.  At 
first  we  saw  Mary  and  Joceph  alone  in  the  stable 
by  the  cradle ;  the  army  of  angels  soon  appeared 
with  their  melodious  accents;  then  came  the 
shepherds  with  their  hearts  as  humble  as  they  were 
artless ;  then  came  Stephen  the  crowned  hero,  then 
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John  the  beloved;  others  again  are  hastening  to  ap- 
proach, even  before  the  Magi,  to  increase  the 
splendor  of  the  pomp,  and  gladden  the  sjiotless 
Mother's  loving  heart  and  our  hearts.  What  a 
birth  is  our  God-Child's  birth! 

Beloved  Disciple  of  the  Child  newly  bom  to 
us,  how  great  is  your  happiness !  how  admirable 
the  reward  of  your  love  and  of  your  virginity ! 
In  you  the  words  of  the  Divine  Master  have  been 
fulfilled:  "Blessed  are  the  clean  of  heart,  for  they 
shall  see  God."  Not  only  have  you  seen  the  God- 
Man,  but  you  have  been  His  friend,  and  have  rest- 
ed on  His  bosom.  John  the  Baptist  trembled  to 
raise  up  his  hand  to  pour  the  watere  of  Jordan  upon 
His  head ;  Magdalene,  assured  though  she  was  by 
our  Lord  of  a  pardon  as  immense  as  her  love, 
dared  not  look  to  His  face,  but  knelt  at  His  feet ; 
Thomas  awaited  His  orders  ere  he  ventured  to 
put  his  fingers  in  the  wounds  of  His  hands  and  of 
His  feet — and  you,  before  the  whole  college 
of  the  Apostles,  take  the  place  of  honor !  you 
rest  your  mortal  head  upon  His  bosom !  Not  only 
do  you  enjoy  the  sight  and  the  possession  of  the 
Son  of  God,  but  because  your  heart  is  pure  you  fly 
with  the  eagle's  swiftness  and  fix  your  unquiv- 
ering  eye  upon  the  Sun  of  Justice,  without  any 
veil,  even  to  the  center  of  the  inaccessible  light 
in  which  the  Son  dwells  eternally  with  the 
Father. 

"Finally,  O  son  and  guardian  of  Mary!  Pre- 
sent us  to  your  Mother,  who  is  also  our  Mother. 
May  she,  at  your  request,  communicate  to  us  some- 
thing of  that  tenderness  with  which  she  watches 
by  the  crib  of  her  Divine  Son.  May  she  recog- 
nize in  us  the  Brothers  of  that  Jesus  who  was 
bora  of  her,  and  associate  us  to  that  maternal  af- 
fection she  felt  for  you,  the  fortunate  depositary 
of  the  secrets  and  of  the  love  of  the  Man- God !" 

"With  this  pious  appeal  of  our  venerable  friend 
we  close  our  article. 

Gentle  reader,  you  will  have  to  bear  with  us 
once  more ;  for  while  we  part  regretfully  with 
this  loving  character  we  look  joyfully  to  the  6th 
of  May,  when  we  shall  commemorate  among  the 
joys  of  Christ's  glorious  Resurrection  the  gener- 
ous confession  in  Rome  of  him  whom  Jesus  loved. 
We  feel  that  in  speaking  of  Saint  John  we  wan- 
der not  from  our  main  subject ;  for  one  of  the 
privileges  we  admire  most,  we  were  going  to  say: 
que  nous  lui  entions  d'avantage,  is  the  one  he  re- 
ceived from  the  dying  Saviour  when  He  said  to 
him  :  "  Behold  thy  Mother :"  and  from  that  hour 
the  Disciple  took  her  to  his  own.  O  Blessed 
Legacy  I 


For  the  Atk  Mabia. 

NAZAEETH. 

Fair  mother!  shrines  are  to  thee  wrought 
This  hour,  from  grand  illumined  thought, 
With  airy  arch,  and  gleaming  spire 
Ascending  ever  high,  and  higher. 
E'en  to  the  sunset's  porch  of  fire — 
But  I  to  thee,  in  prayer  and  praise, 
Can  but  this  way-side  altar  raise 
Of  grassy  earth,  unskillful  planned, 
And  piled  with  hot  and  hurried  hand ; 
But  pause  a  moment,  looking  back 
Along  the  slowly  darkening  track, 
To  see  ascending  to  the  skies 
Its  faint  blue  smoke  of  sacrifice ! — 

Ah !  we  have  bent,  with  foreheads  wet. 

Amid  the  dews  of  Olivet, 

Have  clung  impassioned  to  the  Cross, 

Through  shadowed  hours  of  pain  and  loss ; 

But  ever  with  each  passing  breath. 

Through  drifting  clouds  of  change  and  death, 

We  seek  thy  threshold  Nazareth  ; 

We  seek  that  holy  Hidden  Life, 

Through  all  our  hours  of  inward  strife — 

Mysterious  hours !    wherein  we  fight, 

Like  Jacob  wrestling  in  the  night. 

When  o'er  us  fainting  by  the  way, 

This  "  World's  Dark  Prince"  doth  stand. 

With  eyes  that  flash,  and  plumes  that  sway, 

And  strong  and  jeweled  hand ; 

And  while  his  evil  beauty  there 

With  mortal  languor  fills  the  air, 

And  half  in  glow,  and  half  in  trance. 

We  thrill  and  tremble  in  the  glance ; 

It  comes,  the  angel's  shining  spear, 

And  smites  that  darksome  crest  of  fear, 

It  comes,  a  flood  of  purer  light, 

And,  as  from  dance  and  song. 

From  some  wild  revel  of  the  night. 

Some  flushed,  and  fevered  throng, 

We  rush,  upon  a  silent  lawn. 

To  meet  the  white  and  holy  dawn. 

So  rush  we  from  that  air  of  death 

Into  the  dawn  o'er  Nazareth. 

And  when  the  sluggish  heart  and  brain 
Have  neither  throb  of  thought  or  pain, 
And  in  that  dull  and  vague  unrest. 
Life  hath  no  purpose,  in  the  breast. 
What  fills  that  aching  void  of  thought  ? 
We  Mother !  come  to  thee 
And  hide,  e'en  as  a  weary  child. 
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Our  faces  on  tliy  knee, 
There  learn  the  meaning  of  our  task, 
There  know  that  life  had  naught  to  ask 
Jlorc  sweet  than  this,  to  feel  thy  breath 
Beneath  the  vines  of  Nazareth. 

And  when  alone  and  late  we  tread 

Along  a  silent  way, 

When  from  the  darkening  hill  hath  fled 

The  last  pale  flush  of  day, 

"When  from  the  shadows  wc  can  feel 

The  night's  dark  spirits  round  us  steal. 

And  see  upon  the  distant  hights, 

The  starry  gleam  of  household  lights, 

When  e'en  the  night-flowers  scented  sigh, 

The  winds  that  wander  restless  by. 

The  distant  glory  of  the  sky. 

Oppress  us  with  our  lonely  lot, 

Of  all  the  happy  world  forgot  ; 

Then  with  what  eager  love  we  turn. 

And  how  our  flying  footsteps  burn 

Until  wc  fall,  with  panting  breath. 

Within  thy  threshold,  Nazareth ! 

There,  resting  at  the  Master's  feet, 
The  winds  have  changed  to  music  sweet, 
Each  flower  uplifts  a  scented  urn, 
The  stars  with  newer  meaning  burn. 
And  near,  and  bright,  their  watches  keep 
Above  our  safe  and  sheltered  sleep. 

There,  Master  !  give  us  strength  to  fly, 

When  life  and  time  are  fleeting  by. 

Upon  our  mother's  breast  to  die ! 

Yea !  with  the  arrow  in  our  side, 

To  come  through  warring  wind  and  tide, 

To  come,  though  desert  paths  divide ; 

Escaped  from  rough,  detaining  hands. 

Escaped  from  Passion's  prowling  bands, 

No  more  to  tempt  the  lonely  ways, 

Through  haunted  nights,  and  fevered  days, 

No  more  to  tremble,  and  to  shrink, 

On  mortal  peril's  dizzy  brink ; 

But  feel  our  Lord's  embrace  in  death, 

Beneath  the  roof  of  Nazareth. 


Rejoicings  for  Martyrdom. — An  act  of  great 
courage  is  related  in  the  Ordre  et  la  Ltberte  of 
Caen.  The  father  of  ]Slgr.  Daveluy,  the  bishop 
who  has  suffered  martyrdom  in  the  Corea,  on  hear- 
ing of  the  glorious  end  of  his  son,  gathered  to- 
gether all  his  family  to  chant  a  Te  Deum,  ordered 
the  following  day  a  thanksgiving  Mass,  which  he 
attended  dressed  in  white,  and  has  forbidden  the 
wearing  of  mourning  for  the  death  of  his  son. 


THE  DELIVERY  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 

We  find  in  the  Easier  de  Marie,  a  beautiful  quo- 
tation from  Saint  Thomas  of  Villa  Nova,  very 
much  in  accordance  with  various  passages  we 
transferred,  at  this  time  last  year,  to  our  columns, 
from  other  equally  respectablesources ;  and  as  wc 
are  yet  in  Christmas  time,  we  beg  to  call  the  atten- 
tion of  our  pious  readers  to  the  exquisite  scene 
which  it  represents,  as  if  it  were  before  us. 

At  last,  say3  our  Saint,  the  sacred  hour  arrived, 
that  hour  so  memorable,  so  sweet,  so  wonderfully 
blessed  above  all  others,  the  hour  prepared  from  the 
beginning  for  the  consolation  of  the  world.  The 
night  had  reached  the  middle  of  its  course ;  when, 
on  a  sudden,  the  countenance  ot  the  Virgin  totally 
changed  ;  her  cheeks  became  incarnate  ;  her  face 
naturally  pale  assumed  the  liveliest  roseate  colors ; 
it  might  have  been  compared  to  lilies  interwoven 
with  roses ;  and  vrithal  her  blessed  soul  was  ani- 
mated with  an  unknown  fervor,  and  as  it  were 
liquified  in  unspeakable  ardors ;  a  universal 
trembling  agitated  her  whole  frame,  her  blood 
seemed  to  boil,  her  delicate  and  tender  bosom 
heaved,  now  unable  to  subdue  the  pressure  of  the 
jubilation  that  filled  it  to  overflowing.  O,  Virgin 
blessed!  are  these  the  sorrows  of  your  £acrcd 
bringing  forth?  are  these  the  excruciating  suffer- 
ings, the  pangs,  the  nervous  convulsions  which  all 
women  in  labor  experience  ? 

She,  the  privileged  Mother,  knew  in  advance 
the  approach  of  her  hour ;  and  filled  with  the 
spirit  of  God,  rapt  into  ecstasy  and  melting 
in  love,  with  her  hands  and  eyes  lifted  up  to 
heaven,  kneeling  on  the  ground,  she  awaited 
God's  holy  will  and  pleasure.  Joseph  too  knelt 
by,  stupified  and  ravished  ;  he  was  praying  and 
waiting  in  silence  for  the  issue  of  this  marvel — 
when  suddenly  sallied  forth  from  the  virginal 
womb,  the  ravishing  Child,  now  lying  on  the 
bare  ground,  palpitating  and  weeping.  Won- 
derful Child  !  admirable  and  all  powerful  Child ! 
"  in  whom  are  hidden  all  the  treasures  and  wis- 
dom and  knowledge  of  God."  Little  Child  and 
God  Infinite !  as  from  the  purple  bosom  of  the 
aurora  emerges  the  resplendent  sun  ;  as  the  rays 
of  light  penetrate  the  crystal  and  injure  it 
not ;  as  the  star  sends  forth  its  splendor,  and  the 
spring  rose  exhales  its  sweet  perfume ;  thus  the 
fair  Virgin  produces  from  her  stainless  womb  the 
Saviour  of  mankind,  the  Eternal  Son  of  God.  In- 
stantly she  adores  the  Son  she  has  brought  forth ; 
and  in  ecstatic  awe,  she  contemplates  the  wonder 
of  her  being  the  Mother  of  her  Creator,  and  yet 
remaining  a  Virgin. 
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K£A.SON  AND  RELIGIOU—NO.  4. 

BY   DK.   O.    A.    BKOWSSON. 

la  asserting  that  religion  is  an  act  ratbcr  than 
a  sentiment,  an  act  of  the  rational  soul  rather  than 
an  affection  of  our  own  sensitive  nature,  it  is  not 
implied  that  religion  in  the  subject  is  a  dry  log- 
ii:al  pnwesd,  or  a  cold  calculation  of  interest. 
Uudniibtvdly  no  act  of  the  creature  can  be  more 
logicil  or  c  »nformed  to  the  reason  of  ihii'gs,  and 
certainly  none  can  be  more  for  our  highest  inter 
est;  l)ut  the  act  is  not  purely  an  intelleclUiil  act, 
far  less  an  act  of  pure  ratiocination,  and  its  objtct 
is  God,  not  self,  nor  simply  our  own  good.  Hope 
i:>  imked  one  of  the  theological  virtues,  ami  we 
know  from  tlie  decision  of  the  Holy  See  that  an 
habitual  state  in  which  the  s  ml  is  indifferent  to 
her  own  good  is  not  possible  in  this  life.  Fears 
of  hell  and  hopes  of  Ucaven  are  proper  motives 
of  aeti<in,  but  only  when  we  fear  hell  as  the  loss 
of  God,  and  hope  for  Heaven  in  the  possession  of 
God  as  our  supreme  good.  There  must  be  on  the 
one  side  a  fear  of  losing  God,  tliat  is,  of  sinning, 
and  on  the  other,  a  hope  of  possessing  God,  that 
i:-i,  of  finding  our  good  in  Him — less  of  disinterest- 
ediu'ss  would  not  bring  us  within  the  sphere  of 
Christian  virtue. 

It  should  also  be  remembered  that  what  the 
Church  censured  in  the  Miucims  of  the  SdintD,  by 
Fenelon,  was  not  tiie  disinterested  love  of  God, 
or  the  pure  love  of  God  for  His  own  sake,  with- 
out which  there  is  no  Christian  perfection,  or 
distinct  acts  of  pure  love,  but  the  state  of  indiffer- 
ence to  our  own  gr)od,  as  an  habitual  state  of  the 
soul  in  this  life — a  fact  sometimes  forgotten.  The 
regenerated  soul  can,  and  does,  make  distinct  acts 
of  pure  love  or  charity,  and  of  perfect  contrition, 
which  is  a  contrition  motived  by  pure  love,  only 
in  this  life  we  cannot  attain  to  that  state  in  which 
hope  and  fear  are  excluded.  But  we  must  love 
God  with  our  whole  mind,  heart, soul  and  strength, 
and  our  good,  as  our  neighbor's  good,  in  Him,  and 
for  His  sake.  But  it  is,  as  Montesquieu  remarks,  an 
admirable  fact  that  Chriiitianity,  while  it  bids  us 
live  for  the  world  to  come,  secures  us  the  best 
goods  of  this  world.  "Seek  first  the  kingdom  of 
God,  and  all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto 
you,"  so  we  may  say  that  in  loving  and  serving 
God  for  His  own  sake  we  secure  our  supreme  good 
both  here  and  hereafter. 

Yet  is  there  no  religion  when  the  motive  of  our 
conduct  is  a  simple  calculation  of  interest,  because 
in  such  a  motive  we  take  ourselves  exclusively  as 


i>ur  end,  and  there  is  no  love  of  God  at  all,  and 
there  woul.l  be  no  reason  why,  in  this  case,  we 
serve  God  rather  than  the  devil,  if  by  serving  the 
devil  it  were  possible  to  secure  our  supreme  good. 
God  in  such  love  and  service  0)unts  for  nothing 
in  the  respect  that  He  is  the  supreme  good  itself, 
and  is  regarded  only  as  the  supreme  good  for  us. 
Practically,  we  Ciiunot  in  our  love  and  service 
separate  God  as  He  i-  in  Himself  from  what  He 
is  to  us,  for  He  is  our  supreme  good  only  becauf^e 
He  is  the  supreme  good  in  Himself,  or,  as  Plato 
would  say,  "the  good  in  itself."  They  who  at- 
tempt to  do  so  fail,  and  really  love  and  serve  God 
not  at  all,  and  are  what  the  Scriptures  and  the 
common  speech  of  mankind  call  hypocrites — a 
vi-ry  disrepural)le  but  a  rather  numerous  class  of 
sinners,  whose  hope  is  sure  to  perish. 

Now  both  reasiui  and  will  may  be,  and  are,  u?ed  in 
the  service  of  pure  self  interest,  as  well  as  in  the 
service  of  our  sensual  appetites  and  passions:  and 
of  all  men  the  cool  calculating  sinner,  whom  neither 
passi(m  nor  generous  impulse  evei  diverts  from 
the  one  object  of  his  life,  is  the  meanest  and  most 
despicable  of  men.  There  is  every  day  more 
intellect,  more  reasoning  employed  to  gain  purely 
selfish  objects,  wealth,  place  or  power,  than,  if 
riglitly  directed,  would  be  needed  to  gain  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven  and  convert  the  earth  into 
a  paradise.  To  say  nothing  of  great  merchants 
and  manufacturers,  whose  brains  are  constantly 
exercised  to  the  fullest  possible  extent,  we  can 
see  it  in  burglars,  forgers,  thieves  and  swindlers. 
These  criminals  oft<'n  show  rare  powers  of  mind, 
extraordinary  ingenuity,  skill,  and  dexterity,  and 
tax  their  understanding  far  beyond  what  is  need- 
ed to  attain  to  eminence  in  religion  and  morality, 
and  their  gains  are  really  only  losses.  These  men 
are  slaves  to  their  sensual  nature,  in  point  of  fact, 
as  much  as  those  who  are  wedded  to  vicious  habits 
which  tend  to  deaden  rather  than  strengthen  the 
intellect.  But  in  both  cases  the  will,  properly  so 
called  is  weak,  and  wants  firmness  to  will  the 
higher  good,  and  the  intellect  is  employed  only 
in  the  service  of  ingenuity.  In  both,  the  higher 
lowers  the  lower,  and  the  result  is  sin  and  misery, 
both  for  the  in  dividual  and  for  society. 

Yet  religion,  subjectively  considered,  is  an  act, 
an  act  of  the  intellect  and  will,  not  a  sentiment, 
understanding  as  I  do  by  sentiment  an  internal 
affection  of  the  sensibility  or  sensitive  nature.  But 
this  does  not  deny  it  to  be  love.  The  Greeks 
recognized  two  loves,  called  in  their  mythoh^gy 
JEros  and  A)itero»,  and  I  suppose  all  cultivated 
nations  do  the  same  in  principle.     There  is  love 
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as  an  net,  and  love  as  a  sentiment.  Tlie  senti- 
mental love,  which  depends  on  the  sensibility,  ac- 
CDrdiug  to  modern  psychology,  mimics  or  imitates 
the  rational  love,  as  the  sensible  always  mimics 
or  imitates  the  intelligible,  and  hence  called  by 
Plato,  Clemens  Alexandrinus,  St.  Athanasius,  and 
some  modern  writers,  mimerh,  a  Greek  word  signi- 
fying imitation,  or  representation,  as  representing 
or  symbolizing  a  higher  reality  than  itself.  But 
the  two  loves  are  in  reality  widely  different.  In 
the  one  the  person  is  passive,  or  subjected,  in  the 
other  the  person,  le  moi,  is  free  and  active.  Hence 
we  are  told  to  make  an  acl  of  love,  as  I  have  al- 
ready shown.  It  is  an  act  of  free  will:  and  an 
act  of  free  will  is  not  an  impulse  nor  an  emotion, 
but  an  act  of  the  will  from  a  rational  motive, 
therefore  in  creatures  with  limited  intellect  like 
man,  an  act  of  deliberation.  God  has  free  will, 
and  creation  is  an  act  of  free  will,  as  are  all  His 
acts  ud  ixtra,  but  in  Him  there  is  no  deliberation, 
because  His  being  is  perfect  and  all  His  attributes 
arc  infinite;  He  has  no  imperfection,  therefore  no 
need  of  deliberation. 

But  it  is  not  necessary  to  suppose  that  the  ra- 
ti(mal  love,  because  an  act  of  free  will  and  from  a 
rational  motive,  is  therefore  cold  or  dry,  in  which 
the  heart  has  no  share,  or  that  it  is  the  product  of 
pure  intellect,  without  any  affection  of  the  soul. 
A  sentimental  love  for  God,  His  Blessed  Mother, 
or  the  Saints  in  glory,  is  not  possible,  for  He  is 
never  an  object  of  sense,  and  they  are  no  longer 
so.  God  is  spiritually,  not  sensibly  apprehended, 
and  efforts  by  imagination  to  work  up  in  our- 
selves a  sort  of  sentimental  love  for  Him  or  for 
them  are  vain.  To  do  our  best  we  can  only  con- 
jure up  and  embrace  an  empty  shade.  The  sen- 
timental love  is  possible  only  in  cases  of  objects 
that  can.  be  sensibly  represented.  God  who  is 
spirit,  and  glorified  Saints  who  are  spirits,  can  be 
loved  only  with  a  spiritual  or  rational  love.  This 
love  may  or  may  not  be  accompanied  by  sensible 
emotions  and  delights,  but  whether  so  or  not,  it 
remains  unaffected,  and  equally  acceptable.  What 
our  spiritual  writers  call  sensible  devotion  is  no 
part  of  the  prayer  or  worship,  and  is  neither  to  be 
sought  nor  rejected.  We  are  never  to  be  elated 
as  if  more  pleasing  to  God  when  we  experience 
it,  or  depressed  as  if  unacceptable  to  Him  when 
we  experience  it  not.  It  is  no  assurance,  as  Meth- 
odism fondly  imagines,  that  we  are  in  favor  with 
God  when  we  have  it,  and  no  intimation  that  we 
are  out  of  favor  with  Him  when  we  have  it  not. 
Perhaps  its  absence  rather  than  its  presence  is  the 
mark  of  divine  favor,  for  it  is  through  this  satan 


opei-ates,  and  puffi  up  the  soul  with  spiritual 
pride,  checks  the  growth  f)f  grace,  and  ends  by 
ruining  the  soul.  The  greatest  Saints  are,  per- 
haps, those  who  suffer  the  most  from  aridities  in 
prayer. 

Yet  sentimental  or  sensible  pleasures  are  not 
the  only  pleasures  the  soul  can  taste,  nor  its  high- 
est, but  its  lowest  pleasures.  The  rational  love  of 
God  gives  a  joy,  a  rapture  to  the  soul  that  it  never 
experiences  from  any  sentimental  love.  The  bliss 
of  all  love  is  in  proportion  as  it  rises  above  the 
sentimental,  and  rests  in  the  rational,  or  as  it  be- 
comes an  act  of  reason,  an  offering  of  free  will. 
The  sentiments  all  originate  in  the  wants  of  the 
soul,  and  love  as  a  sentiment  is  rather  the  need 
the  soul  experiences  of  loving  or  being  loved, 
than  love  itself  It  is  a  craving,  not  a  satisfac- 
tion of  the  soul,  and  hence  marriages  prompted 
by  sentiment  alone  prove  unhappy,  unless  fol- 
lowed by  mutual  esteem  and  respect,  or  what  I 
call  rational  love.  God  does  not  bless  such  mar- 
riages, Ijccause  they  are  not  made  in  Him,  and 
imply  no  rational  love.  St.  Theresa  for  eighteen 
years,  it  is  said,  found  no  sensible  cor.solation 
in  her  prayers,  but  she  persevered,  loved  God 
with  her  reason  and  will,  gave  Him  her  noblest 
faculties,  even  herself,  and  I  am  far  from  believ- 
ing those  eighteen  years  were  years  of  misery. 
Her  happiness  was  far  greater  and  more  joyous 
than  she  could  have  derived  from  every  sensible 
delight.  The  suffi.-ring  and  sorrow  of  the  Saints 
are  joy  in  comparison  with  the  highest  pleasures 
ever  experienced  from  sensual  delight.  There  is 
a  rapture  in  loving  and  serving  God  even  when 
He  hides  His  face  from  us,  and  tries  us  la  the  fur- 
nace of  affliction. 

I  conclude,  therefore,  by  reasserting  that  relig- 
ion or  piety  is  a  rational  act,  and  therefore  that 
it  demands  not  ignorance,  but  intelligence,  for 
the  will  cannot  act  without  intelligence,  and  the 
greater  the  intelligence,  other  things  being  equal, 
the  greater,  the  more  enduring  the  piety,  and 
the  richer  its  rewards. 


Ordination. — On  the  21st  of  December  the 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  Henni,  of  Milwaukee,  con- 
ferred the  Holy  order  of  priesthood  on  Rev, 
Jlessrs.  Thomas  Carry,  Joseph  Moder,  Joseph 
Katzer,  James  F.  Kinsella  and  N.  Mocs,  for  the 
diocese  of  Milwaukee,  and  Rev.  H.  Groll,  for  the 
arch  diocese  of  St.  Louis.  The  ordination  took 
place  in  the  chapel  of  Saint  Francis'  Seminary. 
—  Guardian. 
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SAINT  JOHN'S  EYE.-In  Two  Parts. 
ET  Mr.s.  a:s>;a  u.  dorset. 

[CONTINXED.] 

PART  n. — Legem)  of  Robert  of  Sicily — The 
JIaoxificat. 

King  Robert  of  Sicily,  the  brother  of  Pope  Ur- 
ban, and  of  the  Emperor  VaUoiond,  was  a  prince 
of  great  valor  and  renown,  but  he  was  so  prond, 
hanghty  and  impatient,  that  he  would  not  bend 
his  knee  in  adoration,  even  before  Heaven  itself, 
but  would  sit  while  others  knelt,  twisting  and 
twirling  his  beard  between  his  fingers,  and  look- 
ing from  one  side  to  the  other,  with  the  most  in- 
different air  during  the  most  solemn  services  of 
the  Church. 

One  evening,  on  the  Feast  of  Saint  John,  the 
King,  attended  by  his  Chaplain  and  a  number  of 
his  courtiers  was  present,  in  the  cathedral,  at  Ves- 
pers. He  WHS  enguged  as  nsual,  toying  with  his 
great  beard,  and  in  gazing  impatiently  about  him, 
when  bis  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  cer- 
tain words  of  the  M-ignifiait  which  were  sung  by 
the  choristers  more  sweetly  and  impressively  than 
the  rest  of  the  solemn  hymn.  The  words  were 
these :  Ikposuit  potentes  de  itede :  et  ex iltavit  hu- 
miles.  As  tiie  King  was  too  great  a  soldier  to 
have  a  knowledge  of  Latin,  he  asked  his  Chap- 
lain, who  was  near  him,  the  signification  of  those 
words,  who  forthwith  told  him. 

"It  is  a  beautiful  expression,"  be  said,  with  a 
scornful  smile  ;  "  but  no  better  than  an  old  song, 
since  it  is  n()t  easy,  lor  instance,  to  lower  a  man 
like  myself,  and  put  into  his  place  one  of  those 
mist-rable  creatures,  called  humble." 

The  Chaplain,  without  doubt,  through  pure  as- 
tonishment and  horror,  did  not  answer  him,  but 
with  a  sigh  resumed  his  devotions,  white  the 
King,  tired  of  the  service,  overcome  with  the 
heat,  and  wishing  to  get  rid  of  the  rest  of  the  sa- 
cred office,  went  to  sleep.  After  awhile,  he  who 
sat  "  upon  the  scat  of  the  mighty"  was  aroused  as 
he  thought  by  the  noise  of  the  organ,  but  in  real- 
ity by  the  buzzing  of  a  large  fly  in  his  ear,  and 
awoke  in  a  more  impatient  humor  than  ordinary, 
and  was  preparing  to  give  furious  vent  to  his  dis- 
pleasure, when  he  perceived,  to  his  astonishment, 
that  the  cathedral  was  empty.  His  ranjesty  was 
alone ;  every  one  had  gone  away  except  an  old, 
deaf  woman,  who  was  turning  the  cushiims  and 
dusting  the  chairs.  He  called  to  her,  but  finding 
that  she  paid  no  attention  to  him,  he  shouted  an- 


grily and  loudly  to  her,  but  in  vain.  Then,  as 
Avell  as  his  rage  and  surprise  would  allow  him,  he 
began  to  endeavor  to  see  if  he  could  leave  the  ca- 
thedral alone  and  without  being  preceded  by  a 
dozen  dignitaries  of  his  court ;  but  when  the  old 
woman,  who  looked  up  at  the  iiwment  and  saw 
him,  perceived  what  he  was  after,  she  shouted : 
"  Thietes  !  thieres  /"  and  ran  out,  shutting  the  great 
door  after  her.  King  Robert  looked  at  the  iron- 
mailed  door  in  silence;  then  his  eyes  wandered 
all  around  the  empty  cathedral ;  last,  he  looked 
at  himself,  and  saw  that  not  only  was  his  ermine 
mantel  gone,  but  the  jeweled  diadem  from  his 
brow,  and  the  magnificent  genw  from  his  fingers. 
"  There  have  indeed  b<:en  thieves  here,"  he  mur- 
mured, while  he  became  pale  with  rage  and  shame. 
"It  is  a  conspiracy,  a  revolt!  It  is  the  work  of 
that  holy  traitor,  the  Dake.  Ho!  without  there ! 
open  the  door  for  the  King !"  he  cried  in  furious 
tones. 

"  For  the  high  constable  l"^  said  a  jeering  voice 
from  the  other  side  of  the  door:  "You  are  a  jolly 
subject  for  him !"  The  King  did  not  speak.  "  You 
think,"  continued  the  voice,  **to  escape  by  using 
the  name  of  the  King,  after  having  hid  here  to 
steal  his  treasures  ;  but  I  will  prevent  that ;  you 
are  ray  prisoner." 

The  King  said  nothing ;  and  the  voice  continued 
to  rail  at  him:  "I  see  you  there  under  the  great 
arch.  The  faces  you  make  are  like. those  of  a  rat 
in  a  trap.  How  do  you  find  yourself?"  Now  we 
do  not  know  whether  King  Robert  was  of  the 
blood  of  that  Norman  Chief  who  threw  the  horse 
of  his  foe  to  the  earth  by  a  single  blow  of  his 
sword,  but  this  is  certain,  that  the  only  response 
that  he  made  to  the  voice  was  to  throw  with  fury 
and  force  his  enormous  foot  against  the  door  to 
force  it  open  in  the  face  of  his  enemy.  The  Sac- 
ristan (for  it  was  he)  felt  as  if  a  horse  had  given 
him  a  blow  in  the  face,  and  vanished,  while  the 
King,  as  soon  as  his  sense  of  dignity  permitted, 
started  to  go  home  to  his  palace,  which  was  very 
near. 

"  Well !"  said  the  porter,  "  what  do  you  want  ?" 

"  Get  out  of  the  way,  insolent  wretch  !"  vocifer- 
ated the  King,  thrusting  open  the  door  with  the 
strength  of  a  giant. 

"  Go  to  the  devil !"  cried  the  porter,  who  was 
also  very  strong,  and  he  repulsed  the  King  with- 
out farther  parley.  The  King,  however,  was  too 
strong  for  him.  He  threw  him  upon  the  ground 
stunned,  and  rushed  into  the  palace  followed  by 
the  irritated  officials.  "Seize  him,"  shouted  the 
infuriated  porter,  recovering  himself 
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"  Touch  me  at  the  peril  of  your  life,"  vocifera- 
ted the  King.  "Looli  at  me,  insolent  wretches  i 
Who  am  I V" 

"An  enraged  beast  and  a  fool ;  that  is  what  you 
are  !'*  cried  the  porter,  advancing  towards  him  ; 
"  and  you're  as  good  as  a  dead  man,  because  you 
have  come  into  the  palace  intoxicated,  and  be- 
cause you  have  struck  the  servant  ot  the  King." 
Just  then  the  guards  arrived,  led  by  an  officer 
who  had  come  to  pay  a  visit  to  his  sweetheart, 
and  who  had  curled  his  hair  before  a  glass.  He 
held  the  small  mirror  in  his  hand. 

"Captain  Francavilla,"  said  the  King,  "is  all 
the  world  gone  mad  ?  Do  you  conspirators  even 
pretend  not  to  recognize  me?  Go  before  me,  sir, 
to  my  royal  apartments;"  and  as  he  spoke  he 
shook  off  his  assailants  as  a  lion  would  a  parcel  of 
troublesome  dogs,  and  moved  forward,  leaving 
them  nearly  speechless  with  fury.  But  Captain 
Francavilla  touched  the  King  softly  with  his  fin- 
ger to  stop  him,  then  looked  fixedly  in  his  face, 
and  said  gently:  "A  madman!"  King  Robert 
snatched  the  glass  from  the  Captain's  hand,  and 
looked  at  his  own  face.     The  face  was  not  his  own. 

It  was  the  face  of  a  stranger,  very  red,  very  vul- 
gar, with  something  in  it,  at  the  same  time,  of 
melancholy  and  foolishness. 

"  By  the  living  God !"  cried  Robert,  "  this  is 
sorcery  !  I  am  transformed  into  the  brutal  like- 
ness of  another !''  And  for  the  first  time  in  his 
whole  life  a  sensation  of  dread  came  over  him, 
but  this  new  feeling  was  not  so  strong  as  his  rage 
and  fury.  It  was  the  fashion  of  those  times  to  be 
lieve  in  sorcery,  therefore  King  Robert  was  not 
singular  in  ascribing  to  the  powers  of  srrcery  that 
which  he  could  not  comprehend ;  but  for  those 
around  him,  who  also  believed  in  the  black  art, 
they  did  not  impute  what  was  going  forward  to 
any  other  cause  than  drunkenness  or  insanity, 
having  seen  enough  of  both  to  know  their  symp- 
toms. Beside-i,  had  they  not  seen  with  their  own 
eyes  the  King  come  from  church  as  usual,  attend- 
ed by  his  retinue,  and  they  were  ready  to  burst 
out  laughing  at  the  assumption  of  this  madman, 
who  pretended  to  be  his  royal  majesty. 

"Bring  him  hither!  bring  him  hither!"  ex- 
claimed some  one  from  the  royal  apartments  to 
which  the  noise  had  ascended  :  "  The  King  wishes 
to  see  this  pretender  to  his  throne  !"  With  shouts 
of  derision  they  conducted  Robert  to  the  presence 
chamber,  and  amidst  deafening  peals  of  laughter 
he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  another  King 
Robert,  who  was  seated  upon  his  throne,  and  who 


looked  as  much  like  what  he  had  been  as  he  re- 
sembled what  he  now  was. 

"  Hideous  impostor!"  cried  Robert,  rushing  for- 
ward to  attempt  to  pull  the  King  from  his  throne. 
But  while  the  guards  restrained  him,  the  court 
laughed  louder  than  ever  to  hear  the  word  "hid- 
eous" applied  to  their  handsome  Sovereign  by 
such  a  monster  in  human  shape,  for  never  had  he 
looked  more  nobly  beautiful  than  at  that  moment. 
Again  Robert  sprang  forward,  but  as  if  a  sudden 
paralysis  had  struck  him,  he  stopped  andendeav- 
bred  to  give  vent  to  his  rage,  but  he  could  not 
speak.  The  personage  upon  the  throne  looked 
fixedly  at  him,  and  such  was  the  strange  and  com- 
manding power  of  his  eyes,  that  Robert  thought 
he  was  a  sorcerer,  but  he  felt  more  hatred  than 
fear,  because  he  possessed  indomitaljle  courage. 
But  instead  of  a  sorcerer,  this  personage,  upon 
whose  brow  sparkled  the  diadem  of  Sicily,  was 
AN  ANGEL.  But  the  angel  liad  no  intention  of 
making  himself  known  then,  or  for  a  long  time 
to  come.  However,  he  conducted  himself  on  this 
occasion  as  a  man  of  ordinary  opinions  and  senti- 
ments, although  there  was  a  calm  and  gentle  dig- 
nity blended  with  every  thing  in  his  demeanor, 
which  no  one  had  ever  observed  in  the  King  of 
Sicily  before.  Some  of  the  courtiers  attributed  it 
to  an  instinctively  royal  nature,  which  was  exci- 
ted more  to  pity  than  wrath  by  the  pretensions  of 
the  impostor  ;  but  others  had  seen,  to  th(  ir  great 
surprise,  the  King  stop  suddenly  as  he  was  com- 
ing from  church,  before  the  shrineof  Saint  Thom- 
as, as  if  he  had  been  struck  by  God  for  his  pride 
and  incredulity.  The  news  spread  in  a  few  mo- 
ments, and  was  confirmed  by  an  order  which  came 
from  the  throne  as  soon  as  the  angel  was  seated 
upon  it,  to  make  an  offering  of  unheard-of  value 
to  the  shrine  itself. 

"  Seeing  thou  desirest  so  much  to  be  a  King," 
said  the  new  Sovereign,  addressing  Robert,  "and 
as  thou  art  in  truth  the  King  of  fools,  thou  siialt 
be  crowned.  A  fools-cap  shall  be  thy  diadem,  a 
straw  thy  sceptre,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  court- 
fool  !"  Robert's  tongue  was  not  yet  loosened.  He 
endeavored  in  vain  to  utter  his  disgust  and  defi- 
ance, and  behaved  so  truly  like  a  fool,  not  speak- 
ing, and  making  ridiculous  signs  with  his  fingers, 
pointing  right  and  left,  and  thrusting  them  into 
his  mouth  in  the  vain  endeavor  to  make  them  un- 
derstand his  silence,  but  which  only  excited  fresh 
bursts  of  laughter. 

"  Bring  the  fools-cap !"  said  the  King,  "  in  order 
that  the  King  of  fools  may  be  crowned. 
[to  be  continued.] 
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BEATIFICATION  OF  CHRISTOPHER  COLUX^BUS 

Letter  of  his  Eminence  Oirdiiuil  Donntt,  Arch- 
hinhop  of  BordeniLT,  nildrenacd  to  his  JIAiness, 
jirmjinfj  him  to  introduce  the  eauneof  Christopher 
Columhus. 

AVe  take  from  the  Propagator  Cntholique,  X.  O., 
the  foUowiug  letter  of  one  of  the  most  learned 
ami  influential  members  of  the  French  Hierarchy. 
It  may  surprise  those  who  have  learned  all  the}' 
know  of  the  great  Servant  of  Mary,  Columbus, 
from  Protestant  writers.  Wehave  inEnglislisome 
well  written  brnikson  Columbus;  books  that  will 
always  hold  a  high  place  in  the  esteem  of  Ameri- 
cans, and  in  which  the  authors  give  to  Columbus 
the  full  meed  of  praise  that  they  could  bestow, 
but  in  spite  of  the  well  known  ability  of  these 
•writers,  every  Catholic  in  reading  their  books  has 
perceived  that  they  did  not  comprehend  the 
grand  character  of  the  discoverer  of  America.  Nor 
can  we  blame  them  ;  they  coiUd  not  comprehend 
it  without  faith — no  more  than  could  a  blind 
man  comprehend  what  he  hears  about  liglit.  And 
though  they  cannot  help  alluding  to  the  tender 
devotion  of  Colum!)us  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and 
to  his  sincere  and  simple  Catholic  faith,  they  keep 
them  in  the  background,  and,  as  the  Cardinal 
Archbishop  remarks  even  of  some  Catholic  writ- 
ers, they  study  how  to  lessen  his  size. 

We  hope  some  of  our  enterprising  publishers 
may  bring  out  the  life  of  Columbus  by  Count  Ro- 
selly  de  Lorgues,  alluded  to  in  the  letter  of  his 
Eminence. 

Most  Holt  F.xther: 

As  a  compatriot  and  contemporary  of  the  Vene- 
rable CurC'  of  Ars,  I  had  the  satisfaction  of  fur- 
nishing some  interesting  details  in  the  inquest 
opened  for  his  Cause,  liefore  the  Sacred  Congre- 
g'ltion  of  Rites.  I  had  already  had  the  happiness 
of  seeing  the  heroic  virtues  of  a  simple  country 
girl  consecrated — Germaine  Cousin  who  edified  the 
region  of  country  adjoining  to  my  archdiocese  ;  I 
associated  myself  earnestly  to  the  beatification  of 
Benedict  Labre,  that  voluntary  mendicant  whogave 
alms  to  those  poorer  than  himself.  To  day  I  ask  my- 
self if  it  would  not  be  desirable  that  the  Church, 
after  having  glorified  the  humble,  should  save 
from  forgetfulness  the  grand  and  h.>ly  examples 
given  to  the  world  by  those  in  the  highest  places. 
Without  speaking  of  Urban  V,  of  whose  memory 
France  has  so  many  reasons  to  be  proud ;  of  an 
Archbishop,  Pierre  Berland.  whose  memory  Bor. 
deau.Y  preserves  so  religiously,  and  whom  the  eye- 
witnesses of  Lis  life  and  death  have  long  since 


canonizi'd  ;  shiill  I  be  permi'tcd  to  cdl  the  atten- 
tion of  Your  Holiness  to  the  illustrious  and  pro- 
vidential m:in,  who  devoted  his  existence  to  the 
discovery  of  the  New  World,  and  doubled  the  ex- 
tent of  the  empire  of  Jesus  Christ? 

The  History  of  Christopher  Columbus,  liy  Count 
Roselly  de  Lorgues,  already  known  to  Your  Holi- 
ness, has  come  out,  and  now,  for  the  first  time,  shows 
in  their  true  light  "  the  evangelical  heart,  the  inde- 
fatigable zeal,  the  grand  character  of  this  Mes- 
senger of  Salvation." 

Most  Holy  Father:  since  the  foundation  of  the 
Apostolic  See,  no  Pope,  before  your  Beatitude, 
had  crossed  the  Ocean.  In  former  days,  attached 
to  a  far  distant  Nunciature,  you  traversed 
the  breadth  of  the  Atlantic,  and  braving  the  tem- 
pests of  Cape  Horn,  you  penetrated  even  to 
the  Pacific  Ocean.  It  miy  be  said  that  a  particu- 
lar design  from  on  high  was  preparing  you,  by 
this  navigation,  to  understand  the  labors  of 
Cliristopher  Columbus.  This  voyage,  which  f<»rm3 
a  memorable  event  in  y<Hir  life,  furnishes  you 
with  the  occasion  of  repairing  a  great  injustice 
to  history  and  to  the  Church. 

Up  to  our  days,  no  Catholic  Author  had  com- 
pletely treated  either  of  thy  discovery  of  the  New 
Continent,  or  of  the  role  of  the  man  whom  God 
made  use  of  for  this  great  work.  They  take  posses- 
sion, as  it  were,  of  Christopher  Columbus,  and 
seem  to  endeavor  to  les>en  his  stature.  As  his 
virtue  was  too  Christian  for  these  writers,  they 
had  the  design  of  diminishing  the  grandeur  of 
his  acts;  they  labored  to  find  in  him  a  mixture  of 
paltry  devotion,  of  cunning,  and  of  human,  weak- 
ness. Not  content  with  concealing  from  us  the 
sanctity  of  the  end  he  had  in  view,  which  was  the 
secret  of  his  strength,  they  have  travestied  him  as 
a  covetous  and  hypocritical  man.  They  have 
dared  to  attribute  to  him  vices  of  which  his  con- 
temporaries never  had  the  slightest  suspicion.  Such 
like  calumnies  reproduced  by  learned  Societies, 
by  Academies,  prevailed  in  public  opinion> 
and  laid  down  the  law  in  this  matter.  Religion 
thus  found  herself  excluded  from  all  participation 
in  an  enterprise  which  was  her  own  work.  The 
discovery  of  America,  then,  should  be  told,  with 
its  causes  and  the  means  employed  in  accomplish- 
ing it,  omitting  nothing,  changing  nothing,  and 
respecting  all  the  rights  of  truth.  And  it  is  a 
great  honor  for  my  country.  Most  Holy  Father, 
that  you  have  deigned  to  approve  a  work  on  this 
subject,  due  to  the  pen  of  a  Frenchman. 

This  book  has  rendered  a  double  service  to 
Catholicity.     From  the  stand  point  of  science  and 
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enidition,  we  owe  to  it  tliccnrivction  of  numcmus 
errors,  tlic  ru|);^  ration  of  involuntary  forgi-t  fulness, 
or  preme  litatetl  omissions,  tlie  rectific.ition  of 
dates  and  facts  badly  known  and  badly  appreci- 
ated, the  solution  of  questions,  until  then  uncer- 
tain, which  have  admirably  cleared  up  the  history 
of  this  epoch.  In  a  religious  point  of  view,  this 
work  places  in  full  light  the  superiority  of  the 
Church,  her  tutelary  f«)resight,  the  fecundity  of 
her  action,  l)y  demonstrating  that  the  discovery 
of  the  New  Continent  was  the  triumph  of  Catho- 
lic inspiration.  For  the  Church,  in  all  the  grades 
of  her  hierarchy,  took  under  hc^r  hlesseii  patron- 
age the  person  and  ideas  of  Christopher  Columbus. 
She  gave  hospitality,  accorded  her  friendly  medi- 
ation, and  even  lavished  material  aid  on  him  who 
was  repulsed  by  tiaDaats,  courtiers  and  associa- 
tions of  cosmographers. 

The  first  support  of  the  illustrious  Genoese,  were 
the  Religious  of  Saint  Francis  and  Saint  Dominic; 
then  mere  Eoelesiastics  ;  soon  after,  the  Bishops  ; 
an  Archbishop  ;  the  Nuncio  of  the  Holy  See  ;  fi- 
nally the  Sovereign  PontiS"  himself.  Three  Popes 
in  succession,  encouraged  and  blessed  his  under- 
taking. Since  then,  at  divers  times,  fourteen  Car- 
dinals have  been  the  inspiring  advisers  and  pat- 
rons of  the  writers  who  have  extolled  this  great 
servant  of  God.  Thanks  to  the  Sacred  College,  Italy 
did  not  forget  him  when  his  memory  had  almost 
disappeared  from  the  rest  of  Europe.  The  part 
which  Religion  has  taken  in  the  discovery  of  the 
New  Continent  can  never  henceforward  be  a 
brought  in  doubt.  But  if  her  direct  action  upon 
this  event  turns  to  the  glory  of  Catholicity,  on  his 
side,  the  role  which  Columbus  played  is  as  glo- 
rious as  it  is  edifying. 

There  is  nothing  more  aflfectiug  than  the  desti- 
ny of  this  man.  Nowhere  do  we  find  a  vocation 
better  characterized,  a  thought  more  vast,  an  aim 
more  apostolic.  The  discovery  of  the  New  World, 
which  was  said  to  have  been  the  sole  object  of 
his  eflforts,  was  not  the  supreme  end  he  proposed 
to  himself.  For  him  the  success  of  his  undertak- 
ing was  only  the  means  of  carrying  still  further 
the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  of  gaining  for  all 
the  faithful  access  to  the  Holy  Sepulcher.  He 
even  hoped  to  assure  them  of  its  possession 
by  buying  it  with  the  treasures  which  his  con- 
quests were  to  furnish  him ;  he  was,  moreover, 
perfectly  resolved,  if  the  Mussulmans  rejected  his 
oflfcr,  to  deliver  it  by  force  of  arms,  like  Godfrey 
de  Bouillon  and  Tancred.  He  would  then  have 
placed  the  Holy  Land  in  the  hands  of  the  succes- 
sor of  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles. 


Evidently,  Most  Holy  Father,  the  man  whom 
God  charged  witli  placing  the  Old  World  in  com- 
munication witli  the  New,  was  worthy  of  tiiat 
mi.ssion.  And  8  >  Providence  who  had  so  majii- 
festly  protected  him  during  his  first  voyage 
did  not  abandon  him  in  his  ulterior  enter- 
prises. Its  hand  was  shown  in  such  an  obvious 
manner  that  the  most  prejudiced  minds  were 
obliged  to  recognize  it.  The  sigi\s  of  his  mission 
were  so  evident  thit  its  origin  could  not  l)e  con- 
tested. There  are  but  few  lives  in  which  the  su- 
pernatural and  marvelous  are  united  in  such  an 
admirable  manner  as  in  the  life  of  Columbus. 
And,  on  the  other  hand,  how  little  soever  we  pen- 
etrate into  thedepthsof  this  soul,  how  many  aston- 
ishing virtues !  It  was  to  a  heroic  degree  that 
this  man  wa-<  patient,  chaste,  austere  and  merciful. 
Who  more  tlian  he,  ever  practised  humility,  obe- 
dience, resignation,  forgiveness  of  injuries?  Who 
ever,  more  generously  than  he,  assisted  the  poor, 
the  prisoners,  the  sick  whom  he  took  care  of  with 
his  own  hands?  His  last  letter  was  an  act  of 
charity;  he  solicited  the  pardon  of  two  condemned 
persons.  All  that  he  sufl*Lred  happened  to  him  from 
his  love  of  duty.  He  was  persecuted  for  having  de- 
fended the  interests  of  the  lowly  and  the  feeble. 
The  haughty  hidalgos  would  not  pardon  him  for 
protecting  the  Indians,  for  making  them  the  chil- 
dren of  the  Church,  for  withdrawing  them  from 
theiropprcs^ion  in  the  name  of  Christian  equality. 
His  most  ardent  enemies  were  the  employes  whose 
conduct  he  watched  over,  and  whose  misdet-dii  he 
punished.  Not  only  did  he  pardon  his  enemies, 
the  mutinous  seamen  who  threatened  his  life,  but 
when  they,  deprived  of  their  wages  by  the  Gov- 
ernment, were  groaning  in  misery,  his  generosity 
came  to  their  aid.  Forgetting  their  ingratitude, 
and  only  reoiUing  their  misfortune,  he  implored 
the  mercy  of  the  Court  for  them,  borrowed  money 
and  assisted  them  in  spite  of  his  own  destitution. 
Each  trait  of  his  character  is  a  sultject  of  admira- 
tion. The  virtues  of  this  Servant  of  God  attained 
a  degree  so  elevated,  that  the  simple  word  virtue 
is  not  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  opinion  that  has 
been  conceived  of  this  extraordinary  man.  The 
need  of  finding  another  for  this  assemblage  of 
superhuman  qualities  is  felt — it  is  reserved  for 
Your  Beatitude  to  give  it. 

For  six  years  already.  Most  Holy  Father,  this 
book  has  been  spread  by  translations  in  various 
languages.  Opinion  has  had  time  to  manifest  it- 
self. It  is  general  among  Catholics  of  all  nations. 
Persons  of  every  condition,  theologians,  cidefs  of 
Orders,  bishops,  members  of  the  Sacred  College 
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all  recognize  in  him  the  characteristics  of  heroic 
virtue. 

As  Archbishop  of  a  Church  ■which  so  many  in- 
terests bind  to  the  New  World,  and  which  counts 
in  its  metropolitan  jurisdiction  the  bishoprics  of 
the  Antilles;  almost  at  the  gates  of  that  Spain  to 
which  so  many  precious  relations  attach  me ;  be- 
ing the  first  of  the  members  of  the  Episcopate 
that  has  given  an  approbation  to  the  last  work 
published  on  the  life  of  Christopher  Columbus, 
should  not  I  be  permitted  to  place  at  the  feet  of 
Your  Holiness  the  expression  of  the  wishes  of  a 
great  number  of  the  faithful  ? 


NOTICE  or  EECENT  PTJBLIOATIOlfS. 

A  OEXERAL  ni3T0RY0F  THE  CATHOLIC  CHTIRCm 
From  the  comraeiicetnent  of  the  Chriftiau  Era  until  the 
l)resLiit  time;  by  M.  PAbhe  J.  E.  Dinas.  First  Ameri- 
can Kditioii  fjoin  the  li.st  Froncli.  With  an  Introduction 
and  No;e-<  bv  the  Most  Kev.  M.  J.  Spalding,  D.  D.,  Arch- 
bishop or  Ba'tituorc : 

At  any  time  we  would  welcome  a  history  of  the 
Church  written  in  English.  Up  to  this  we  have 
hail  none,  and  we  owe  a  great  debt  of  gratitude 
to  Mr.  O'Shca  for  this  publication.  We  American 
Catholics  have  felt  the  effects  of  the  lack  of  a 
good  Ecclesiastical  History  in  English.  We  have 
felt  it,  individually,  whenever  we  have  wished 
eitlier  to  read  for  our  own  instruction,  or  to  refer 
to  a  history  in  confirmation  of  something  we  may 
have  advanced  ;  we  have  been  obliged  to  have  re- 
course either  to  bigoted  misrepresentations  of  the 
Church,  expressed  in  English,  or  to  reliable  his- 
tories in  French  or  Italian. 

We  have  felt  it  when  speaking  to  others,  espe- 
cially to  our  non-Catholic  brethren,  many  of  whom 
are  j^rejudiced  against  the  Church  by  the  reading 
of  spurious  histories.  Many  of  them  have  ac- 
quired a  vast  amount  of  badly  presented  facts, 
when  they  thought  they  were  stowing  their  minds 
with  historic  truths.  And  this  happened  because 
all  the  histories  in  English  were  full  of  misrepre- 
sentations. Their  reading  and  study  of  history, 
which  should  have  made  them  acquainted  with 
the  Church,  with  her  life  long  struggle  against 
error,  with  her  laboi*s  for  the  civilization  of  the 
nations  of  the  earth,  have  simply  confirmed  them 
in  their  previous  false  notions  of  the  divinely- 
founded  Church,  and  in  many  cases  destroyed  the 
favorable  opinion  they  had  of  Catholicity  from 
their  intercourse  with  Catholic  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances. 

We  woul  I  be  rejoiced  if  this  history  were  to 
have  a  wide  circulation  among  our  Protestant  and 


non  Catholic  brethren,  many  of  whom  are  our 
warm  personal  friends.  We  think  that  the  natu- 
ral disposition  we  liavc,  as  Americans,  to  give  ev- 
ery one  fair  play,  and  to  do  justice  to  all,  will 
place  this  reliable  History  of  the  Ciuirch  on  the 
library  shelves  and  in  the  hands  of  our  intelligent 
reading  brethren  who  are  still  without  the  fold. 

Perhaps  we  are  too  sanguine  in  supposing  that 
what  we  know  some  of  our  non-Catholic  friends 
will  do,  will  be  done  by  Protestants  generally, 
and  that  the  History  will  be  extensively  read,  not 
only  by  Catholics,  but  by  Protestants.  But,  be 
that  as  it  may,  no  well  informed  Catholic,  who  is 
able  to  buy  the  book,  should  be  long  without  it. 
In  every  family  where  there  arc  children  growing 
up,  this  reliable  history  should  be  found,  to  coun- 
teract in  their  minds  the  impressions  made  by  the 
misrepresentations  and  false  statements  which 
they  meet  with  in  the  many  so  called  histories, 
in  magazines,  reviews,  and  almost  emry  publica- 
tion, down  to  "  Our  Correspondents"  of  the  daily 
press. 

Eveiy  young  Catholic  tradesman,  clerk,  physi- 
cian and  lawyer,  should  read  this  History, — nay, 
more,  pore  over  it, — not  only  to  correct  some  of 
the  views  they  may  have  embraced  from  their  pre- 
vious reading  of  unreliable  books,  but  to  be  able 
to  "hold  their  own,"  and  on  high  grounds,  in  any 
conversation  or  discussion  in  which  the  Church  is 
brought  in  question.  If  any  there  are  who  are  not 
able  to  purchase  the  book  they  should  at  least 
procure  it  from  a  public  library.  As  for  Catholic 
Colleges,  Catholic  Institutes  and  Confraternities, 
which  have  libraries  connected  with  them,  they 
cannot,  of  course,  be  without  several  copies  of 
this  able  work.  No  words  of  commendation  from 
the  Ave  Mauia  are  necessary.  We  have  merely 
to  state  that  the  learned  author,  the  Abb6  Darras, 
has  received  a  letter  of  encouragement  from  the 
Holy  Father,  who,  in  the  midst  of  his  afflictions, 
never  fails  to  find  out  and  encourage  every  under- 
taking for  the  good  of  religion.  We  may  add 
that  the  original  work  has  met  with  an  unani- 
mous approval  in  Europe,  and  is  highly  esteemed 
both  by  clergy  and  laity. 

The  translation,  as  published  by  Mr.  O'Shea, 
has  an  advantage  over  the  original,  in  being  en- 
riched by  an  Introduction  from  the  able  pen  of 
the  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  of  Baltimore,  the 
perusal  of  which  we  particularly  recommend. 

The  four  volumes  are  printed  on  good  paper, 
•with  large  type  that  renders  the  reading,  even 
for  poor  eyes,  as  we  can  testify,  agreeable ;  the 
binding  is  solid  and  presents  a  fine  appearance, 
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eitlier  on  centre-table,  or  on  the  shelvesof  a  book- 
stand. 

Mr.  O'Shca  has  lately  published  several  other 
works,  of  which  we  hope  to  speak  in  the  next 
number  of  the  Ave  Maria.     They  are  : 

The  Spirit  of  Saint  Francis  of  Sales,  translated 
from  the  French  of  Bishop  Camus.  P.  O'Shea, 
27  Barclay  Street,  New  York. 

I'/ie  Manual  of  the  Iinnmeulate  Conception: 
Approved  by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  New 
York. 

Rosa  Mystica  ;  by  Marie  Josephine.  P.  O'Shea, 
27  Barclay  Street,  New  York. 


OHILDSEN'S  DEPARTMENT. 


The  NoRTnwESTEEN  Ciieokicle. — The  sixth 
number  of  this  new  Journal  is  the  first  we  have 
seen,  although  it  is  no  fault  of  the  Editor  of  that 
paper  that  the  previous  number  did  not  reach 
us,  and  in  welcoming  this  reinforcement  to  the 
Catholic  press,  we  have  to  offer  our  excuses  to 
M.  Devereux,  the  well-knowm  enterprising  intel- 
ligent Editor,  for  not  noticing  it  before. 

This  paper,  edited  by  a  Catholic,  has  a  genuine 
Catholic  toue ;  and  at  the  same  time  gives  all 
the  general  news  of  the  county.  The  interests  of 
the  farmers,  the  brave  pioneers  of  our  Western 
Progress,  are  particularly  attended  to,  and  the 
paper  merits  the  patronage  of  every  family  in  the 
great  Northyrest.  Minnesota  should  be  proud 
of  her  Catholic  paper;  and  as  the  interests  of 
one  part  of  our  great  Union  are,  or  should  be,  the 
interests  of  all,  the  circulation  of  such  a  live 
Catholic  paper  will  not,  we  feel  assured,  be  con- 
fined to  the  Northwest. 


On  Monday  morning  at  10  o'clock  the  funeral 
obsequies  of  the  late  Rev.  E.  P.  Corcoran  were 
celebrated  at  the  Cathedral.  Rev.  Mr.  Gillmore 
sang  the  Requiem  Mass ;  Revs.  Driscoll,  Calla- 
ghan  and  Hally  acting  as  Dtacon,  Sub  Deacon 
and  Master  of  Ceremonies,  respectively.  A  num- 
ber of  the  priests  of  the  diocese.  Rev.  Dr.  Pabisch, 
and  many  of  the  Seminarians  from  Mt.  St.  Mary's 
occupied  places  in  the  Sanctuary. 

After  Mass,  Right  Rev.  S.  II.  Rosecrans  per- 
formed the  funeral  rites,  after  which  he  preached; 
speaking  in  the  highest  conmrtndatoiy  terms  of 
the  many  good  qualities  and  virtues  of  the  de- 
ceased ;  depicting  the  high  responsibilities  and 
duties  of  the  good  priest,  and  the  merited  grati- 
tude and  reverence  of  the  laity  for  him  ;  and  stat- 
ing that  such  was  the  character  of  Father  Corco- 
ran. He  said  he  had  intimately  known  him  both 
before  and  after  his  ordination,  and  recognized 
in  him  a  good  Christian  and  a  zealous  and  per- 
fect priest.  Witliout  exaggeration  or  a  depart- 
ure from  the  truth,  said  he,  it  can  be  asserted  that 
he  has,  in  the  flower  of  his  age,  died  a  martyr  to 
his  duties.     litquiescat  in  pace. — Cath.  lelegraph. 


For  the  Ave  M*mi, 

TO  MARY. 

BY  PAXniCK  MOHAN. 

Mary,  ^lary.  Mother  most  holy, 

Refuge  of  sinners  humble  and  mild; 
Mary,  Mary,  strength  of  the  lowly. 
Look  upon  me  your  penitent  child  ; 
With  thee,  O  Mary,  fain  would  I  be, 
Sancta  Maria,  Ora  pro  me. 

Mary,  Mary,  pattern  of  meekness, 

Virtue's  reward,  dispenser  of  grace; 
Mary,  Mary,  pity  my  weakness. 

Guard  me  from  sin,  my  troubles  displace; 
To  thee,  pure  Mary,  fondly  I  flee, 
Virgo  Virginum,  Ora  pro  me. 

Mary,  Mary,  Heaven's  bright  portal, 
Succor  I  pray  thee  bring  unto  me ; 
Mary,  Mary,  hear  a  weak  mortal. 

Prostrate  in  prayer,  he  calls  upon  thee; 
Where  thou  art,  Mary,  there  would  I  be, 
Janua  C(eli,  Ora  pro  me. 

Amen. 
CtjLDAFP,  Ennishowen,  Co.  Donegal,  Ireland. 


SAINT  ANNE  D'AUEAY. 

No  one  has  ever  been  in  Brittany  and  not 
brought  away  with  him  a  great  veneration  for  the 
Mother  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  dear  Saist  Akxe  ; 
and  as  you  have  gone  as  far  as  Guingamp,  where 
I  left  you  praying  some  time  ago,  I  do  not  want 
you  to  leave  Brittany  without  having  your  devo- 
tion to  good  Saint  Anne  considerably  augmented. 

I  think  I  am  doing  you  justice  to  suppose 
that  you  will  make  the  pilgrimages  in  spirit  as 
well  aud  as  piously  when  you  go  from  place  to 
place  by  rail  or  in  stage-coach,  as  you  would  were 
you  to  take  the  pilgrim's  staff  and  go  on  foot. 

Now,  as  many  of  you  as  can  conveniently  stow 
yourselves  away  in  a  French  stage  coach  may  get 
ready  and  come  with  me  from  Guingamp  to  Saint 
Brieuc ;  the  rest  may  remain  at  Guingamp  until 
we  get  back.  An  hour's  ride  will  bring  us  to 
that  antique-looking  modern  city.  As  the  train 
stops  we  see  a  nuniber  of  caps  aud  bonnets  and 
broad  brimmed  hats  looking  over  the  railing 
that  separates  the  outside  world  from  the  rail- 
road track.  They  are  looking  for  friends  who 
are  to  arrive  by  this  train,  I  suppose.  As  we  make 
our  way  with  the  other  passengers  through  the 
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liltic  gate,  wliore  a  polite,  gentlemarily,  smiling 
employe  takes  our  tickets,  every  Ixidy  is  saying 
how  d'ye  do  to  somebody,  and  shaking  hands  and 
embracing.  We  take  one  of  the  coaches  waiting 
there — the  one  for  Napoleonville  or  Pontivy. 
That  coach  has  a  fine  driver;  he  is  the  pink  of 
drivers,  and  the  way  he  starts  off  his  team  from 
before  the  Hotel  du  Lion  Rouge,  is  an  example 
for  stage  drivers  in  general,  a  source  of  admiia- 
tion  to  the  stable  boys,  and  a  warning  to  all  the 
pigs  and  dogs  to  clear  the  track  as  expeditiously 
as  possible. 

IJe  has  a  jaunty  air — he  has — and  his  name  is 
Mathurin ;  and  Mathurin  can  make  the  long 
road  from  Saint  Brienc  to  Pontivy  seem  short, 
very  short,  indeed,  and  when  you  get  to  your  jour- 
ney's end,  you  almost  regret  you  have  not  still 
some  miles  to  go — although  your  bones  ache  from 
the  jolting  on  the  way. 

Mathurin  sees  at  a  glance  that  we  want  a  coach  ; 
and  with  a  pleasant  smile  and  a  crack  of  his  whip, 
he  indicates  his  stage,  at  the  same  time  mention- 
ing its  destination  and  the  intermediate  villages 
and  towns.  We  get  up  on  frout  with  Mathurin  ; 
we  can  see  the  c  mntry  better  from  that  seat  than 
we  could  from  the  inside;  and  besiles  we  can 
talk  with  Mathurin  ;  and  he  knows  every  house 
and  dog  along  the  road. 

"  Is  it  that  the  gentlemen  will  go  all  the  way 
to  Pontivy?"  he  asks  of  us.  "All  the  way,  and 
further  too,"  we  reply.  "Ah  !  the  gentlemen  in- 
tend to  take  the  train  at  Napoleonville  V"  "Yes, 
weare going  to  Saint  Anne  d'Auray."  "It  is  weH — 
the  gentlemen  will  have  a  tine  voyage,  and  will 
see  a  beautiful  shrine.  I  have  been  to  St.  Anne 
d'Auray  several  times." 

This  dialogue  is  going  on  as  we  rattle  over  the 
paved  streets  of  St.  lirii  uc  from  the  depot  to  the 
hotel,  and  wc  have  to  roar  out  at  the  top  of  our 
voice  in  order  to  make  ourselves  heard  above  the 
rattling  of  the  wheels  over  the  rough  stones. 

Mathurin  draws  up  his  bays  in  line  style  before 
the  hotel ;  other  passengers  get  inside,  and  off  we 
start;  the  bi.k,'r,  with  a  paper  cap  on  his  head, 
standing  in  his  door  and  looking  at  us;  and  a 
lot  of  little  boys  clapping  their  hands,  and  excit- 
ing a  little  dog  to  renewed  activity  in  the  efforts 
he  is  making  to  head  off  the  horses,  by  running 
before  them  and  barking  viciously.  The  horses 
never  mind  him,  they  know  that  that  is  a  favorite 
joke  of  the  little  dog;  and  he  and  they  are  great 
friends,  and  that's  the  way  the  little  dog  takes 
to  wi.>h  his  big  friends,  the  horses,  a  pleasant  time 
and  ton  vuyafje. 


Outside  of  the  town — city,  I  should  say — we 
fortunately  leave  the  paved  streets  behind  us,  and 
drive  on  a  smooth,  even  road.  And  here  Mathu- 
rin, after  sobering  down  his  horses  to  a  regular 
stage  coach  trot,  resumes  conversation  ;  while  he 
lays  aside  his  whip,  takes  out  his  blugm,  and  fills 
a  short  pipe  with  rather  strong  smoking-tobacco. 

"  Gentlemen  have  no  objection  to  smoking?" 
says  Mathurin,  as  he  rubs  a  match  on  the  leather 
cover  he  has  drawn  over  his  knees,  and  le>oking 
at  us,  as  who  should  say:  I  hope  it  will  be  dis- 
agreeable to  no  one,  but  I  know  it  will  be  agree- 
able to  erne,  and  that's  number  one  !  We  have  no 
objeetions,  as  we  are  in  the  open  air,  and  though 
we  do  not  use  the  weed,  wc  have  no  obiection 
to  the  odor. 

"  Is  it  that  the  gentlemen  would  wish  to  have 
cigars?  Pierrot  sells  very  good  ones — Pierrot  at 
Montcontour,  where  we  shall  soe)n  arrive.  If  the 
gentlemen  should  wish  I  would  stop  at  his  shop." 
But  no,  we  do  not  want  cigars,  and  as  Mathurin 
has  his  pipe  well  lighted,  he  pours  forth  a  double 
stream  of  words  and  smoke,  interrupting  his  con- 
versation with  us  to  say  bjn  jour  to  every  way- 
iarer  that  passes  by,  and  to  give  an  unearthly 
"j/e-i'itp'  to  his  horses,  or  gontly  touch  them  up 
withhiswhip  which  he  also  uses  to  cut  a  way  at  every 
dog  that  dares  to  approach  within  cutting  dis- 
tance. 

"And  so  you  have  been  at  Saint  Anne  d'Auray  ?" 
we  say  to  him,  when  conversation  about  the  houses 
along  the  road  and  the  families  that  live  in  them 
begins  to  flag.  " Main  021/',  of  course  I  have,  sir! 
every  good  Breton — and  every  bad  one,  too,  fur 
that  matter — makes  the  pilgrimage  to  good  Saint 
Anne.  We  Bretons  would  think  we  could 
not  be  saveel  if  we  didn't  go  at  least  once."  This 
he  says  with  a  smile,  and  yet  more  than  half  se- 
riously; for  though  he  knows  that  what  lie  says  is 
not  an  article  of  faith,  yet  he  really  thinks  that  if 
any  one  were  to  shew  such  co  >lness  in  his  devo- 
tion to  Saint  Aune,  as  not  to  go  to  her  chapel  at 
Auray,  there  would  be  every  probability  of  his 
being  so  remiss  in  all  his  Christian  duties  that 
there  would  be,  in  fact,  but  little  hope  of  his  sal- 
vation. 

"My  own  native  village,"  he  continued,  "is 
Plunet,  only  a  few  leagues  from  Saint  Anne,  and 
the  whole  Parish  goes  to  Saint  Anne  in  proces- 
sion. I  was  but  a  little  boy,  very  young  indeed, 
when  my  good  mother,  who  is  now  with  Saint 
Anne  in  heaven,  took  me  with  her — it  was  most 
pleasant,  the  pilgrimage.  Monsieur  le  Cur6  would 
announce  several  days  before  the  Feast  of  Saint 
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Anne,  that  if  tlie  crops  were  all  gathered  in,  and 
securt'd  from  bad  weather,  our  parish  would  go  to 
Saint  Anne.  Not  that  it  was  necessary  for  M.  le 
Cur6  to  announce  it,  for  every  body  knew  it  as 
well  as  he,  and  all  we  little  ones  at  home  had 
been  talking  to  know  which  of  us  would  be  per- 
mitted to  go,  and  which  should  have  to  stay  at 
home  to  mind  the  cows  and  horses. 

"Then  on  the  morning  of  the  Festival  we 
assemljled  in  the  Church  to  say  morning  prayers, 
and  then  the  little  choir-boys  put  on  their  red 
cassocks  and  white  surplices,  and  one  boy,  bigger 
than  the  rest,  carried  the  Cross.  He  went  at  the 
head  of  the  procession,  with  a  little  gar  at  each 
side  0L|]im.  And  then  M.  le  Cur6  entoned  a  hymn, 
and  t!ie  big  Sacristan,  with  a  bass  voice,  that 
sounded  as  if  it  were  coming  out  of  a  cider  barrel, 
struck  in,  and  tlien  all  the  people  sang  together, 
and  thus  singing  thoy  formed  into  procession ;  the 
Vicaire  going  aljout  here  and  there,  getting  the 
boys  into  their  ranks,  and  pushing  this  old  man 
into  his  place,  and  that  girl  into  her  place,  and 
singing  at  the  top  of  his  voice  the  whole  blessed 
time." 

"  You  must  start  early  to  get  to  Saint  Anne's 
for  Mass."  "  Why,  yes  sir — though  for  that  mat- 
ter, as  we  liad  the  Cur6  along  with  us,  they  could 
not  begin  Mass  till  we  got  there.  We  started  very 
early,  and  you  know  in  the  line  summer  morning 
of  July  it  is  light  very  early  indeed,  and  we  would 
arrive  at  Saiut  Anne's  at  least  by  eight  o'clock. 
Then  M.  le  Cur6  said  Mass  for  us;  and  all  except 
the  little  ones  who  had  not  yet  made  their  first 
Communion,  went  to  holy  Communion ;  then  M. 
le  Vicaire  said  the  Mass  of  thanksgiving,  and  after 
that  we  gathered  around  the  fouulain,  and  took 
our  breakfast  in  the  open  air — I  used  to  think 
that  so  nice. 

"After  breakfast  we  loitered  around  the  bootlis 
where  they  sold  pictures  and  medals.  My  mother 
always  took  me  to  tlie  Scala  Sancta,  and  afterwards 
to  the  court  yard  behind  the  Chui'ch,  where  there 
is  the  Way  of  the  Cross,  and  we  made  the  Way  of 
the  Cross  in  remembrance  of  Jesus.  Towards  even- 
ing we  returned  to  our  village,  and  every  soul  of 
us  felt  happy  and  rejoiced  at  having  made  the 
Pilgrimage  to  Saint  Anne  d'Auray." 

Here  Mathurin  gave  a  smart  cut  of  his  whip  to 
the  horses,  who  had  taken  advantage  of  his  long 
account  to  slacken  their  pace. 

"  It  is  a  beautiful  story,"  he  continued,  "  the 
appearance  of  Saiut  Anne  to  Yves  Nicolazic.  In 
the  long  winter  evenings  wheu  we  all  used  to 
gather  round  the  kitchen  fire  after  supper,  my 


father  ofu-n  told  U3  how  Saint  Anne  appeared  to 
Nicolazic.  and  about  the  many  miracles  that  Saint 
wrought  in  Keranna."  '' Kur  Anna — what  does 
Jeer  mean »"  "  Ker,  Mtssicurs,  means  village ;  Ker 
Anna — the  village  of  Anna.  Yeioup!  you  beasts! 
get  along!  here  we  are  at  M(mtcontour  !  there  you 
see  the  town  on  that  higli  hill  to  thejeft.  My 
horses  are  very  thankful,  no  doubt,  not  to  l)e 
obliged  to  draw  us  up  there — we  do  but  go  around 
the  base  of  the  hill,  where  we  will  change  horses, 
and  leave  the  mail." 

After  changing  horses  we  start  oflF  again.  Ma- 
thurin with  another  pipe  of  tobacco  in  full  blast, 
which  he  smokes  to  replace  the  cigars  which  we 
did  not  buy.  Having  settled  himself  well  down 
in   the   seat,  he   takes  up   his  interrupted  story. 

"The  village  of  Saint  Anne  is  in  the  parish  of 
Pluneret,  about  thrcvi  leagues  from  Vannes,  which 
you  know  is  the  chief  department  of  Morbilian, 
where  Mouseigneur  lives,  and  which  long  ago  was 
the  residence  of  the  Dukes  of  Brittany.  Aljout  a 
league  from  Saint  Anne  is  the  town  of  Auray, 
where,  if  you  stop,  you  will  see  the  ruin  of  an  old 
castle  ;  it  was  in  this  town  there  was  a  great  bat- 
tle between  Jean  de  Montfort,  and  Charles  de 
Blois,  in  which  battle  Charles  lost  his  life,  and 
Jean  de  Montfort  gained  a  complete  victory.  My 
father  used  to  tell  me  about  the  battles  that  took 
place  when  Brittany  was  a  Duch}-.  and  before  it 
was  united  to  France  ;  and  later  still  there  was  a 
battle  where  many  were  killed,  and  a  monument 
bae  been  erc'cted  to  them  near  Chartreuse, — those 
who  were  killed  then  are  called  the  Victims  of 
Quiberon. 

"  Many  years  ago  there  was  a  chapel  erected  to 
Saint  Anne  in  this  place,  and  that  is  why  it  is 
called  Keranna,  You  gentlemen  who  have  read 
history  know  well  that  the  Gospel  was  preached 
in  this  country  in  the  first  a^s  of  the  Church. 
Monsieur  le  Cur6  often  told  us  that  Saint  Clair, 
the  first  Bishop  of  Nantes  converted  the  inhabi- 
tants around  Auray,  iu  the  third  century,  and 
about  a  hundred  years  after  Saint  Patern  was 
made  first  Bishop  of  Vannes.  It  must  have  been 
at  this  time  that  the  devotion  to  Saint  Anne  be- 
gan in  these  parts,  and  that  a  chapel  was  built  at 
Keranna  ;  but  towards  the  end  of  the  seventh 
century,  at  the  death  of  the  good  King  Judicagl, 
the  country  was  ravaged  by  bands  of  rude  soldiers 
and  the  cliapel  was  destroyed. 

"The  Chapel  remained  in  ruins  untilthe seven- 
teenth century,  and  at  that  time — that  is  in  1G22 — 
my  father  often  told  us  children  the  story — in 
1632    tomething  wonderful   happened   in  these 
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ruins.  They  were  in  a  field  which  the  people  call 
Boccnneu  or  Btxienno,  and  though  it  was  easy 
enough  to  dig  the  field  up  and  hoe  it,  it  was  im- 
possible to  plow  it.  They  had  tried  to  plow  it 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  times,  and  always  the 
horses  or  oxen  would  get  scared,  would  turn  around 
and  try  to  run  away,  and  if  they  were  forced  to 
go  on  they  would  turn  back  and  kick,  and  break 
plow  and  harness. 

"  This  field  was  cultivated  by  a  good  man  whose 
name  was  Yves  Nicolazic;  he  was  very  pious,  and 
had  great  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  to 
SaintjVnne.  Whoever  met  him  on  the  road  always 
found  him  saying  his  beads;  and  he  was  always 
chosen  to  settle  any  disputes  that  might  arise 
among  his  neighbo^.  Now  one  night — it  was 
midnight — Yves  saw  a  bright  light  in  his  house, 
which  seemed  to  come  from  a  wax  candle,  carried 
by  a  hand,  and  no  other  i)art  of  a  body  but  the 
hand  was  visible.  He  saw  it  but  a  short  time — 
about  as  long  as  it  would  take  to  say  two  Patera 
and  two  Avts.  Six  weeks  after,  on  a  Sunday,  after 
sundown,  he  saw  the  same  light  in  the  field  called 
Bocceno;  but  this  time  he  could  not  see  the 
hand,  and  the  light  did  not  remain  so  long  a 
time.  Yves  Nicholazic  thought  that  this  light 
was  to  warn  him  to  pray  for  the  repose  of 
the  soul  of  his  mother,  who  had  died  some 
time  previous;  and  as  he  was  very  zealous 
in  praying  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  he  prayed 
still  harder  for  his  mother.  But  one  night  he 
found  out  what  the  light  really  meant:  That  night 
both  he  and  his  brother  went  out  into  the  field 
to  look  after  their  cattle;  neither  knew  at  first 
that  the  other  was  out,  but  both  as  they  came  back 
had  to  drive  their  cattle  over  a  small  stream  com- 
ing from  a  spring  where  now  there  is  the  fount- 
ain of  Saint  Anne.  There  they  met,  and  were 
just  going  to  speak  to  each  other,  when  all  of  a 
sudden  their  cattle  became  frightened  and  turned 
and  ran  away.  What  was  the  matter?  they  could 
see  nothing  from  where  they  were;  they 
went  forward  and  separated  the  branches,  and 
there,  right  before  their  eyes,  they  saw  a  noble  ! 
lady,  of  great  beauty  and  majesty,  who  was  look- 
ing towards  the  fountain.  She  was  dressed  in  a 
robe  of  dazzling  whiteness,  and  was  surrounded 
by  a  soft,  clear  light.  At  fii-st  Nicolazic  and  his 
brother  were  frightened,  and  they  both  took  to 
their  heels  and  ran  away.  But  they  soon  became 
ashamed  of  their  cowardly  behavior,  and  as  they 
were  two,  they  plucked  up  courage  enough  be- 
tween them  to  go  back,  but  wlien  they  got  to  the 
spring  the  beautiful  lady  had  disappeared. 


"For  fifteen  months  after  this,  Nicolazic  saw 
this  light  from  time  to  time,  and  never  more  than 
three  weeks  ever  passed  without  his  seeing  some 
apparition.  Every  time  he  would  return  from 
the  fields  after  sunset,  he  would  see  by  his  side 
a  wax  taper  that  lighted  his  way,  and  wlien  the 
wind  blew  the  flame  was  not  disturbed. 

"  Saint  Anne  often  appeared  to  him.  Sometimes 
at  the  fountain,  sometimes  in  his  house,  or  near 
some  stones  which  Nicolazic's  father  had  taken 
from  the  ruins  of  the  old  Chapel.  When  she  ap- 
peared to  him  she  was  always  clothed  in  a  robe  of 
dazzling  white,  she  held  a  taper  in  her  hand,  her 
f(;et  rested  on  a  cloud ;  she  did  not  speak,  but 
looked  upon  Nicolazic  with  an  air  of  q^gled 
majesty  and  benevolence.  At  two  different  times 
Nicolazic  heard  sweet  music  coming  from  the 
ruins,  and  saw  them  at  the  same  time  illuminated 
by  a  soft,  brilliant  light  that  extended  over  the 
village. 

"One  night— it  was  the  25th  of  July  1624,  the 
eve  of  the  festival  of  Saint  Anne — Nicolazic  was 
returning  from  Auray,  where  he  had  been  proba- 
bly to  go  to  Confession,  and  to  consult  the  Capu- 
chin Fathers,  who  had  lately  established  a  house 
of  their  Order  in  that  town.  As  he  was  walking 
along  in  the  dark  night,  saying  his  beads,  he  ar- 
rived at  a  stone  cross,  which  has  since  always 
been  called  "  Nicolazic's  cross,"  he  saw  Saint 
Anne,  as  usual  in  the  brilliant  robe,  surrounded 
by  light,  and  carrying  a  wax  taper.  He  continued 
his  route,  and  the  Saint  followed  him,  lighting 
his  way  until  he  arrived  at  his  house,  when  she 
disappeared, 

"  The  length  of  time  that  this  Apparition  ap- 
peared to  him,  made  him  wish  more  than  ever 
to  know  what  it  all  meant ;  and  his  mind  was  full 
of  all  these  strange  things  that  night,  as  he  watched 
over  the  wheat  that  had  just  been  gathered  in 
and  threshed.  All  at  once,  about  midnight,  a 
strange  sound  caught  his  ear — he  listened,  and 
heard  distinctly  the  steps  of  an  immense  crowd, 
a  confused  murmur  of  many  voices ;  it  was  evi- 
dently a  great  nnmber  of  persons  coming  and  go- 
ing here  and  there,  hither  and  yon.  Perfectly 
amazed  he  went  out  of  the  barn,  to  see  what  was 
the  meaning  of  such  a  crowd  of  persons ;  he  looked 
around — but  could  discover  nothing ;  he  listened, 
but  all  was  still  and  silent.  He  went  out  into 
the  fields,  the  fields  were  deserted  ;  the  night  was 
perfectly  calm ;  a  deep  silence  reigned,  and  he 
could  scarcely  hear  the  slight  breeze  stirring  the 
leaves  of  the  trees  and  ])ushes. 

[to  be  continued.] 
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OTHER   BLOODY   SATELLITES   ENCIRCLING 
THE  RISING  LIGHT  OF  THE  WORLD. 

THE  HOLY  INNOCENTS. 

In  a  previous  article,  we  spoke  of  the  retinue  of 
the  Divine  Child  at  Bethlehem  ;  we  beg  leave  to 
return  once  more  to  the  Holy  Crib ;  for  beside  the 
Prince  of  Martyrs  and  the  Eagle  of  Patmos,  two 
other  Ijeautifiil  memories  encircle  it,  and  call  for 
at  least  a  brief  notice,  if  we  wish  to  form  in  our 
minds  a  comprehensive  view  of  the  sweet  scenery 
presented  to  our  delighted  gaze  at  the  dawning 
"of  the  true  Light,  which  enlighteneth  every 
man  that  comet h  into  this  world." 

On  the  third  day,  the  cradle  of  the  Saviour  ap- 
pears to  us  surrounded  with  a  most  graceful  band 
of  little  ones,  clad  in  snow-white  robes,  and  hold- 
ing in  their  hands  green  palms  of  victory.     The 
Emmanuel  smiles  upon  them:  He  is  their  King; 
and  all  this  little  court  smile  also  upon  the  Church 
of  God.     When  we  first  entered  this  new  court,  it 
was  to  admire  the  fortitude  of  the  Protomartyr, 
and  the  fidelity  of  the  Beloved  Disciple;  now,  the 
innocence  of  a  host  of  dear  little  witnesses  in- 
vites us  to  approach  and  to  listen:  their  history 
is  not  long,  but  thrilling.     The  Evangelist  tells  it 
in  three  verses:    "Heroj^,  seeing  that  he  was  de- 
luded by  the  Wise  Men,  was  exceeding  angry; 
and  sending,  killed  all  the  male  children  that 
were  in  Bethlehem,  and  in  all  the  borders  thereof, 
from  two  years  old  and  under,  according  to  the 
time   which   he  had   diligently  inquired  of  the 
Wise  Men.    Then  was  fulfilled  that  which  was 
spoken  by  the  Prophet  Jereraias,  saying :  a  voice 
in  Rama  was  heard,  lamentation  and  great  mourn- 
ing: Rachel  bewailing  her  children,  and  would 
not  be  comforted,  because  they  are  not." 

Herod  intended  to  envelope  the  Son  of  God 
Himself  within  this  immense  slaughter  of  chil- 
dren. Bethlehem  heard  the  lamentations  of  the 
mothers ;   the  blood  of  the  new-born  babes  over- 


flowed the  country,  but   all   those   eflbrts  of  a 
tyrant  could  not  reach  the  Emmanuel ;  all  they 
could  eflFect  was  to  prepare  a  strong  guard  of  mar- 
tyrs around  the  couch  of  their  King.     Those  chil- 
dren were  unconscious  of  the  honor  conferred  upon 
them  until  the  moment  that  immediately  followed 
their  immolation,  and  revealed  to  them  eternal 
joys,  far  above  those  of  a  world  they  had  passed 
through,  without  knowing  any  of   its  dangers. 
The   God   of  mercy  asked  of   them   but  a  mo- 
mentary suffering,  and  they  awoke  in  the  bosom  of 
Abraham,  for  ever  free  from  man's  cunning  and  all 
trials.    Their  death  is  therefore  a  martyrdom,  and 
the  Church  honors  them  under  the  beautiful  name 
of  "  Flowers  of  the  Martyrs,"  on  account  of  their 
tender  age  and  innocence.    The  society  of  these 
young  lambs  was  not  to  be  met  in  this  guilty 
world,  but  with  the  Lamb  who  taketh  away  the 
sins  of  the  world;  like  the  dove  of  old,  who,  find- 
ing no  place  whereon  to  rest  her  foot,  returned  to 
the  Ark.     Thus  our  merciful  God  dealt  with  the 
Holy  Innocents  as  He  does  daily  in  our  midst  in 
the  Sacrament  of  Regeneration,  so  perfectly  applied 
to  those  little  ones  who  are  no  sooner  baptized 
than  they  fly  off  to  the  bosom  of  their  Heavenly 
Father.     O  parent  whose  heart  on  such  occasions 
would  not  be  comforted  because  those  dear  ones 
"are  not,"  where  is  your  faith?     The  darling 
child  whose  loss  you  lament  is  now  with  the  Holy 
Innocents,  for  ever  happy.     For  naught  in  this 
world  would  he  return  to  your  fond  embrace. 
Had  he  been  left  to    your  affection,  what  would 
you  have  done  with  that  child?     What  are  you 
doing  with  his  brother,  with  his  sister  ?    It  is  not 
enough  to  love  them  much,  unless  you  love  them 
well ;   for  the  poor  dumb  beast  loves  too,  and 
would  expose  its  life  to  protect  its  little  ones.    A 
Christian  parent's  affection  for  his  children  ought 
to  be  as  far  elevated  above  nature  as  Heaven  is 
above  this  valley  of  sorrows;    at  least,  murmur 
not  against  the  most  precious  favors  of  your 
Father  who  is  in  Heaven. 

Thus  the  holiest  affections  of  the  human  heart 
are  continually  exposed  to  changes  as  sudden  as 


;o 


AVE    MARIA 


tliey  arc  overpowering.  In  the  same  hour  n  whole 
family  will  often  touch  the  two  extremes  of  hap- 
piness and  desolation  ;  at  such  hours  of  trial  let 
us  bear  iu  mind  that  whatever  tempests  may  assail 
a  Christian  on  this  dangerous  sea  of  life,  calm 
resignation  to  God's  holy  will  is  a  duty,  and  if  no 
human  hope  remain,  then  it  is  that  our  anchor 
should    be  cast   upward,  in  the   bosom  of  the 

Infinite  Mercy. 

Hut  after  pointing  to  Heaven,  the  Church,  who 
ever  deals  with  us  as  a  tender  Mother,  condescends 
to  sympathize  with  our  human  weakness;  and  in 
this  very  instance  of  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Inno- 
cents, she  bids  us,  by  her  own  example,  to  feel 
for  the  poor  human  heart  under  the  pressure  of 
overwhelming  pain.  Her  maternal  ear  has  caught 
Rachel's  lamentations;  she  respects  her  affliction, 
and  as  an  earnest  of  her  deep  sympathy,  she  stops, 
in  a  great  measure,  all  manifestation  of  the  extraor- 
dinary joy  which  inundates  her  heart  during  the 
octave  of  the  Saviour's  Nativity.  She  prefers  to 
abstain,  in  her  sacred  vestments,  from  the  red  color 
of  the  martyrs,  for  fear  of  reminding  the  desolate 
mother  of  the  blood  which  the  soldier's  sword 
spilt  even  upon  her  bosom;  she  abstains,  likewise, 
from  the  white,  which  is  the  symbol  of  gladness, 
and  therefore  ill  suits  such  poignant  sorrow.  She 
adopts  the  purple  color,  the  emblem  of  sadness  and 
mourning.  She  even  lays  aside,  in  her  office  of 
the  day,  the  Gloria  in  excelsis,  so  dear  to  her  in 
these  days  when  the  angels  intoned  it  upon  earth ; 
she  suspends,  likewise,  the  joyous  Alleluia  at 
Mass;  in  fine  she  shows  herself  as  ever  full  of 
that  sublime  .and  Christian  sympathy,  of  which 
her  Liturgy  is  a  most  admirable  school.  But 
while  Herod  the  tyrant  sealed  his  fate  by  this 
cruel  eflfusion  of  innocent  blood,  like  all  other  op- 
pressors of  human  rights  whom  the  hand  of  a 
just  God  always  finds  in  due  season ;  while  the 
voice  of  so  many  victims  cried  to  Heaven  for 
vengeance,  Mary,  the  holy  Mother  of  the  Blessed 
Child  whose  life  alone  was  sought,  deeply  sym- 
pathized with  their  momentary  suflferings,  and 
likewise  with  the  afflicted. mothers'  sorrows. 


SAINT  THOMAS  OF  OANTEEBUSY, 
a  new  martyr,  claims  his  place  s^round  the  cradle 
of  the  Inf«iit  God.  He  belongs  not  to  the  first  age 
of  the  Church ;  his  name  is  not  written  on  the 
pages  of  the  New  Testament,  like  those  of  Saint 
Stephen,  Saint  John,  and  the  children  of  Bethle- 
hem. Still  he  occupies  a  Qonspicaous  rank  in 
that  legion  of  martyrs  which  has  never  ceased  to 
recruit  itself  in  each  century,  and  which  testifies 


to  the  fecundity  of  the  Church  and  to  the  immor- 
tal vigor  with  which  her  divine  Founder  has  en- 
dowed her.  This  gloriou.s  martyr  did  not  shed 
his  blood  for  the  Faith :  he  was  not  l>rought  be- 
fore Pagans  or  Heretics,  to  confess  dogmas  re- 
vealed by  Jesus  Christ  and  proclaimed  by  the 
Church.  Christian  hands  took  his  life;  a  Cath- 
olic King  pronounced  his  sentence.  He  was 
abandoned  and  cursed  by  the  majority  of  his 
brethren  in  his  own  country :  how  then  is  he  a 
martyr?  how  comes  he  to  bear  Stephen's  palm? 
He  was  a  martyr  of  the  Liberty  of  the  Church. 
But  this  is  of  too  much  importance,  esiwjcially  at 
an  cpqch  when  unavoidable  analogies  are  to  be 
found  between  nota  little  of  what  history  tells  usof 
the  English  Archbishop  in  the  twelfth  century, 
slain  in  his  Cathedral  for  the  defense  of 
the  e-xterior  rights  of  the  Church,  and  another 
great  figure  of  our  own  days,  seated  on  a  throne 
higher  than  that  of  the  Primate  of  Catholic  Eng- 
land. This,  we  say,  is  of  too  much  importance  to 
be  treated  hurriedly  at  the  end  of  a  dull  and  pro- 
saic article.  We  shall  return,  before  long,  to  this 
illustrious  name,  which  we  have  mentioned  only 
to  show  our  readers  that  we  remember  our  promise. 
We  close  by  an  interesting  reference  to  an  inci- 
dent of  later  date :  "  The  sixteenth  century,"  says 
Dom  Gueranger,  "added  not  a  little  to  the  glory 
of  Saint  Thomas,  when  the  enemy  of  Go<i  and 
men,  Henry  the  Eighth  of  England,  dared  to 
persecute  with  his  tyranny  the  martyr  of  the  lib- 
erty of  the  Church  even  to  his  splendid  shrine, 
in  which  for  four  hundred  years,  he  had  re- 
ceived the  homage  of  the  Christian  world.  The 
sacred  remains  of  the  Pontiff,  slain  in  hatred 
of  justice,  were  snatched  from  the  altar;  a 
monstrous  process  w-as  entered  against  the  Father 
of  the  Country,  and  an  impious  verdict  declared 
Thomas  guilty  of  high  treason.  His  precious  re- 
mains were  placed  upon  a  funeral  pile,  and  iu  this 
second  martyrdom  the  flames  consumed  the  glo- 
rious relics  of  the  man  alike  simple  and  invinci- 
ble, whose  intercession  secured  for  England  the 
favors  and  protection  of  Heaven.  It  was  just, 
that  a  country  then  on  the  brink  of  a  sad  ship- 
wreck in  the  Faith  through  an  appalling  apostacy, 
should  not  retain  a  treasure  no  longer  appreci- 
ated; furthermore  the  See  of  Canterbury  was 
desecrated ;  Cranmer  was  seated  on  the  chair  of 
Augustin,  Dunstan,  Lanfranc,  Anselm,  and  of 
Thomas ;  the  holy  martyr,  looking  around,  per- 
ceived none  among  his  brethren  of  that  genera- 
tion, but  the  solitary  John  Fisher,  who  would 
follow  him  even   to  martyrdom.    But  this  last 
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sncrifice,  ilhistriows  as  it  was,  saved  nothing.  The 
Liberty  of  the  Cliurch  was  banished  from  En- 
gland: Faith  sank  and  disappeared." 

Despite  all  impious  efforts,  the  Church  holds 
Thomas  of  Canterbury  as  a  glorious  martyr. 
She  cherishes  Saint  Anselm's  precious  maxim,  viz  : 
"that God  loves  nothing  more  in  this  world,  than 
the  Liberty  of  His  Church." 

The  world  despised  the  inoffensive  victims  it 
sacrificed ;  and  yet  how  admirable  they  appear 
whcm  viewed  in  their  proper  light!  "Behold," 
says  Bossuet,  "  what  heroes  volunteer  their  serv- 
ices to  defend  the  Church  in  her  weakness;  see 
how  well  grounded  is  her  own  declaration  :  "cum 
infirmor,  tunc  jwtens  mrn^' — when  I  am  weak,  then 
I  am  powerful.  Such  is  that  blessed  weakness 
that  gives  her  those  invincible  helps,  and  that 
arms  in  her  defense  the  most  valiant  soldiers,  and 
the  most  powerful  conquerors  of -the  world:  I 
mean  the  Holy  Martyrs.  Whoever  spares  not  the 
authority  of  the  Church,  let  him  fear  this  most 
precious  blood  of  martyrs,  by  which  she  is  conse- 
crated and  protected. 

Now,  all  that  heroic  strength,  all  those  victo- 
ries of  our  noble  martyrs,  spring  from  the  cradle 
of  a  Child-God  ;  hence  the  meeting  of  Thomas  and 
Stephen  by  the  Crib.  To  open  the  eyes  of  men 
to  the  nature  of  true  strength,  the  greatest  man- 
ifestation of  humility,  of  constancy,  of  weakness, 
according  to  the  flesh,  was  necessaiy,  viz:  God 
made  flesh — as  it  were,  annihilated.  Hitherto  no 
other  power  had  been  dreamed  of  than  that  of 
conquerors  by  the  sword,  no  other  grandeur  than 
that  of  riches,  no  other  joy  than  that  of  tri- 
umph; but  no  sooner  has  the  Child-God  entered 
into  this  world,  unarmed,  poor  and  persecuted, 
than  all  is  changed.  Generous  hearts  will  be  found 
by  hundreds,  by  thousands,  who,  with  a  will,  with 
an  unknown  strength,  will  love  the  annihilated 
Babe  of  Bethlehem,  who  from  the  arms  of  His 
tender  Virgin  Mother,  begins  so  powerfully  to 
draw  all  things  to  Himself;  and  in  the  medita- 
tion of  Jesus  and  Mary's  unspeakable  humility  in 
the  stable,  they  will  learn  the  secret  of  that  hero- 
ism, which  the  world  itself  is  forced  to  admire. 

Therefore  it  was  just  that  the  crown  of  Saint 
Thomas  and  that  of  Saint  Stephen  should  appear 
as  two  trophies,  to  deck  the  cradle  of  the  Cliild 
of  Bethlehem.  As  to  the  holy  Archbishop,  Di- 
vine Providence  has  marked  his  place  on  the  cal- 
endar of  the  Church,  in  permitting  his  immola- 
tion to  take  place  on  the  day  following  the  Feast  of 
Holy  Innocents.  Let  him  then,  adds  Dom  Gueran- 
ger,  keep  that  place  so  glorious  and  so  dear  to 


the  whole  Church  of  Jesus  Christ ;  and  let  his 
name  remain  to  the  end  of  time,  the  terror  of  the 
enemies  of  the  Liberty  of  the  Church,  the  hope  and 
consolation  of  the  true  lovers  of  that  Liberty 
which  the  Emmanuel  purchased  by  the  effusion 
of  His  Blood. 


For  the  Ave  Mabia. 

TO  THE  HEART  OF  JESUS. 


Oh  dear  Heart  of  Jesus,  sweet  fountain  of  love! 
Enkindle  in  ours  one  spark  from  above  ! 
Burning  Heart!  on  our  altars  a  furnace  of  fire, 
That  concentrates  the  flames  of  the  seraph's  desire ! 
Oh  Heart  that  attracts  with  its  ardors  divine 
The  cold  stony  heart  in  this  bosom  of  mine ! 
Pure  life  giving  source  of  all  grace,  of  all  bliss ! 
What  more  do  we  want  in  earth's  exile  than  this* 
Shall  we  pine  for  the  land  of  our  birthright  ou 

high? 
Shall  we  gaze  on  the  home  of  the  Saints  with  a 

sigh? 
Shall  we  envy  the  spirits  who  bathe  ever  more. 
In  the  light  of  the  Lamb  at  whose  throne  they 

adore? 
No,  no,  we  have  also  the  throne  and  the  Lamb, 
His  temple,  his  altar,  so  silent  and  calm ; 
Here,  ever,  the  ardors  of  charity  glowing. 
Here,  ever,  its  fountain  perennial  flowing. 
For  the  meek  Heart  of  Jesus  is  ope  night  and 

day 
To  heal  every  wound,  every  tear  wipe  away  ; 
"  Come  hither,  ye  burdened  and  weary,"  says  he, 
"  Ye  sad  and  disconsolate,  hasten  to  me, 
"  Tho'  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  far  whiter  than  snow 
"The  blood  that  is  streaming  upon  them  shall  flow, 
"  Come  hither !  my  Heart  is  capacious  for  all, 
"Not  one  shall  unheeded,  unhclped  on  it  call ; 
"  Come  look  at  my  wounds,  and  look  at  my  side, 
"Lift  the  shadowy  veils  under  which  I  abide, 
"Come,  sinners;  come,  just,  aj)proach  unto  me 
"  With  the  children  of  men  my  delight  is  to  be  !" 
Yes,  yes,  dearest  Lord  I  obey  Thy  command  : 
At  the  door  of  Tliy  Heart  for  admittance  I  stand, 
Oh  Heart  that  was  opened  by  the  spoar  on  the 

cross. 
To  be  our  asylum,  our  refuge  in  loss ! 
Oh  Heart !  that  to  save  us  so  sorrowed  and  bled  I 
Remember  the  tide  upon  Calvary  shed  ! 
And  by  the  deep  anguish  thou  then  didst  endure, 
One  drop  of  that  ransom  upon  us  now  pour, 
Remember  the  anguish  Mount  Olivet  saw, 
When  that  Heart  with  the  vision  of  sin  was  at 

war; 
And  oh  !  by  the  cry  of  distress  it  constrained. 
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By  the  cold,  bloody  sweat  that  Gethsemanc  stain'd 
By  the  phiint  to  thy  Father  such  agony  wrung 
Wlien  thy  soul  o'er  the  guU"  of  the  dark  pas&ion 

hung, 
Look,  look  on  thy  creatures  it  suffered  to  win 
From  the  dread  doom  of  hell,  from  the  bondage  of 

sin! 
For  us  it  pulsated  in  grief  on  the  cross, 
It  pleaded  our  cause,  deprecated  our  loss ; 
It  beat  and  it  panted  in  agony's  throe : 
Our  own  was  its  joy,  our  own  was  its  woe  ! 
Oh  sweet  Heart  of  Jesus,  love's  ocean  so  vast ! 
Ourselves  in  thy  boundless  abysses  we  cast ! 
Our  troubles,  our  fears,  our  ills  and  our  all, 
In  thee  we  confide,  on  thee  do  we  call ! 
And  aye,  as  a  spark  in  the  sea  that  is  quenched, 
Will  our  sins  in  that  ocean  of  mercy  be  drenched. 
Oh  sweet  Htart  of  Jesus,  our  bosom's  sole  treasure, 
Say  who  can  the  depths  of  thy  tenderness  measure? 
Say  who  shall  distrust  thee,  who  shall  despair? 
Not  I,  Heart  of  Jesus  !  not  I,  I  declare  ! 
Thy  Heart  is  my  strength  and  my  talisman  sure. 
Thy  Heart  is  my  home  ami  my  haven  secure, 
Tho'  armies  confront  me  in  battle  array. 
This  fortress  of  Zion  is  stronger  than  they, 
'Tis  my  light,  my  salvation,  my  balm  and  my  joy 
No  darkness  can  dim,  no  reverses  destroy, 
Tho'  legions  unnumbered  should  hover  around, 
This  Heart  shall  my  confidence  never  confound. 
Mid  the  shafts  and  the  shadows  of  death  and  of 

hell. 
If  still  in  the  sweet  Heart  of  Jesus  I  dwell. 
What  foe  shall  assail,  what  arrow  pass  through  ? 
What  danger  appall,  what  harm  dares  pursue  ? 
Then  in  life  and  in  death,  forever  shall  be. 
Oh  sweet  Heart  of  my  Jesus!  my  refuge  in  thee! 
In  thee  may  I  live,  in  thee  may  I  die 
In  thee  Heart  of  Jesus  !  breathe  out  my  last  sigh. 

Child  op  Mary. 


We  are  sorry  to  hear  that  one  of  the  most  il- 
lustrious of  the  French  Prelates  is  dead  ;  one  who 
for  many  years  has  been  known  for  his  profound 
piety,  his  great  learning,  his  devoted  attachment 
to  the  Holy  See,  and  his  zeal  for  the  interests  of 
the  Church  in  France,  and  particularly  in  his 
own  diocese. 

His  Eminence,  Cardinal  Gousset,  Archbishop  of 
Eheims,  died,  we  see  it  stated,  on  the  22d  of  De- 
cember last,  at  the  age  of  seventy-four  years. 

Not  only  France,  but  the  Holy  Father,  who 
loses  in  his  Eminence  a  staunch  and  able  Prince 
of  the  Holy  Church,  will  deeply  regret  his  loss. 


SAINT  AGNES. 

Want  of  room  prevented  us  last  week  from  any 
attempt  to  praise  the  holy  virgin  whose  glorious 
name  the  Church  brings  a  second  time  in  her  cycle 
on  the  28th  of  January.  We  cannot  resist  the 
desire  to  present  to  our  readers,  at  least  in  part, 
the  admirable  sketch  which  Dom  Gu&ranger  has 
drawn  of  her  in  his  Annee  Liturgique. 

Five  days  after  the  martyrdom  of  the  heroic 
virgin  Enierentiana,  the  parents  of  the  courageous 
and  saintly  Agnes  came,  at  night,  to  pray  and 
weep  over  her  sepulcher.  It  was  the  eighth  day 
since  she  had  suffered.  They  were  sorrowingly 
revolving  in  their  minds  the  circumstances  of  that 
cruel  death  in  whicli  she  had  won  tije  pulm,  while 
she  was  snatched  from  their  fond  love. 

Suddenly,  Agnes  appears  to  them,  crowned  and 
sparkling  with  light,  in  the  midst  of  a  numerous 
cortege  of  virgins,  dazzling  with  beauty  and 
splendor.  At  her  right  side  was  a  lamb  of  sur- 
prising whiteness,  under  whose  form  the  Divine 
, Lover  of  Agnes  manifested  Himself. 

The  triumphant  virgin  most  tenderly  turned 
toward  her  parents  and  said  :  "  Weep  no  longer 
over  my  death,  but  congratulate  me  upon  the 
happy  society  that  surrounds  me.  Know  that 
I  now  live  in  Heaven  with  Him  who  alone  pos- 
sessed all  my  love  here  below !" 

To  commemorate  this  glorious  apparition,  the 
holy  Church  returns  once  more  to-day  to  the 
sweet  memory  of  Agnes,  under  the  name  of  Sanctoe 
Agnctis,  Secundo — "of  Saint  Agnes  a  second  time." 

From  the  end  we  pass  now  to  the  commence- 
ment: 

The  splendid  constellation  of  martyrs  inscribed 
on  the  ecclesiastical  calendar  of  Christmas  times, 
is  not  yet  exhausted.  Yesterday  Sebastian ;  to- 
morrow Vincent,  who  carries  victory  in  his  own 
name.  Between  these  two  strong  palms  appears 
to  day,  interwoven  with  lilies  and  roses,  the  gra- 
cious crown  of  Saint  Agnes.  It  is  to  a  child  of 
thirteen  years  to  whom  the  Emmanuel  has  given 
the  courage  of  a  martyr,  which  has  enabled  her  to 
walk  into  the  arena  with  a  step  as  firm  as  that  of 
the  valiant  chief  of  the  Pretorian  cohort,  or  that 
of  the  fearless  Deacon  of  Saragossa.  They  were 
the  soldiers  of  Christ ;  she  is  His  chaste  lover. 
Such  are  the  triumphs  of  the  Son  of  Mary.  As 
soon  as  He  manifests  Himself  to  the  world,  the 
noblest  hearts  turn  and  fly  to  Him,  as  it  is  writ- 
ten :  wheresoever  the  body  shall  be,  thither  will 
the  eagles  also  be  gathered  together.  Admirable 
fruit  of  the  virginity  of  His  ilother,  who  raised 
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the  fecundity  of  the  soul  far  above  tbat  of  the 
i>ody,  aurl  o|)ene<i  an  ineffiible  way  by  which 
chosen  souls  rapidly  mount  up  even  to  the  Divine 
Sun,  whose  rays  their  purified  gaze  contemplates 
without  a  vestige  of  cloud,  for  He  has  said  Blessed 
are  the  clean  of  heart  f<>r  they  nhall  see  God. 

Immaculate  glory  of  the  Catholic  Church,  who 
alone  possesses  in  her  bosom  the  gift  of  virginity, 
the  principle  of  all  devotedness,  because  virginity 
proceerls  from  love  alone.  Sublime  honor  for 
Christian  Rome  to  have  produced  Agnes,  that 
Angel  of  earth,  to  whom  cannot  be  compared  the 
vestals  of  Pogan  Rome,  whose  virginity  surround- 
ed by  favors  and  riches  was  never  proved  by  fire 
and  sword. 

What  glory  is  comparable  to  that  of  this  child 
of  thirteen  years,  whose  name  shall  resound  unto 
the  end  of  ages,  in  the  sacred  canon  of  the  Universal 
Sacrifice !  The  traces  of  her  innocent  footsteps 
after  so  many  centuries,  are  still  imprinted  on  the 
Holy  City.  Here,  on  the  ancient  circus,  rises  up 
a  sumptuous  temple  with  its  rich  cupola,  and  gives 
entrance  to  those  vaults,  once  consecrated  to  vice, 
but  now  sweet  with  the  perfume  of  the  virginity 
of  Agnes. 

Farther  on,  beyond  the  walls  of  Rome,  in  an 
elegant. basilica,  built  by  Constantine,  rests  the 
chaste  body  of  the  virgin  martyr,  under  an  altar 
covered  with  precious  stones.  Under  ground,  all 
around  the  basilica,  extend  the  vast  crypts  in 
which  Agnes  had  reposed  until  the  days  of  peace, 
and  where  thousands  of  martyrs  surrounded  her 
as  her  guard  of  honor. 

Nor  can  we  pass  in  silence  that  most  beautiful 
homage  which  the  Roman  Church  yearly  ojBfers  to 
our  illustrious  virgin  on  her  festival  day.  Two 
lambs  are  placed  upon  the  altar  of  the  basilica, 
where  they  recall  bo  h  the  meekness  of  the  Divine 
Lamb,  and  the  mildness  of  Agnts.  When  blessed 
by  the  abbot  of  the  religious  who  have  charge  of 
the  basilica,  they  are  taken  to  a  monastery  of  vir- 
gins consecrated  to  God,  who  raise  them  with 
care,  and  their  wool  is  used  to  weave  the  palliums 
which  the  Supreme  PontiflF  sends,  as  a  mark  of 
their  jurisdiction,  to  all  the  Patriarchs  and  Met- 
ropolitans of  the  Catholic  world.  Thus  the  sim- 
ple ornament  of  wool  which  these  Prelates  wear 
upon  their  shoulders,  as  a  symbol  of  the  sheep  of 
the  Good  Shepherd,  and  which  the  Roman  Pontiff 
takes  from  the  altar  of  Saint  Peter  to  send  to 
them,  carries  to  the  very  extremities  of  the 
Church,  in  a  sublime  union,  the  sentiment  of  the 
strength  of  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles  and  of  the 
virginal  sweetness  of  Agnes.     Hear  St.  Ambrose: 


Saint  Agnes  was  only  thirteen  yearsold  when  she 
suffered  tnartyrdom.  Detestable  cruelty  of  the 
tyrant  who  does  not  spare  even  such  a  tender  age ! 
but  still  more  M'onderful  power  of  faith,  which 
finds  witnesses  of  such  tender  years  I  Could  a 
place  >>e  found  for  wounds  in  such  a  small  body? 
Scarcely  could  the  sword  find  room  to  inflict  a 
wound,  and  yet  Agnes  had  within  her  that  whieh 
overcame  the  sword. 

At  that  age  young  girls  tremble  at  the  angry 
look  of  a  mother,  the  prick  of  a  needle  makes  them 
shed  tears ;  but  Agnes  intrepid  in  the  blood- 
stained hands  of  her  executioners,  remains  un- 
moved by  the  clanking  chains  that  weigh  her 
down.  Still  ignorant  of  death,  she  is  ready  to 
die,  and  presents  herself  before  the  sword  of  a 
furious  soldier. 

When  they  drag  her  unwilling  to  the  heathen 
altars,  she  stretches  out  her  arms  to  Christ  througb 
the  fires  of  the  sacrifice,  and  her  hands  form,  even 
upon  the  sacrilegious  flames,  that  sign  which  is 
the  trophy  of  her  victorious  Lord.  She  extends 
her  wrists  to  receive  the  fetters  they  wish  to  put 
on  her — but  no  fetters  can  be  found  small  enough 
to  clasp  them. 

A  new  kind  of  martyrdom  !  The  tender  virgin 
has  not  yet  arrived  at  the  age  of  suffering,  and 
yet  she  is  ripe  for  victory — not  yet  ripe  for  the 
combat,  she  is  capable  of  bearing  off  the  crown. 
Against  her  are  the  disadvantages  of  her  youth- 
ful age,  and  already  she  is  the  teacher  of  virtue. 
The  spouse  hastens  not  more  quickly  to  the  nup- 
tial couch,  than  this  virgin,  full  of  joy  and  light 
of  step,  to  her  martyrdom;  adorned  not  with 
hair  artistically  arranged,  but  by  Christ;  crowned 
not  with  flowers,  but  with  purity. 

All  were  in  tears,  she  weeps  not.  All  wonder 
that  she  gives  up  so  willingly  a  life  which  she 
has  scarcely  tasted  ;  that  she  sacrifices  it  as  if  it 
were  already  exhausted.  All  wonder  that  she 
should  be  the  witness  in  favor  of  the  Divinity,  at 
an  age  when  she  had -not  the  power  of  disposing 
of  herself.  Her  words  would  have  had  no  value 
in  bearing  testimony  for  a  mortal,  and  all  believe 
the  testimony  she  gives  of  God.  And  in  truth, 
the  strength  which  is  above  nature  can  have  no 
other  Author  than  God. 

What  intimidations  did  not  the  executioners 
employ  to  terrify  her !  What  caresses  to  gain  her ! 
How  many  would  have  wished  to  espouse  her ! 
But  Agnes  exclaimed  :  "  The  betrothed  does  an 
injury  to  the  Spouse  if  she  tarries.  He,  alone, 
shall  have  me  who,  first,  has  chosen  me.  Why, 
I  O  executioner,  dost  thou  delay  ?     May  this  body 
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perish,  which  can  be  loved  by  eyes  I  like  not!" 
She  presents  licrself,  she  prays,  she  bows  her 
bead.  You  could  have  seen  the  executioner  trem- 
ble, as  if  it  h;id  been  be  who  was  condemned  to 
death;  bis  hands  were  agitated,  his  countenance 
pale,  when  he  viewed  the  danger  of  another, 
■while  Agnes,  withont  fe:ir,  saw  her  own  peril! 

Here,  then,  in  one  Tictira,  behold  a  double  mar- 
tyrdom— the  martyrdom  of  chastity,  the  martyr- 
dom of  religion.  Agnes  remains  a  virgin  and  be- 
comes a  martyr ! 


AN  EXPLANATION  AND  DEFENCE  OF  THE 

OATBOLIG  DOOTEINE  OF  THE  SAO- 

KIFIOE  OF  THE  MASS. 


BY   CLONFEKT. 

[Note.— To  acconnt  for  the  es^ay-like  scholastic  shape  of 
the  following  papers  it  in  nscussary  to  remiad  the  reader  of 
of  th3circaTi  italic  !S  in  which  they  were  writtca.  Tlieabrjve 
heading  was  proposed  as  the  subject  of  a  prize  e*eay  to  the 
tbeolo!;ical  students  of  one  of  the  largest  ecclesiastical  Col- 
lejjes  in  the  world.  Thenumberof  pages  was  limited.  Hence 
the  foljowing,  to  wnich  the  prize  was  awarded,  was  c  im- 
posed in  the  form  of  a  scholastic  essay;  and  in  as  concise  a 
style  as  possible  in  order  to  enable  the  author  to  take  iu  the 
whole  subject  wiihin  the  space  allowed.] 

Like  many  other  doctrines  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  the  doctrine  of  the  Eucharist  Sacrifice 
has  been  much  misrepresented,  because  it  has 
been  little  understood.  It  has  been  called  "  a 
blasphemous  fable"  having  no  foundation  in  Sa- 
cred Scripture,  which  makes  void  the  Cross,  en- 
grafts upon  the  christian  stem  the  most  rejected 
branch  of  the  Jewish  ceremonial  law  and  revives 
within  the  temples  of  the  Catholic  Church  tlie 
worst  part  of  Pagan  worship.  These  are  high 
charges;  and  to  use  the  words  of  an  eminent 
Protestant  divine,  "  It  is  a  serious  thing  to  make 
them,  and  it  concerns  those  who  do  so,  to  be  well 
aware  of  the  grounds  on  which  they  rest." 

"  It  is  a  serious  thing"  to  attack  a  form  of  wor- 
ship practiced  by  the  patriarchs,  prescribed  by 
the  Deity  to  Ilis  chosen  people  and  sanctioned  by 
the  immemorial  usage  of  the  Christian  Church  long 
before  the  light  of  the  Reformation  had  dawned 
upon  it.  "  It  is  a  serious  thing"  to  attempt  an 
experiment  untried  in  the  history  of  religion, — 
the  creation  of  a  miglity  ministry  without  a  priest- 
hood, a  temple  without  an  altar,  a  worship  with- 
out a  sacrifice.  The  Protestant,  who  has  never 
known  the  consoling  presence  of  the  Christian 
Sacrifice,  cannot  estimate  the  benefits,  of  which  he 


is  dejjrived  in  its  nbsceuce.  But  the  Catholic,  who 
views  the  cold  and  naked  outlines  of  the  reformed 
service  in  compari.son  with  the  fair  proportions* 
of  bis  own  Avorship,  feels  in  the  presence  of  a  body, 
front*  which  the  spirit  has  departed.  The  out- 
ward features  may  I^e  the  same  as  they  were  l>e- 
fore  the  ever-shilting  atnios^phere  of  Protestant 
opinion  had  yet  time  to  decrnnposc  them:  but 
they  are  cold  and  lifeless.  The  same  ritual  might 
be  substantially  retained ;  but  the  closest  link 
has  been  riven,  that  binds  the  Church  militaat  iu 
this  life  to  the  Church  sufiFering  and  the  Church 
triumphant  in  the  next.  The  material  temple 
may  remain  ;  bnt  the  altar,  on  which  the  Em- 
manuel of  the  new  dispensation  dwelt  ^with  his 
people,  has  been  overturned.  And  we  are  sadly 
reminded  of  the  prediction  of  the  prophet  Dan- 
iel :  for  the  rail  has  been  pulled  up,  the  sanctu- 
ary laid  waste,  the  sacrifice  abolished,  and  con- 
firmed desolation  reigns  in  the  Holy  Place  ! 

Truly  "  it  concerns  those,  who  liave  done 
these  things  to  be  well  assured  of  the  grounds  on 
which  they  rest !"  Nothing  but  the  positive 
voice  of  God's  revelation  can  justify  them.  If 
they  do  not  produce  his  testimony,  we  are  bound 
to  look  upon  them  as  false  prophets,  who  have 
endeavored  to  dry  op  the  greatest  fountain  of 
grace  and  to  make  that  which  should  yield  the 
waters  of  life  become  the  cup  of  destruction ! 

And  yet  when  we  come  to  examine  the  grounds, 
on  which  the  apostles  of  the  new  Evangel,  pro- 
mulgated in  the  fifteenth  Century,  have  effected 
these  changes,  the  arguments  by  which  their  apol- 
ogists endeavor  to  justify  them,  we  find  them  all 
resting  on  gross  misunderstanding  of  the  inspired 
word  and  grosser  misstatements  of  Catholic  doc- 
trine. They  tell  us  the  Mass  is  the  resurrection 
of  the  *'  types  and  shadows,"  whose  condemna- 
tion they  have  read  in  the  light  of  revelation. 
Yet,  reading  by  that  same  light,  I  purpose  to 
show  that  the  Mass  was  foreshadowed  and  fore- 
told in  the  old  law,  that  it  was  promised  and  af- 
terwards instituted  by  Christ,  and  spoken  of  by 
the  Apostles  and  early  Fathers,  as  an  usual  ordi- 
nance of  the  new  dispensation.  But  first  it  will 
be  necessary  to  explain  what  is  meant  by  Sacri- 
fice; and  secondly  what  is  the  Catholic  doctrine 
regarding  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass. 

First.  In  what  does  a  true  and  proper  Sacrifice 
consist  ? 

A  sacrifice  like  a  sacrament  may,  in  a  wide  sense 
be  said  to  be  a  sacred  aign.  By  a  sign  is  gener- 
ally meant  seme  external  act,  or  object,  by  which 
the  human  mind  is  led  to  the  knowled^ieof  some- 
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tiling  else  connected  with  it.  As  in  civil  society 
tlure  arc  certain  outward  marks  of  respect,  I)y 
which  we  acknowlcde  tb«  dignity  of  the  supreme 
ruler,  so  in  religious  society  there  are  certnin 
signs,  by  which  we  acknowledge  the  supreme  ex- 
cellence of  God  :  anel  of  these  the  first  and  no- 
blest is  sacrifice.  Cut  it  docs  not,  of  its  own  na- 
tuiv,  lea(i  the  mine!  to  the  knowledge  of  the  thing 
signified,  as  the  ascendirg  ."^moke  leads  the  trav- 
eller to  the  knowledge  of  the  fire  from  which  it 
proceeds,  or  as  the  oozing  ore  to  the  hidden  mine. 
But,  saci'ifice  is  a  sign  which  expresses  to  the  eye 
as  language  docs  to  the  ear  a  certain  meaning  at- 
tached to  it  by  the  currency  it  has  obtained. 
In  order  to  determine  its  true  meaning  with  ac- 
curacy it  would  be  necessary  to  search  backwards 
through  the  different  religious  worships,  and  see 
what  is  the  nature  of  that  outward  act  of  worship 
called  sacrifice.  A  slight  examination  will  suf- 
fice to  show  that  it  is — ^^  a  sign  hi/  which  is  ac- 
Icnoicledged  with  more,  or  less  signijicancy  the  supreme 
power  of  Ood."  This  may  be  set  down  as  a  cen- 
tre-piece in  all  the  definitions  of  Sacrifice  given 
by  the  Theologians.  Starting  from  this  in  order 
to  arrive  at  a  sufficiently  explicit  definition,  there 
are  two  lines  of  inquiry  to  be  pursued ;  the  firat 
of  which  will  lead  us  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
precise  thing  signified,  of  the  purpose  for  which 
it  is  directly  offered :  and  the  second  to  an  accu- 
rate notion  of  the  thing  signifying,  that  is,  of  the 
nature  of  that  which  is  external  in  and  consti- 
tutes tJ>e  sign  itself: — 

1.  I  have  said  that  a  slight  investigation  of 
the  different  religious  worships  will  show  that 
sacrifices  were  always  offered  for  the  purpose  of 
signifying  in  some  wny  the  supreme  power  of  God. 
But  that  power  is  many  sided :  and  as  no  mind 
can  conceive,  no  word  express,  so  no  outward  act 
can  signify  at  once  its  various  phases.  It  is  a 
jjower  by  which  He  created  the  heavens  and  the 
earth ;  by  which  He  conserves  them  in  existence ; 
by  which  He  makes  the  planets  roll  on  their  si- 
lent wheels  in  the  same  unceasing  order;  by 
which  He  imprisons  the  struggling  ocean  with- 
in its  bounds;  aud  sends  the  seasons  in  fixed  suc- 
cession to  breathe  upon  and  impart  life  and 
strength  to  the  bosom  of  the  earth.  In  its  high- 
est sense  it  is  a  power  by  which  He  holds  the  keys 
of  life  and  death  :  this  is  its  firsts  and  noblest  re- 
lation to  creatures.  Now  Sacrifice  is  the  first 
and  noblest  of  those  signs,  which  mark  the  va- 
rious relations  of  the  divine  power  and  excellence: 
it  therefore  indicates  particularly  that  relation, 
which  is  its  highest  and  noblest  in  regard  to  crea- 


tures, its  relation  to  life  and  death.  Hence  the 
thing  signified  by  a  true  and  proper  Sacrifice  may 
be  said  to  be  : — "th^  supreme  poicer,  majesty  and 
excellence  of  the  divine  nature.  His  dominion  over 
all  creatures,  particularly  t/utt  by  which  He  is  Lord 
of  life  and  death."  This  is  the  primary  object, 
for  which  Sacrifice  is  offered.  It  may  at  the  same 
time  be  offereel  for  other  purposes;  for  instance, 
in  thanksgiving  for  favors  received,  in  petition 
for  their  continuance;  in  atonement  for  sin;  as 
an  acknowledgement  that  we  hold  our  lives  from 
God  and  are  willing,  if  He  so  permit,  to  resign 
them  in  order  to  attest  His  high  supremacy  over 
all  things  and  their  dependence  on  Him. 

2.  "What  arc  the  constituents,  the  component 
parts  of  the  thing  signifying,  or  outward  sign  in 
sacrifice?  An  investigation  of  the  Pagan,  Jewish 
and  Christian  sacrifices  shows  that  it  requires, 
firstly,  the  j)resence  of  a  host,  or  victim  ;  secondly, 
the  external  oblation  thereof ;  and  thirdly,  di  le- 
gitimately appointed  public  minister  to  make 
this  oblation,  with  the  vievv  of  signifying  and 
honoring  the  power  of  God,  in  the  sense  above 
explained.    Let  us  understand  these  conditions. 

Firstly,  The  presence  of  a  host,  or  victim.  The 
word  victim  is  here  used  in  a  generic  sense  for  ob- 
lation, or  the  thing  olTercel,  and  requires  to  be 
something  j)crmanent,  obvious  to  tlie  senses,  (sensi- 
ble,) and  to  undergo  some  change  by  being  sacri- 
ficed. It  must  be  permanent ;  that  is,  it  must  not 
pass  away  at  once  like  the  sejund  of  the  voice,  or 
like  the  echo  it  awakes,  or  like  the  thought  which 
flashes  through  the  mind,  or  the  lightning  through 
the  sky.  It  must  be,  therefore,  in  some  sense  a  sub- 
stance. Again,  it  must  be  obeious  to  the  senses : 
that  is,  must  be  made  manifest  to  the  eye,  or  to 
the  ear,  or  to  the  touch,  or  to  the  taste,  to  one  or 
more  of  our  corporal  senses,  by  the  form,  color, 
and  other  outward  qualities,  <rr  accidents  in  which 
it  is  clothed.  Observe  that  no  substance  material, 
or  spiritual,  is  made  palpable  to  the  bodily  senses 
in  itself  Hence  metaphysicians  are  in  the  dark 
as  to  the  essence  of  matter,  whose  nature  aud  com- 
position unreflecting  readers  may  imagine  they 
well  understand.  No;  we  do  not  see  it  in  itself. 
We  see  only  the  garment,  in  which  it  lies  con- 
cealed ;  the  shape,  the  taste,  the  extension,  etc., 
which  invest  it.  This  observation  it  will  be  use- 
ful to  remember.  Finally  the  thing  to  be  olfered 
must  undergo  some  change  in  being  sacrificed: 
this  change  entitles  it  to  be  called  a  victim.  What 
change  is  required  ?  The  most  eminent  Fathers 
and  Theologians  assert  that  a  moral  change  suffi- 
ces; that  is,  a  change  which  consecrates  it  by  a 
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religious  rite,  which  thereby  causes  us  to  regard 
it  as  a  sacred  thing  that  cau  no  longer  be  applied 
to  those  profane  uses  to  which,  of  its  nature,  it 
was  previously  destined.  Others  require  for  sac- 
rifice, properly  so  called,  a  phyHical  change  in  the 
victim ;  tiiat  is,  a  change  which,  in  some  way,  af- 
fects its  substance,  Avhich  may  be  perceived,  like 
the  moral  change,  not  only  by  the  eyes  of  the  soul, 
but  by  the  eyes  of  the  body  also.  So  much  for 
the  meaning  of  the  word  Tiost,  or  victim. 

Secondly,  for  the  outward  sign  is  required  an 
oblation :  which  means  that  the  proper  minister 
must  by  his  act  cause  that  state  of  change,  or  im- 
molation which  indicates  to  the  public  eye  the 
thing  signified  by  sacrifice  properly  so  named. 
In  other  words,  he  must  place  upon  the  altar  the 
external  sign,  which,  owing  to  the  meaning  and 
sanction  it  has  received,  honors  God's  universal 
empire  over  all  beings. 

Thirdly,  for  sacrifice  it  is  necessary  that  the 
offering  be  made  by  a  proper  minister,  by  one 
sufficiently  empowered  and  commissioned  to  offer 
for  the  community.  This  power  and  commission 
can,  of  course,  be  only  had  from  one  having  au- 
thority over  it. 

These,  then,  are  the  three  conditions  essential 
to  the  constitution  of  the  outward  sign.  Com- 
bining them  with  the  explanation  already  given 
of  the  thing  specified,  the  following  definition  of 
a  true  and  proper  Sacrifice  yverum  et  propium)  re- 
sults, viz :  The  outicard  oblation  by  a  legitinvitely 
appointed  public  minister  of  something  permmient, 
obvious  to  tite  senses,  thereby  morally  or  physically 
changed  with  the  view  of  Ood's  supreme  excellency 
and  dominion,  particularly  His  dominion  over  the 
life  and  death  of  creatures."    Hence  : 

1.  As  the  Catholic  Church  teaches  that  there  is 
offered  in  the  Mass  a  true  and  proper  Sacrifice ; 
she  thereby  teaches  that  there  is  present  in  some 
part  or  parts  of  it  a  true  and  proper  victim,  a 
true  and  proper  oblation,  a  true  and  proper  priest 
to  offer. 

2.  As  she  teaches  that  there  is  but  one  true  and 
proper  Sacrifice,  offered  in  each  Mass — [singulare 
aacrfficitim—Coancil  of  Trent] — she  thereby 
teaches  that  there  is  but  one  true  and  proper  vic- 
tim present  in  it. 

3  As  she  teaches  that  Christ  instituted  this 
Sacrifice,  and  ordered  His  apostles  to  offer  it,  in 
commemoration  of  Him  to  the  end  of  time,  she 
thereby,  teaches  that  He  delegated  them,  and 
th*',ir  successors  in  the  priesthood  to  act  as  His 
representatives,  and  offer  it  in  His  name. 

What  then  is  the  nature  of  the  victim,  and  the 
oblation  V  who  is  the  priest  that  offers  in  tlie  Sac- 
rifice of  the  Mass?  [to  be  continued.] 


ADOEATE  SOABELLUM  PEDUM  EJUS. 

In  these  days  consecrated  to  honor  the  Divine 
Infancy,  we  are  often  bid  to  adore  our  new-born 
King  "on  His  throne."  From  the  inspired  Scrip- 
tures, we  learn  that  the  Lord  is  seated  on  the 
Cherubim  in  Heaven  :  here  on  eartl),  at  the  time 
of  the  I-aw  and  of  figures,  He  selected  the  ark 
of  alliance  for  His  scat.  But  the  Psalmist  had 
revealed  another  place  where  the  Lord  God  was 
seated.  "Adore  His  foot-stool !"  This  adoration, 
which  was  required  no  longer  for  God  only,  but 
for  the  place  upon  which  His  Majesty  rests,  ap- 
peared almost  a  contradiction  to  many  other  pas- 
sages of  the  Sacred  Book,  in  which  the  great  God 
shows  Himself  ever  jealous  to  reserve  all  adora- 
tion for  Himself  exclusively.  Now,  however,  the 
mystery  is  solved.  The  Son  of  God  has  deigned  to 
assume  our  flesh ;  He  has  united  it  to  His  own 
divine  nature,  in  one  and  the  same  jjerson  :  He  re- 
quires of  us  to  adore  that  Humanity  Itself,  that 
Body,  that  Soul  like  ours,  of  which  He  has  made 
the  throne  of  His  glory.  His  own  sublime  footstool. 

But  that  humanity  has  its  throne.  Behold,  the 
most  pure  Mary  takes  the  Divine  Child  from  the 
cradle.  She  presses  Him  to  her  heart ;  she  places 
Him  upon  her  knees,  and  the  Emmanuel  appears 
to  us  seated,  resting  His  sacred  feet  lovingly  and 
majestically  upon  the  Ark  of  the  New  Covenant. 
How  far  bahind  is  left  that  living  throne  erect- 
ed unto  the  Eternal  Word,  upon  the  wings  of 
the  Cherubim !  How  insignificant  does  not 
the  ark  of  Moses  now  appear,  although  made  of 
an  incorruptible  wood,  plated  with  gold  and  con- 
taining the  manna,  the  rod  of  wonder.«,  and  the 
Table  of  the  Law,  in  presence  of  the  holiness,  of 
the  dignity  of  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God ! 

How  great  Thou  art  on  that  throne,  O  Jesus ! 
and  at  the  same  time  how  amiable  and  accessible ! 
Thy  little  arms  open  to  sinners,  the  smile  of  Mary, 
that  loving  throne,  all  attracts  and  draws  us;  we 
feel  a  special  happinet's  to  be  the  subjects  of  a 
King  so  powerful  and  so  meek.  Mary  is  the  seat 
of  Wisdom,  now  that  the  Wisdom  of  the  Father 
rests  upon  her.  Be  Thou  for  ever  seated  on  that 
throne,  O  Jesus !  Be  Thou  ever  our  King !  Do  Thou 
reign  over  us,  as  David  sings,  by  Thy  glory,  by 
Thy  infinite  beauty,  by  Thy  meekness.  We  are 
Thy  subjects ;  to  Thee  we  present  our  homages, 
our  love;  and  to  Mary,  whom  Thou  hast  given 
us  for  a  Queen,  our  devotedness  and  all  the  ten- 
derness of  our  hearts. 
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[concluded.] 

PART  n. — Legend  op  Robert  of  Sicily — The 

Magnificat. 

Robert  felt  constrained  to  submit  to  what 
seemed  to  liim  the  power  of  the  devil,  and  began 
to  have  some  faint  glimmerings  of  an  idea  of  the 
great  advantage  it  would  be  to  him  now,  had  he 
only  the  friendship  of  Heaven.  But  rage  and  in- 
dignation overpowered  every  other  emotion,  and 
notwithstanding  the  servants  lifted  up  his  head 
and  decked  him  in  mockery  with  the  fools  cap, 
inflicting  many  sharp  indignities  upon  him,  so  far 
from  feeling  humiliated  he  was  revolving  in  his 
mind  projects  of  a  terrible  revenge.  "What  exas- 
perated him  most  of  all,  after  the  indignity  of 
being  shaved,  was  to  see  that  those  who  had  f  at- 
tered  him  the  most  when  he  was  King,  were  now 
the  strongest  in  their  expressions  of  contempt. 
Even  at  the  moment  when  the  fools  cap  was  put 
on  his  head,  a  pompous  nobleman,  whose  voice 
was  very  loud,  continued  to  deride  him,  and 
laugh  when  all  the  others  had  ceased,  and  who 
continually  called  for  fresh  peals  of  laughter  by 
his  own  noisy,  senseless  mirth.  This  was  so  exas- 
perating to  Robert,  whose  strength  and  voice 
were  restored  to  him  for  the  occasion,  that  he 
shook  his  fist  at  the  grinning  wretch  and  ex- 
claimed: "  Thou  beast  of  Terranova !"  This  only 
increased  the  laughter  of  all  except  him  to  whom 
the  words  were  addressed.  Then  the  King  com- 
manded that  the  fool  be  taken  to  sup  with  the 
dogs.  Robert  was  stupefied,  but  he  was  very  hun- 
gry, and  though  sorely  against  his  will,  he  was 
glad  to  gnaw  the  bones  left  by  his  noblemen  of 
the  court. 

In  this  way,  this  proud  and  fiery  King  lived  for 
two  years,  always  inflamed  with  rage, — always  in 
an  ill  humor.  He  was  subjected  to  all  the  indig- 
nities his  old  friends  could  inflict  upon  him,  for 
towards  him  alone  did  the  new  monarch  appear 
unjust:  he  had  all  the  humiliations  without  any 
of  the  privileges  of  the  court-fool,  and  was  cer- 
tainly the  saddest  and  most  stupid  fool  that  was 
ever  heard  to  speak.  The  only  attention  the  King 
ever  paid  him  was  to  ask  him,  from  time  to  time, 
in  the  presence  of  the  whole  court : 

"  Well,  fool !  art  thou  still  King?" 

Robert,  for  some  weelcs,  always  declared,  in  a 
loud  voice,  that  he  was ;  but  finding  that  this 


answer  was  only  the  signal  for  shouts  of  laughter, 
he  spoke  no  more,  but  maintained  a  iiaiiglity  si- 
lence and  royal  attitude.  Then  he  remarked  that 
this  pantomime  excited  rhem  to  greater  mirth, 
and  he  assumed  a  mien  which  expressed  neither 
submission  nor  defiance,  when  the  King  would 
sometimes  allow  him  repose  from  the  usual  exas- 
perating treatment  he  was  in  the  habit  of  receiv- 
ing. During  this  time  all  the  world  blessed  the 
new — or,  as  they  thought — the  reformed  King,  for 
the  entire  administration  of  the  go%'emment  was 
changed,  the  taxes  were  lighter,  the  poor  were 
blessed  with  abundance;  labor  was  considered 
honorable ;  they  even  heard  that  the  princes  of 
the  royal  household  worked  as  well  as  they  ;  that 
they  studied  and  took  religious  care  of  their  de- 
pendents when  they  were  sick  or  in  trouble  ;  that 
they  traveled  into  foreign  countries  and  brought 
back  with  them  new  books,  wise  ideas  of  men  and 
things;  besides,  a  thousand  elegant  trifles  which 
contributed  to  improve  the  taste  and  refinement 
of  the  people.  One  portion  of  each  day  through- 
out all  Sicily  w^as  given  to  labor,  the  otler  to 
healthy  and  intellectual  enjoyments,  so  that  be- 
fore long  the  Sicilians  became,  at  the  same  time, 
the  most  valiant,  the  most  tender,  the  gayest  and 
most  studious  people  in  the  world ;  and  best  of 
all,  wherever  the  King  traveled  they  loaded  him 
with  blessings.  The  fool  saw  and  heard  all  this, 
and  began  to  wonder  liow  the  evil  one  could  as- 
sume so  much  virtue,  and  perform  so  many  mar- 
velous actions,  which  won  for  him  the  applause  of 
high  and  low,  who  were  equally  benefited  \uf  the 
results !  Thus  he  lived  among  men,  hating  them  ; 
they  despising  him;  and  ever  filled  with  aston- 
ishment and  rage  at  all  that  was  happening. 

At  the  expiration  of  two  years  the  King  an- 
nounced his  intention  of  making  a  visit  to  his 
brother.  Pope  Urban,  and  to  his  father,  the  Em- 
peror, the  latter  liaving  consented  to  come  to 
Rome  to  meet  him. 

The  King  departed  with  a  grand  suitey  all  clad 
in  the  most  magnificent  manner,  except  the  fool, 
who  was  arrayed  in  skins  ornamented  with  the 
tails  of  foxes,  and  they  placed  him  side  by  side 
with  an  ape  dressed  like  himself  The  people  ran 
from  their  houses,  the  fields,  and  their  vineyards, 
to  see  and  bless  their  King  as  he  pjissed  by  ;  the 
ladies  strewed  the  road  with  flowers,  and  the 
peasants  held  up  their  ruddy-cheeked  babies  that 
he  might  look  upon  them,  which  seemed  particu- 
larly to  please  the  King.  The  poor,  wandering 
fool  came  after  the  pages  of  the  court,  by  the  side 
of  the  api' ;  and  many  wereastoni&hed  iiito  tliiiik- 
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ing  how  a  King,  who  wjis  90  sweet  and  ao  indul- 
gent towardsi  all  tlie  restof  the  world,  could  show 
him''elf  so  hard  towards  a  poor  fool.  But  they 
were  told  that  this  fool  was  very  wicked  and  in- 
solent towards  the  g<»od  King  Iiimself,  and  then, 
thongh  their  astonishment  was  scarcely  lessened, 
they  were  full  of  indignation  against  the  unfor- 
tunate fool,  and  loaded  him  with  insults  and  con- 
tempt. Thus  it  seemed  that  the  fierce  King  Rob- 
ert was  the  only  stain  and  curse  of  the  Island,  as 
he  now  was  certainly  the  only  disfigurement  of 
tliat  magnificent  and  goodly  throng.  The  fool 
still  cherished  a  hope  that  when  he  came  into  the 
presence  of  his  Holiness,  the  Pope,  that  this  cun- 
ningly-devised artifice  of  sorcery  would  be  bro- 
ken up ;  for  although  he  had  no  religion,  he  had 
conceived  something  of  a  superstitious  faith  in 
the  power  of  the  Holy  See.  But  the  Poj);.',  his 
brother,  came,  and  knew  him  not;  nor  did  the 
Emperor ;  and  when  Robert  saw  the  undisguised 
lor)k3  of  admiration  and  tenderness  which  they 
cast  upon  the  beauty  and  noble  bearing  of  the 
King ;  and  when  he  thought  of  all  the  popular 
devotion  which  had  been  oflFered  to  him,  and  re- 
membered that  they  only  regarded  himself  with 
scorn,  aversion  and  contempt,  a  feeling  of  humil- 
ity for  the  first  time  entered  his  heart.  Instead 
of  going  away  as  far  as  possible  from  his  compan- 
ion, the  ape,  he  drew  nearer  and  nearer  to  him,  so 
that  he  could  hide  himself  under  his  own  insig- 
nificance, and  felt  a  sentiment  of  sympathy,  and 
a  desire  to  possess  in  him — if  not  a  friend  in  the 
world — a  companion  who  was  not  an  enemy.  It 
happened  that  this  day  was  the  Eve  of  St.  John. 
It  had  been  precisely  two  years  since  that,  on  the 
same  eve,  Robert  had  heard  and  scoffed  at  certain 
words  of  the  Mugnijicat.  He  was  in  a  grand  ba- 
silica, where  Vespers  were  being  sung  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Pope,  the  Emperor,  and  the  King, 
whose  retinue  attended  him.  The  fool,  strangely 
softened  by  those  unwonted  emotions  of  humility, 
which  he  could  not  comprehend,  crouched  behind 
a  pillar,  seeking  to  hide  from  the  eyes  of  men 
while  the  sacred  service  was  chanted.  Soon,  in 
more  mellow  t<jnes,  and  with  more  thrilling  sweet- 
ness, music  and  voices  united,  and  in  strains  of 
thrilling  harmony,  Robert  heard  once  more  these 
words:  Deposuit  j)otente8  de  sede,  tt  exaltatit  hu- 
miles ;  heard  them,  but  with  what  diflerent  feel- 
ings, and  with  how  true  a  significance !  His  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  and  those  of  the  court  who  could 
see  him  were  lost  in  astonishment  to  see  the  fool, 
who  had  been  up  to  that  time  so  sullen,  stupid 
and  ill-tempered,  join  his  hands  in  prayer,  while 


tears  flowed  in  torrents  over  his  rugged  cheeks. 
Something  more  than  ordinarily  holy  possessed 
the  hearts  of  all  present  that  day.  The  Chaplain 
had  dtlivcrctl  a  tliscoi^rse  upon  the  text  which 
declared  that  of  the  three  virtues,  Failh,  Hope, 
and  Charity,  Cuakpty  wasthe  greatest.  The  Em- 
peror began  to  think  that  men  could,  in  truth,  be 
his  brothers.  The  Pope  wished  that  a  new  coun- 
cil of  the  Church  would  authorize  the  new  and 
great  Christian  Commandment  to  be  placed  alx>vc 
those  of  the  Old  Law,  and  blazoned  in  letters  of 
gold,  so  that  all  who  ran  might  read :  "  Behold  I 
give  uuto  you  a  new  commandment,  which  is, 
Love  ye  one  another." 

In  a  word,  Rome  felt  on  this  day  as  Sicily  had 
felt  for  two  years  under  the  reign  of  the  Angel- 
King. 

AVhen  the  sacred  services  were  over,  and  the 
sovereigns  had  retired  to  their  apartments,  the 
conduct  of  the  fool  was  reported  to  the  King,  who 
himself  had  witnessed  it,  but  had  made  no  observ- 
ation upon  it.  But  now  the  angelic  usurper  an- 
nounced that  he  intended  to  give  the  fool  some 
better  employment,  and  sent  his  courtiers  to  search 
for  him  and  send  him  to  his  presence,  and  finally 
dismissed  every  one  from  the  apartment,  and 
alone  waited  the  coming  of  the  fool.  Robert  en- 
tered, arrayed  as  usual  in  all  the  insignia  of  a 
court  fool,  and  with  his  eyes  cast  down  stood  afar 
off  from  the  great  and  charitable  unknown.  In 
his  hand  he  clasped  that  of  the  ape,  whose  friend- 
ship, after  patient  efforts,  he  had  at  length  gained, 
and  who  attached  itself  to  its  companion  in  a 
manner  that  would  have  been  ridiculi>us  to  a  Ro- 
man, but  which  was  touching  to  the  angel. 

"Art  thou  still  King*"  asked  the  angel,  but 
without  using  the  word  fool. 

"I  am  a  fool,  and  not  a  King!"  replied  Robert 
with  humility. 

"  What  dost  thou  wish,  Robert?"  asked  the  an- 
gel in  a  sweet,  solemn  voice.  Robert  trembled 
from  head  to  foot  and  replied : 

"Your  wish  is  mine,  O  good  and  powerful 
stranger,  whom  I  know  not  what  to  call,  and  upon 
whose  fiicc  I  hardly  dare  to  look."  The  unknown 
placed  his  hand  upon  Robert's  shoulder,  who  in- 
stantly felt  an  inexpressible  calm  diffuse  itself 
throughout  his  being.  He  threw  himself  on  his 
knees  and  folded  his  hands  together,  that  in  this 
lowly  attitude  he  might  thank  the  stranger.  "  Not 
unto  me,  not  uuto  me,"  interrupted  the  angel  in  a 
grave,  sweet  tone,  as  he  knelt  by  the  side  of  Rob- 
ert and  whisi)ered,  as  if  before  the  altar  of  some 
sacred  Church :  "  Let  us  pray."     In  silence  Robert 
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and  the  angel  praj'cd  ;  but  soon  Koljcrt  raised  liis 
eyes,  and  lo!  he  was  all  alone.  Then  did  he  know 
that  the  stranger,  in  whose  service,  and  under 
whose  merciful  discipline  he  had  dwelt,  was  in 
truth  an  argil.  And  Robert  regained  his  own 
form  without  regaining  the  least  of  his  pride; 
and  after  a  long  and  blessed  reign  he  died,  hav- 
ing revealed  his  liistory  to  hisafflicted  nobles,  and 
begged  that  for  the  edification  of  men  they  would 
have  the  strange  history  recorded  in  the  ISicilian 
Annals. 

AVE  MAEIA— NOTEE  DAME,  INDIANA. 
Nos.  45,  46,  47  and  48. 

[From  the  National  Quarterly  Review,  New  York  ] 
To  most  Protestants  the  title  of  this  journal 
would  suggest  the  idea  of  superstition,  or,  at  best, 
of  undue  reverence  for  the  Mother  of  Christ; 
that  is,  a  degree  of  reverence  which  is  due  only 
to  tbe  S;iviour  Himself,  as  co-cqnal  with  God. 
Our  own  impression  of  it  was  thai  it  was  designed 
chiefly,  if  not  exclusively,  for  those  who  devote 
their  lives  to  religion  ;  bi)t,  heretic  as  we  are  and 
have  been,  we  could  never  regard  it  as  supersti- 
tion to  reverence  the  Mother  of  Christ;  on  the 
contrary,  we  have  always  thought  that  those  who 
do  not  reverence  the  Mother  cannot  be  said  to  re- 
gard the  Son  as  their  Saviour.  As  for  those  who 
treat  her  with  disrespect  and  contumely,  we  could 
never  consider  their  Christianity  as  otherwise  than 
spurious.  There  is  scarcely  any  human  being  so 
depraved  but  that  it  would  be  oflensive  to  him  to 
speak  disrespectfully  of  his  mother;  and  can  we 
believe  that  Christ  has  less  esteem  for  his  mother 
than  the  human  malefactor? 

Now  that  we  have  carefully  examined  four  num- 
bers, we  find  that  we  were  mistaken  in  suppo-^ing 
that  the  work  was  designed  only  for  those  devo- 
ted to  religion.  The  journal  is,  indeed,  essen- 
tially Catholic;  but  it  is  not  more  exclusively  re- 
ligious than  other  Catholic  papers  of  the  best 
class;  in  other  words,  it  is  not  less  interesting  as 
a  family  paper.  Without  making  any  invidious 
comparisons,  we  could  wish  that  many  religious 
journals,  belonging  to  different  denominations, 
which  occasionally  reach  our  table  exhibited  as 
much  taste  and  culture  in  their  contents  as  the 
"Ave  Makia." 

But  the  conductor  of  this  journal  is  no  ordinary 
edit  >r.  The  Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin,  who  has  estab- 
1  sill  d  it,  and  under  whose  auspices  it  has,  we  un- 
derstand, attained  a  wide  circulation,  has  also  es- 
tablished, or,  at  least,  has  been  mainly  instrumen- 


tal in  establishing,  the  University  of  Notre  Dame, 
Indiana,  which  has  already  become  one  of  the 
most  flourishing  Catholic  institutions  in  this  coun- 
try. Although  Father  gorin  is  a  gentlenmn  of 
high  literary,  as  well  as  schoUstic,  attainments, 
he  is  not  depe  dent  on  his  own  efforts  for  the 
success  of  the  "Ave  Maria,"  for  we  perceive  that 
the  ablest  Catholic  writers  in  America  are  aminig 
his  contributoi-s.  We  understand  that  its  pages 
are  not  unfrequently  enriched  by  contributions 
from  Ills  Grace  the  Archbishop  of  Baltimore,  au- 
thor of  "History  of  the  Protestant  Reformation," 
&c. ;  and  we  are  sure  that  Dr.  O.  A.  Brovvnson, 
the  eminent  reviewer,  writes  for  it  occasionally, 
if  not  regularly. 

Had  we  seen  no  published  statement  on  this 
subject  we  should  have  had  no  difficulty  in  com- 
ing to  the  conclusion,  from  a  careful  perusal  of 
some  of  the  articles,  that  they  were  the  cimtribu- 
tions  of  experienced,  intelligt-nt,  and  thoughtful 
writers.  We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  all  the  ar- 
ticles in  the  "Ave  Mauia"  are  of  this  character. 
It  contains  a  department  for  children  ;  and  what 
could  be  more  unsuitable  for  early  youth  than 
profound  reasoiiinjj?  3Iay  it  not  be  doubted 
whether  such  would  be  suited  for  the  majoritv  of 
the  ladies?  Without  any  disrespect  to  the  sex, 
we  think  not;  and  accordingly  we  like  the  jour- 
nal all  the  more,  and  think  it;  the  better  adapted 
for  family  reading,  for  the  miscellaneous  lighter 
pieces  which  it  contains.  But  before  we  lay 
down  the  journal  let  us  give  a  passage  from  its 
contents,  which  will  enable  the  reader  to  jud"e 
for  himself  whether  it  is  to  be  regarded  as  a  su- 
perstitious publication.  We  need  not  go  be- 
yond the  last  number  we  have  received— that  for 
the  week  ending  December  1,  1800.  Turning 
over  the  pages  of  this  we  find  a  paper  entitled 
"Reason  and  Religion,"  which,  we  perceive,  is  in- 
tended to  be  the  beginning  of  a  series.  We  can 
only  make  room  for  the  first  two  paragraphs ;  but 
even  these  will  give  an  idea  of  the  enlightened 
and  liberal  spirit  in  which  the  principal  papers 
in  the  "Ave  Makia"  are  written. 

[ We  omit  the  extracts. — Ed] 

It  is  creditable  to  the  dignitaries  of  the  Church 
that  they  do  not  appreciate  the  ability  with 
which  this  journal  is  conducted  anything  the  less 
for  being  puijlished  in  an  obscure  corner  of  Indi- 
ana ;  if,  indeed,  any  place  can  be  said  ro  be  ob- 
scure which  has  the  benefit  of  a  University  like 
that  of  Notre  Dame.  Even  the  Pope  has  honored 
the  learned  editor  with  an  autngrapli  letter,  in 
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concluding  as  follows:  Benedicimus  opus  inccep- 
turn  et  omntH  coopenitm-fx  et  Dfmintis  N.  I.  V.  i>jnts 
perficiat  svlidetque :  "  We  bless  the  undertaking 
and  all  tbe  co  operators  tbenunt(\  and  may  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  jierfect  and  gtrerigthtn  the 
work." 

The  journal  has  another  characteristic  which 
we  luust  nut  omit  to  mention.  The  proceeds  of  it 
are  not  designed  to  enricliany  individual  or  firm  ; 
in  other  words,  it  is  no  business  sjwculntion.  We 
Sv'e  that  it  is  intended  for  the  benefit  of  the  "Home 
of  aged  and  invalid  Priests  who  are  unable  to 
discharge  any  longer  the  laborious  duties  of  the 
Sacred  iMinistry."  If  the  journal  had  no  other 
recommendation  than  this  it  would  have  afforded 
us  pleasure  to  call  attention  to  it ;  and  we  are 
convinced  that  many  Protestants  as  well  as  Cath- 
olics would  subscribe  for  it  if  for  no  other  pur- 
pose than  to  contribute  to  the  comfort  of  men 
who  are  proverbial  for  their  kindness  and  benev- 
olence wherever  their  true  character  is  known, 
when  they  are  no  longer  able  to  secure  comfort 
for  themselves. 


SODALITIES  OF  TOLEDO,  OHIO. 


ST.    PATRICKS  P^VRISH. 


Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin : 

Very  Rev.  Sir  :  Inclosed  you  will  find  five 
dollars  and  forty  cents  for  two  year's  subscrip- 
tion and  postiige  to  the  Ave  Maria,  to  be  sent  to 
tiie  Sodality  of  Saint  Patrick's  Church,  Toledo, 
Ohio,  care  Rev.  F.  Ilannou.  •  Although  many  of 
our  Sodality  are  already  subscribers,  it  is  the 
general  wish  that  a  co])y  should  be  procured  for 
the  use  of  the  Society  that  a  portion  of  it  may 
be  read  at  our  meetings  every  Sunday  evening. 

As  several  very  interesting  accounts  have  ap- 
peared in  the  Ave  Mahia  from  Sodalities  in  this 
country,  which  must,  to  say  the  least,  be  pleasing 
to  all  Catholics,  particularly  to  the  special  chil- 
dren of  Mary.  I  too  wish  to  say  a  few  words  of  our 
sodalities  of  ST.  patkick's  parish. 

This  Sodality  was  organized  in  May,  1863,  by 
Rev.  Father  Damen,  S.  J.,  under  the  directorship 
of  Rev.  Father  Ilannon,  with  the  title  of  the  As- 
sumption of  the  B.  V.  M.  and  under  the  patronage 
of  Saint  Francis  Xavier. 

Our  nuniber  when  organized  was  not  more  than 
fourteen ;  now  we  are  over  forty  Soda  lists,  and 
several  postulants.  The  Koly  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mas*'iS'CltcT«d  for  the  members  once  ajuonth,  and 


the  members  go  to  Holy  Communion  in  a  body 
the  second  Sunday  of  each  month.  They  meet 
every  Sunday  evening,  and  spend  one  hour  in 
.spiritual  reading  and  the  recitation  of  the  Little 
Office  of  the  B.  V.  M.,  and  then  after  saying  five 
Paters  and  Aves  for  the  souls  of  decca.'^ed  mem- 
bers, they  all  proceed  to  Vespers  in  a  body.  The 
place  of  meeting  is  a  small  neat  chapel,  in  rear  of 
the  church,  which  is  dedicated  to  the  Holy  Virgin 
and  kept  in  a  very  neat  and  orderly  manner,  and 
the  altar  beautifully  decorated  for  the  regular 
meetings  and  especially  for  the  principal  festi- 
vals, by  the  good  Sisters  of  Mercy  who  have- 
charge  of  the  schools  of  the  parish,  and  to  whom 
all  praise  is  due  for  their  untiring  zeal  and  devo- 
tion in  the  cause  of  religion  and  education. 
There  is  also  in  the  parish 

THE   society  of   THE   SCAPULAR, 

which  numbers  some  four  hundred  members  who 
go  to  Holy  Communion  the  first  Sunday  of  every 
month  and  who  meet  once  a  month  in  the  church 
to  recite  the  Holy  Rosary,  hear  an  instruction 
from  their  Pastor  and  receive  the  Benediction  of 
the  !Most  Holy  Sacrament. 

We  have  also  another  Society  organized,  which 
is  perhaps  as  important  as  either  of  the  above- 
mentioned.     I  mean  the 

TEMPERANCE    SOCIETY, 

which  is  in  a  very  flourishing  condition  at  present, 
numbering  two  hundred  and  fifty  members.  This 
Society  reflects  great  credit  on  its  members,  and 
commands  the  respect  not  only  of  the  Catholic 
population  of  the  city  but  also  of  those  who  are 
outside  the  Church.  They  approach  the  Tabic  of 
our  Lord,  once  in  three  month's,  and  hold  monthly 
meetings  at  which  there  are  lectures  delivered, 
new  meml)ers  admitted,  etc. 

In  conclusion  I  venture  to  .«ay  that  nowhere  in 
the  United  States  are  there  to  he  found  established, 
in  so  short  a  period,  such  facilities  for  religion 
and  education  as  have  been  in  this  parish  within 
five  years:  a  splendid  church  has  been  built,  also 
a  chapel,  a  temperance  hall,  and  an  academy 
which,  like  the  church,  is  dedicated  to  Saint 
Patrick,  besides  a  beautiful  residence  for  the 
teachers.  After  God,  to  the  zeal  and  perseverance 
our  good  Pastor,  Rev.  Father  Ilannon,  may  be 
attributed  all  these  blessing;*,  and  that  in  good 
time  he  may  hear  those  consoling  words  of  our 
Divine  ;  avionr  "Well  done,  thou  good  and  faith- 
ful servant ;  because  thou  hast  been  faitiiful  over 
a  few  things  I  will  set  thee  over  many,"  is  the 
heartfelt  wish  of  A  Sodalist. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  Ave  Mabia. 

EEPOSE. 

BY  ANNA  PEYUB  DINNIE8. 

"When  Eve  her  purple  twilight. flings 

O'er  cliff  and  turret,  vale  and  rill, 
The  wearied  Birdling  fi)ldd  her  wings 

And  on  her  cliosen  bough  is  still. 
No  more  the  notes  that  hailed  the  morn 

Are  heard  amid  the  silent  glade ; 
The  gentle  songster,  weak  and  worn, 

Has  sought  the  forest's  quiet  shade. 
There,  brooding  o'er  tiie day  just  paft, 

Night  finds  her  free  from  every  care, 
And  darkness,  gathering  thick  and  fast. 

Awakes  in  her  nor  gloom,  nor  fear. 

Thus,  when  the  shaded  evening  hours 

Steal  softly  on  Life's  well-spent  day  ; 
The  world-worn  spirit  seeks  the  bowers 

Of  Peace,  remote  from  noise  away — 
The  scenes  all  filled  with  toil  and  care, 

Where  erst  it  dwelt  have  ceased  to  lure  ; 
The  haunts  of  Pleasure,  once  so  dear, 

Can  charm  the  thoughtful  mind  no  more. 
Night  with  her  stealthy  tread  comes  on 

Unfeared,  for  Faith  her  trust  has  given  ; 
The  struggling  heart  a  boon  hath  won, 

And  turns,  in  hope  and  love,  to  Heaven. 
New  Orleans. 


SAINT  ANNE  D'AUEAY. 

[CONCLUDEP.] 

"  He  went  back  into  the  barn,  took  out  his  beads, 
and  began  reciting  the  Bosary  with  great  fervor. 
A  new  wonder  happened  :  the  barn  was  suddenly 
brilliantly  lighted  up,  and  he  heard  a  voice  ask- 
ing him  if  he  had  never  heard  that  there  was 
formerly  a  chapel  in  the  Bocenno  field?  Before 
he  had  time  to  answer  there  appeared  to  him,  in 
a  brilliant  light,  a  majestic  lady,  who,  with  great 
sweetness,  said  to  him,  in  the  language  of  tliat 
part  of  the  country  :  '  Yves  Nicolazic,  fear  not ; 
I  am  Anne,  the  mother  of  Mary.  Go  and  tell 
your  Pastor  that  in  the  field  called  Bocenno  there 
was  formerly,  even  before  the  village  existed,  a 
celebrated  chapel,  the  first  tliat  was  ever  built  in 
my  honor  in  Brittany.  Nine  hundred  and  twenty- 
years  and  six  months  ago  it  was  destroyed,  and  1 
wish  to  have  it  rebuilt  by  your  care  ;  God  wishes 


that  my  name  may  be  h;)nored  there.'  So  saying 
she  disappeared.  And  here  we  are  at  Pontivy." 
Mathurin  whips  up  his  horses  so  as  to  enter 
the  town  in  a  becoming  manner. 

From  Napoleonville  we  go  by  railroad  to  Au- 
ray,  where  we  stop  for  half  an  hour  only,  and 
then  keep  on  to  the  station  of  S:iint  Anne  which 
is  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  chapel;  at 
the  station  there  ar'!  omnibuses  to  take  pilgrims 
to  Siint  Anne :  we  throw  our  carpet-bags  on  top 
of  a  'bus,  and  go  on  foot  to  the  chapel. 

On  both  sides  of  us  there  extends  an  immense 
dreary  plain;  but  poorly  cultivated,  when  culti- 
vated at  all,  for  the  soil  is  by  no  means  rich,  and 
is  but  niggardly  in  the  crop  that  it  gives  to  the 
hard  labor  of  the  peasants. 

In  the  distance  we  see  the  tall  tower  of  the 
church ;  and  as  we  walk  along  we  beg  of  Saint 
Anne  to  make  our  pilgrimage  to  her  holy  shrine, 
a  source  of  blessing  for  us.  On  arriving  at  the 
village,  which  consists  of  a  few  houses,  we  find 
that  the  old  church  of  Saint  Anne  is  nearly  hid- 
den by  the  walls  of  a  new  church  which  they  are 
building  around  it;  with  the  intention  I  suppose 
of  taking  down  the  old  church  on  the  comple- 
tion of  the  new,  though  it  may  be  that  the  old 
one  may  remain,  like  the  Holy  House  of  Nazareth 
in  the  Basilica  of  Loretto,  and  the  Portiuncula  at 
Angel i  near  Assissium. 

Tlie  walls  of  this  church  are  covered  with  vo- 
tive offerings  of  those  who  have  received  graces 
through  the  inteicession  of  Saint  Anne. 

In  one  corner  is  the  humble  grave  of  Yvez  Nico- 
lazic, who  wivs  chosen  by  Saint  Anne  to  rebuild 
the  chapel.  Honest  Nicolazic  had  a  great  deal 
to  contend  with  against  the  prejudices  and  world- 
ly prudence  of  many  of  his  neighlx)rs,  the  rec- 
tor of  his  parish  being  at  first  one  of  those  most 
strongly  opposed  to  the  erection  of  the  chapel. 
But  Nicolazic  with  his  simple  faith  and  his  sin- 
gleness of  purpose,  assisted  by  Saint  Anne,  over- 
came all  obstacles,  and  the  rector  became  his 
greatest  friend.  The  Capuchin  Fathers  assisted 
him  a  great  deal;  and  soon,  the  means  of  build- 
ing the  chapel  came  pouring  in  from  all  sides. 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  of  the  perplexities  of 
Nicolazic,  of  all  the  opposition  he  met  with,  and 
how  he  overcame  them  all ;  but  really,  I  must 
deny  myself  the  pleasure,  aud  leave  you  here  to 
pray  to  Saint  Anne,  while  your  companions  are 
still  up  at  Guingamp  saying  their  beads  at  the 
shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Good  Aid.  May  our  Lady 
and  Saint  Anne  watch  over  you  aud  all  the 
readers  of  the  Ave  Makia. 
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OONFIEMATION. 

CHAPTER  I. 

The  rival  crowns  of  Castile  and  Aragon,  uni- 
ted under  Isabella,  daughter  of  John  II  of 
Castile,  raised  Spain  to  a  position  of  importance 
hitherto  unknown  in  the  annals  of  that  kingdom. 
The  people,  no  h)ngpr  distracted  by  the  internal 
feuds  and  strifes  which  had  devastated  that  beau- 
tiful country,  under  the  reign  of  the  weak-mind- 
ed sovereign  who  had  preceded  her, — who  died 
lamenting  "  that  he  had  not  been  burn  the  son  of 
a  mechanic,  rather  than  King  of  Caatilp, — turned 
their  attention  to  commerce  and  navigation. 

The  arts  and  sciences,  under  Isabella's  inspiring 
influence,  were  assiduously  cultivated.  Peace 
smiled  once  more  within  the  borders  of  sunny 
SjMiin.  And  while  Isabella  was  careful  to  pro- 
mote the  internal  welfare  of  her  Kingdom,  by 
every  means  in  her  power,  she  sought  no  less  to 
aggrandize  it  abroad  by  placing  her  children  on 
foreign  thrones,  and  thus  securing  alliances  with 
the  most  powerful  of  the  neighboring  nations.  In 
this  she  was  eminently  successful.  Her  eldest 
child,  Isabel,  was  married  to  Emmanuel,  King  of 
Portugal.  Her  son  John,  whom  siie  had  destined 
to  succeed  her,  and  upon  whom  she  had  bestowed 
every  care,  was  betrothed  to  Margaret,  daughter 
of  Maximilian,  Emperor  of  Germany :  and  at  the 
same  time  it  was  settled  that  her  third  child,  Jo- 
anna, should  marry  Philip,  Maximilian's  son  and 
heir.  There  now  only  remained  Catherine  and 
Maria  to  be  disposed  of,  and  of  those  who  present- 
ed then^selves  a.<«  suitors  for  the  hand  of  the  for- 
mer, none  appeared  moreunesceptionalile  i.n  every 
way,  than  Aitliur,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  heir-ap- 
parent to  the  English  throne.  And  if  Isabella's 
pride  was  elated  by  the  brilliant  future  which 
seemed  to  await  her  child,  as  the  sharer  of  one  of 
the  most  powerful  thrones  cf  the  day,  her  mater- 
nal heart  was  no  less  gratified  at  seeing  her  the 
wife  of  a  prince,  in  whose  praise  all  Christendom 
united.  Happily  she  did  not  live  to  see  the  sor- 
rows which  fell  thick  and  fast  around  her  child 
and  bowed  her  proud  spirit  to  the  dust,  which 
left  her,  not  the  sharer  of  a  throne,  but  the  repu- 
diated wife — the  wronged  and  outraged  mother, 
and  "  if  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before," 
dark  indeed  must  have  been  the  shadows  that 
gathered  around  the  pathway  of  Catherine  of 
Aiaufon* 


CHAPTER  11. 
There  was  unusual  bustle  and  confusion  in  the 


Convent  of  Saint  Francis,  in  Spain,  for  the  Prin. 
cess  Catherine,  betrothed  some  two  years  since  to 
Prince  Arthur,  heir-apparent  to  the  English 
throne,  was  concluding  the  retreat  which  she  had 
commenced  preparatory  to  becoming  his  wife,  and 
was  about  to  receive,  together  with  her  friend 
Irene  dc  Gonsalvo,  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation 
from  the  venerable  Archbishop  of  Toledo. 

Queen  Isabella,  with  that  warm  interest  which 
she  ever  evinced  in  the  welfare  of  her  children, 
had  announced  her  intention  of  being  present  at 
the  sacred  rite,  and  the  good  nuns  made  every 
preparation  to  receive  her  with  the  respect  due  to 
her  exalted  rank.  But  apart  from  the  bustle  and 
confusion,  in  a  small  room  in  a  distant  part  of 
the  cimvent,  sat  Catherine  and  Irene,  with  the 
venerable  Superioress  of  the  Order,  Motlier 
Teresa,  a  distant  kinswoman  of  Isabella,  and  the 
counsellor  and  guide  of  Catherine's  youth.  Both 
girls  were  engaged  in  working  a  large  cross  on 
canvas,  destined  for  an  altar-cloth  in  the  little 
chapel  below ;  and  as  the  sacred  device  seemed 
to  grow  beneath  their  skillful  fingers,  and  at  length 
was  finished  just  as  the  convent  bell  rang  out 
the  Angelus  upon  the  summer  air.  Mother  Teresa 
drew  Irene  to  her,  and  kissing  her  affectionate- 
ly, said:  "go  now,  my  child,  to  the  chapel,  and 
prepare  your  heart  for  the  reception  of  that  Di- 
vine Spouse,  to  whom  you  are  al)out  to  be  conse- 
crated. I  do  not  doubt,"  she  added,  glancing  at 
the  costly  fabric,  which  to  show  to  better  advan- 
tage Catherine  had  placed  at  the  opposite  end  of 
the  room:  "that  He  will  bestow  His  choicest 
graces  upon  you  who  have  decked  with  such 
beauty  His  earthly  shrine.  I  will  keep  Catherine 
with  me  until  the  arrival  of  our  royal  Lady,  for 
counsel  and  advice." 

The  girls  embraced  each  other,  and  then  as 
Irene  withdrew  from  the  apartment,  Catherine 
seated  herself  on  a  cushion  at  Mother  Teresa's  feet, 
and  clasping  her  hands  in  hers,  looked  in  her  face 
with  an  expression  in  which  1  >x^i  and  reverence 
were  blended.  "Well,  my  child,"  said  Mother 
Teresa,  at  last  breaking  the  silence  which  had 
reigned  since  Irene's  departure,  "  are  you  less  ap- 
prehensive of  the  future,  than  before  your  retreat, 
or  rather,  are  you  willing  to  leave  it  all  to  God?" 

"  Less  apprehensive  about  my  own  happiness," 
replied  Catherine,  "but,  oh!  how  I  shrink  from 
the  fearful  responsibilities  which  will  rest  upon 
me  as  an  English  Queen." 

"Fear  not,  my  child;  united  to  a  noble  consort, 
one  in  faith  with  you,  you  will  give  to  England 
an  example  of  what  a  Catholic  Court  should  be, 
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even  as  your  royal  mother  does  in  Spain.  And 
entering  upon  Ibis  contract  as  you  do,  not  set-king 
sellislily  your  own  liiii)pine*8,  but  in  obedience 
to  the  wishesofyour  parents;  in  compliance  with 
the  advice  of  your  Confessor,  and,  I  doubt  not,  in 
conformity  with  the  will  of  God,  do  not  fear 
that  as  He  has  special  graces  in  store  for 
Irene,  as  Ilis  chosen  spouse  in  the  seclusion  of  the 
cloister.  He  will  leave  you  unprovided  for  amid 
the  glittering  temptations  which  surround  the 
throne.  Nor  will  we  be  altogether  separated,  my 
child  ;  for  our  good  Bishop  has  yielded  to  your 
pious  request,  and  to  morrow,  after  you  have  re- 
ceived that  Sacrament  which  will  confirm  you  in 
the  Faith,  he  will  invest  you  with  the  Cord  of 
Saint  Francis.  So  that,  you  in  the  w'orld,  and  I 
in  the  cloister ;  you  on  the  throne,  and  I  in  the 
cell ;  you  at  the  feast,  the  joM«^and  the  tournament, 
and  I  in  fasting,  penance  and  prayer,  united  under 
the  habit  of  Saint  Francis,  animated  by  his 
spirit,  and  protected  by  his  power,  may  attain  the 
same  happy  end." 


CHAPTER  HI. 

It  was  a  gala  day  in  merry  England.  In  city 
and  hamlet ;  in  castle  and  cottage ;  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,  all  was  peace 
and  joy.  Prince  Arthur,  the  pride  and  hope  of 
all  England,  was  to  espouse  on  the  morrow,  the 
lovely  daughter  of  Spain — Catherine  of  Anigon- 

Never  perhaps,  in  all  the  annals  of  English 
history,  was  a  marriage  contracted  under  more 
favorable  auspices,  and  we  may  turn  many  a  page 
in  that  same  history,  before  we  find  one  with  so 
sad  a  sequel. 

The  bride,  springing  from  a  royal  race  illustrious 
for  their  piety;  and  educated  under  the  direct 
supervision  of  a  mother  whose  name  was  synono- 
mous  with  every  thing  that  is  good  and  noble, 
seemed  endowed  with  every  grace  and  virtue. 
While  Prince  Arthur  by  his  unobtrusive  piety, 
his  singular  sweetness  of  disposition,  and  his  pro- 
found erudititm  was  a  consort  every  way  worthy 
of  her.  And  while  Elizabeth,  his  royal  mother, 
welcomed  with  maternal  fondness  the  daughter 
of  Isabella,  tAe  Oitholic,  to  England;  Henry,  and 
the  statesmen  and  politicians  of  his  Court,  hoped 
to  secure,  by  this  alliance,  a  powerful  friend  in 
Spain. 

It  is  idle,  perhaps  worse  than  idle,  to  speculate 
more  on  what  might  have  been,  had  Arthur  and 
Catherine  been  spared  to  rule  jointly  over  Eng- 
land ;  but  one  can  hardly  suppress  the  thought 
that  if  they  had,  England  would  not  have  been 
left  to  day  without  an  altar,  or  a  sacrifice.     But 


though  every  thing  and  every  one  conspired  to 
do  honor  to  the  young  Princess,  her  heart  was 
sad  and  lonely.  Henry  him.self  met  her  at  Dog- 
mers^field,  and  conducted  her  and  her  retinue  to 
the  castle  wliich  h;jd  been  allotted  to  them  ;  and 
here  for  the  first  time  she  was  i)resented  to  Prince 
Arthur — her  future  consort.  It  is  true  they  had 
been  betrothed  some  two  years  previous  at  Bewd- 
ly,  but  Catherine  was  represented  there  by  the 
Spanish  Ambassador;  and  it  was  not  without  fear 
and  trepidation  that  she  suffered  herself  to  be 
decked  in  royal  robes  to  meet  him.  And  though 
Arthur  received  her  with  every  mark  of  respect 
and  affection,  and,  yielding  to  her  wishe.«,  re- 
frained from  seeing  her  again  till  the  morning  of 
their  marriage,  still  the  formality  and  reserve  of 
the  English  manners  seemed  to  her  indicative  of 
coldness  or  indifference.  Retiring  early  from  the 
festivities  which  had  been  prepared  in  her  honor, 
she  sought,  in  the  privacy  of  her  own  apartment, 
by  prayer  and  .supplication,  for  grace  and  strength 
to  carry  that  cross,  wliich  our  Divine  Lord  had 
sent  to  her  in  the  shape  of  England's  crown. 

She  was  interrupted  in  her  devotions  by  a 
gentle  tap  at  the  door,  and  hastily  brushing  away 
the  tears  which  she  could  not  altogether  suppress, 
she  turned  to  greet  the  Princess  Alary,  Arthur's 
youngest  and  favorite  sister,  a  beautiful  child 
of  some  ten  or  twelve  summers,  who  was  to  act  as 
one  of  the  bridesmaids  on  the  following  morning, 
and  who  had  been  scut  now  with  a  message  from 
Arthur. 

"Why  are  you  so  sad,  sweet  sister?  are  you 
pining  for  home  and  friends?"  s;iid  the  affection- 
ate child,  twining  her  arms  around  Catherine's 
neck :  "  or  do  our  northern  manners  seem  cold  and 
proud?  if  they  do,  our  hearts  are  warm,  and  Ar- 
thur loves  you  right  well,  sweet  sister,  and  you 
will  love  him  too,  for  he  is  in  every  way  good  and 
noble.  He  is  not  selfish,  like  Henry,  nor  passion- 
ate like  me,  but  kind  and  loving;  even  our  grand- 
dame,  though  nowise  easy  to  please  about  religion 
and  the  like,  can  find  no  fault  in  him.  See  what 
he  has  sent  you  to  wear  in  your  bridal  veil  to-mor- 
row ;  jewels  and  gems  by  royal  messengers,  to 
deck  his  queen ;  and  a  simple  flower,  by  the  hand 
of  his  little  sister,  but  becoming  his  chosen  bride." 
And  as  she  spoke  she  disclosed  to  view  a  beauti- 
ful lily,  which  filled  the  room  with  the  sweetness 
of  its  perfume.  "Is  it  not  a  right  royal  gift,  sis- 
ter? there  are  none  like  it  in  England;  it  has 
bloomed  but  once  before,  on  Lady  day,  and  when 
it  blossomed  this  time,  Arthur  kept  the  flower 
for  you." 
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Crttlierlne  could  not  but  be  touched  by  tliis 
mark  of  devotion  on  Arthur's  part,  and  taking 
the  beautiful  exotic  from  the  child's  hand,  she 
kissed  her  affectionately,  and  said:  "Thank  you, 
sweet  one,  for  y;)ur  kindness,  and  tell  Arthur  I 
will  wear  and  prize  it  for  his  sake." 


CHAPTER  IV 

The  royal  nuptials  were  conducted  with  all 
pomp  and  mngniflcL-nce,  and  immediately  after 
the  royal  couple  repaired  to  Ludlow  castle,  in 
Shrop>hire,  where  they  spi^nt  some  time  in  retire- 
ment betore  entering  upon  the  duties  of  active  life. 
If  Arthur  was  captivated  by  the  beauty  of 
his  bride,  he  learned  to  admire  her  still  more  for 
the  goodness  of  her  heart,  and  the  example  of 
piety  which  she  gave  to  the  royal  household — 
which  was  indeed  a  model  for  the  whole  king- 
dom. Both  assisted  daily  at  the  holy  sacrifice  of 
the  Mass,  and  the  hours  set  apart  for  prayer  and 
meditation  were  never  infringed  upon  by  either; 
while  the  recreations  and  festivities  in  which  they 
indulged,  were  such  as  became  Christian  sover- 
eigns. Among  other  pastimes  with  which  they 
spent  the  time,  was  that  of  hunting;  and  it  is  re- 
lated of  Catherine,  that  losing  her  way  in  the 
forest,  she  was  captured  by  a  robber,  who,  moved 
however  by  her  prayers,  restored  her  in  safety  to 
the  castle.  Some  time  afterwards  Arthur's  retain- 
ers, annoyed  by  the  depredations  committed  by 
the  banditti,  sallied  forth  and  capturing  the  ring- 
leader, brought  him  in  triumph  to  Arthur;  but 
Catherine  recognizing  in  him  her  generous  pre- 
server, besouccht  Arthur's  clemency ;  and  he,  yield- 
ing to  her  solicitations,  spared  him,  to  be  in  after 
years,  her  tried  and  trusty  friend. 

It  was  thus,  while  in  the  hey-dey  of  their  pros- 
perity, the  summit  of  their  happiness,  that  Arthur 
was  attacked  with  a  dangerous,  and,  as  it  proved, 
fatal  illness,  and  Catherine  tasted  of  that  bitter 
cup  which  she  was  afterwards  to  drain  to  the  dregs. 

At  first  no  serious  apprehensions  were  enter- 
tained, and  it  was  hoped  that  with  the  return  of 
spring,  health  and  strength  would  return  too; 
but  as  day  after  day  glided  by,  it  became 
evident  to  all,  even  to  Catherine,  who  watched 
bjyide  him  with  unwavering  care,  that,  "  his  days 
on  earth  were  numbered  ;"  but  as  his  bodily  weak- 
re?i  increased,  his  mind  seemed  to  grow  clearer 
and  stronger,  and  those  who  were  gathered  around 
his  bedside  listened  with  astonishment  to  the 
w  )rd.s  of  wisdom  which  fell  from  his  lips,  and  no 
pang  of  suffering  however  sharp,  no  sorrow  how- 
ever deep  elicited  one  complaint  from  him. 


It  wa^  evening :  and  the  royal  household  were 
gathered  in  the  chapel,  reciting  prayers  for  the 
dying,  for  the  physicians  had  announced  that  Ar- 
thur could  not  survive  the  night.  Old  men  who 
who  had  grown  gray  in  his  father's  service,  and 
who  had  hoped  to  see  his  heir  on  the  thnme,  ere 
they  were  called  away ;  young  men,  friends  and 
companions  of  his  youth;  the  poor,  who  had  ex- 
perienced his  bounty;  and  the  rich,  who  had 
benefited  by  his  example:  all  were  gathered  there, 
by  that  one  tie  of  sorrow  which  makes  the  whole 
world  kin. 

In  the  chamber  above,  a  temporary  altar  had 
been  erected,  and  Arthur  had  the  happiness  of 
assisting  at  Mass,  and  receiving  that  morning  the 
Holy  Communion  which  was  destined  to  be  his 
Viuticum.  His  father  sat  apart  from  the  others, 
his  face  hidden  in  his  hands;  while  his  mother 
knelt  by  the  bedside,  clasping  his  thin,  attenuated 
hands  in  hers,  and  gazing  on  his  countenance  as 
if  she  would  impress  the  loved  lineaments  on  her 
heart  forever. 

Yet  not  on  hisfather's  silent  agony,  nor  his  moth- 
er's sad  face  uplifted  to  his  ;  nor  yet  on  the  bowed 
figure  of  his  young  wife  who  knelt  at  his  feet, 
did  his  gaze  linger:  but  on  the  image  of  the  Cru- 
cified, which  was  placed  before  his  dying  eyes. 

The  e%-ening  sun  gleamed  with  a  softly  subdued 
radiance,  through  the  crimson  hangings,  on  the 
sweetly  upturned  face  of  the  dying  youth,  and 
touched  cheek  and  brow  with  a  beauty  not  of 
this  world.  Slowly,  slowly  twilight  deepened 
into  night ;  and  slowly,  slowly  life  faded  out  with 
each  fluttering  breath,  and  Arthur  turned  away 
from  all  the  brilliant  honors  which  awaited  him 
on  earth  to  possess  the  imperishable  glories  of 
heaven. 


A  Beautifiil  Little  Allegory. — A  humming- 
bird met  a  butterfly,  and  being  pleased  with  the 
beauty  of  its  person  and  the  glory  of  its  wing.s, 
made  an  offer  of  perpetual  friendship.  "  I  cannot 
think  of  it."  was  the  reply,  "  as  you  once  spurned 
me  and  called  me  a  drawling  dolt."  "  Impossi- 
ble !"  exclaimed  the  humming  bird ;  "  I  have  al- 
ways entertained  the  highest  respect  for  all  such 
beautiful  creatures  as  you  are."  "Perhaps  you 
do,  now,"  said  the  other,  "but  when  you  insulted 
mo  I  was  a  caterpillar.  So  let  me  give  you  a  bit 
of  advice;  never  insult  the  humble,  as  they  may 
perhaps  some  day  become  your  superiors." 


It  is  one  of  the  good  marks  of  chastity  to  be 
fearful ;  fear  is  its  fortress  and  its  ramparts. 
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THE  FEAST  OF  THE  PURIFICATION. 


The  Evangelist  does  not  invite  us  to-day  to  go 
over  to  Bethlehem,  and  see  the  Word  that  has 
come  to  pass;  but  the  Church, our  mother, herself 
exhorts  us  to  accompany  the  Blessed  Mother  of 
God  to  Jerusalem,  and  to  enter  with  her  into  the 
Temple,  there  to  witness  a  ceremony  full  of  mys- 
tery, such  as  was  never  yet  seen  in  the  Holy  City. 
Therefore, «aniM«  et  nos,  et  videamus  :  let  us  go  over 
and  see,  and  profit  by  what  is  going,  to  pass  before 
our  eyes. 

At  last  the  forty  days  of  Mary's  Purification 
had  elapsed :  the  moment  had  arrived  when  she 
was  to  go  up  to  the  Temple  of  the  Lord  to  present 
Jesus,  her  First-born.  But  before  we  follow  the 
Son  and  His  Mother  through  that  mysterious 
journey  to  Jerusalem,  let  us  pause  a  while  and 
prepare  our  minds  for  "  what  the  Lord  is  going  to 
show  to  us." 

The  Law  prescribed  for  Jewish  women  that 
they  should  stay  away  from  the  tabernacle  forty 
days  after  their  delivery,  and  then,  to  purify 
themselves,  they  should  offer  a  sacrifice.  This 
sacrifice  consisted  of  a  lamb  to  be  consumed 
in  holocaust,  to  which  a  dove  or  a  pigeon  was  to 
be  added,  according  to  the  rites  of  the  sacrifice 
for  sin ;  and  in  case  of  great  poverty,  the  mother 
was  allowed  to  substitute  for  the  lamb  a  second 
dove  or  pigeon.  Another  divine  commandment 
declared  all  the  first-born  the  property  of  the 
Lord,  and  prescribed  the  need  of  their  redemp- 
tion. The  price  was  five  sides  in  the  measure  of 
the  sanctuary,  equivalent  to  twenty  farthings. 
Mary,  a  daughter  of  Israel,  had  brought  forth  : 
Jesus  was  her  First-born  ;  did  the  respect  due  to 
to  such  a  bringing  forth  and  to  such  a  First  born 
permit  the  fulfillment  of  the  law? 

If  Mary  considered  the  reasons  why  mothers 
had  been  commanded  by  the  Lord  to  purify  them- 
selves, she  saw  plainly  that  the  law  was  not 
made  for  her.     What  was  there  common  with 


the  wives  of  men,  and  the  most  chaste  Spouse 
of  the  Holy -Ghost,  Virgin  in  the  conception 
of  her  Divine  Son,  Virgin  in  her  Divine  De- 
livery :  ever  pure,  but  purer  than  ever  after  car- 
rying within  her  chaste  womb,  and  giving  to  the 
world,  the  God  of  all  sanctity.  But  if  she  weighed 
the  sublime  quality  of  her  Son,  that  majesty  of 
the  Creator  and  Sovereign  Lord  of  all  things,  who 
had  deigned  to  be  born  of  her,  how  could  she 
realize  that  such  a  Son  should  be  subjected  to 
the  humiliation  of  a  redemption  as  a  slave  who 
is  not  his  own  master  ?  Still  the  Spirit  who  re- 
sided in  Mary  prompted  her  to  accomplish  this 
double  law.  Regardless  of  her  august  quality  of 
Mother  of  God,  she  mingles  with  men's  com- 
mon mothers  that  ascend  from  all  parts  toward 
the  temple  to  recover  a  purity  they  have  lost. 
This  Son  of  God  and  man  shall  be  considered  in 
every  thing  as  a  servant,  and  in  this  humiliating 
capacity  he  must  be  redeemed  as  the  least  of  the 
children  of  Israel.  Mary  profoundly  adores  this 
supreme  will  of  God,  and  submits  to  it  in  the  full- 
ness of  her  heart. 

What  an  admirable  journey  was  that  of  Mary 
and  Joseph  going  from  Bethlehem  to  Jerusalem. 
The  Divine  Babe  is  in  the  arms  of  His  Mother; 
she  carries  Him  nestling  on  her  heart  the  entire 
length  of  that  fortunate  road.  The  Heavens,  the 
earth,  and  all  nature  are  sanctified  by  the  sweet 
presence  of  their  merciful  Creator.  As  she  passes, 
some  look  upon  her  with  total  indifference,  a  few 
with  interest,  but  none  dream  of  the  mystery 
by  which  they  will  be  saved. 

Joseph  is  charged  with  the  modest  offering 
which  the  holy  Mother  is  to  present  to  the  Priest. 
Their  poverty  permits  not  the  offering  of  a  lamb: 
but  is  not  the  celestial  Child  whom  .Mary  holds 
in  her  arras  the  Lamb  of  God  who  taketh  away 
the  sins  of  the  world  ?  The  law  has  dc:jignated 
the  pigeon  or  the  dove  to  replace  the  lamb,  when 
the  mother  is  poor;  innocent  and  lovely  crea- 
tures, the  former  of  which  represents  chastity 
and  fidelity,  while  the  latter  symbolizes  innocence 
and  simplicity.    Joseph  also  carries  the  five  sides. 
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the  redemption  price  of  the  First-born  :  for  He  is  j 
truly  the  First-born,  the  only  Son  of  Mary,  who  I 
deigned  to  make  us  all  His  brothers,  making  us  | 
even  participants  of  divine  nature  by  the  adop-  j 
tion  of  ours.  i 

At  last  the  Holy  Family  is  in  Jerusalem.  The 
name  of  the  Holy  City  signifies  "  vision  of  peace," 
and  the  Saviour  comes  to  offer  to  Jerusalem  in  His 
presence  that  peace  which  no  one  else  could  give 
her.  No  one  should  fail  to  notice  the  remarkable 
progression  in  the  names  of  the  three  cities  with 
which  the  life  of  the  Saviour  is  connected.  He 
wasconceived  at  Nazareth,  which  signifies  Flower ; 
for  He  is,  in  the  words  of  Scripture,  the  Flower 
of  the  Fields,  and  the  Lily  of  the  Valleys,  and  His 
divine  odor  greets  us  all.  He  was  born  at  Beth- 
lehem, which  is  the  House  of  Bread,  in  order  to 
become  the  food  of  our  souls.  lie  was  offered  in 
sacrifice  on  the  Mount  at  Jerusalem,  and  through 
His  blood  He  restored  peace  between  heaven  and 
earth  ;  peace  among  men  ;  peace  in  our  own  souls. 
On  this  day  He  will  give  the  pledge,  the  security 
of  that  peace. 

But  while  Mary,  the  Living  Ark,  ascends  the 
steps  of  the  temple,  carrying  her  Divine  Treasure 
wilhin  her  folded  arms,  we  must  be  attentive,  for 
one  of  the  most  famous  prophecies  is  being  ful- 
filled, and  one  of  the  principal  features  of  the 
Messiah  is  now  declared.  Conceived  of  a  Virgin, 
and  born  in  Bethlehem,  according  to  Scripture, 
Jesus  entering  into  the  new  temple  acquires  a  new 
claim  to  our  veneration. 

This  new  temple,  that  could  scarcely  bear  any 
comparison  with  the  temple  of  Solomon,  had  re- 
ceived the  promise  from  the  prophet  Aggeus  that 
its  glory  should  outshine  the  glory  of  the  first ; 
for  "  in  it  peace  shall  be  given,  saith  the  Lord 
God  of  hosts." 

The  hour  had  arrived  for  the  fulfillment  of  that 
oracle.  The  Emmanuel  had  come  out  of  his  rest 
in  Bethlehem.  He  had  come  into  this  world.  He 
had  come  to  take  possession  of  His  earthly  dwell- 
inc,  and  by  His  presence  alone,  in  this  second 
temple.  He  raised  its  glory  far  above  the  glo- 
ry of  the  first  temple  of  Solomon.  He  will  return 
to  it  again ;  but  this  first  entrance  of  the  Child  in 
His  Mother's  arms,  fulfills  the  prophecy ;  and  from 
this  moment  the  figures,  the  shadows,  which  fill  up 
that  temple,  begin  to  be  dissipated  at  the  rising 
and  approach  of  the  Sun  of  Truth  and  Justice. 
For  some  years  to  come  the  blood  of  the  victims 
will  yet  sprinkle  the  corners  of  the  altars.  But 
among  those  victims,  behold  the  Child,  whose 
veins  contain  the  blood  for  the  redemption   of 


mankind,  comes  up  in  His  holy  Mother's  arms.  In 
this  throng  of  Levites  and  Israelites,  moving  in 
all  directions  through  the  various  divisions  and 
courts  of  the  temple,  many  there  are  who  are  ex- 
pecting the  Messiah,  and  know  that  the  hour  of 
His  manifestation  is  near  at  hand  ;  but  none  sus- 
pect that  at  this  very  moment  He  has  just  entered 
the  House  of  His  Father. 


SIMEON. 

This  entrance  of  the  Messiah  into  the  new  tem- 
ple was  an  event  of  too  great  an  importance  to  be 
accomplished  without  some  extraordinary  sign  to 
mark  it.  The  Shepherds  had  been  called  by  the 
Angel ;  the  Star  had  led  the  Magi  from  the  East 
to  Bethlehem  ;  the  Holy  Ghost  Himself  will  raise 
un  o  the  Divine  Child  a  witness  as  new  as  he  is 
unexpected. 

An  aged  man  lived  in  Jerusalem,  and  his  life 
was  then  verging  to  its  close  ;  but  that  "  man  of 
desire,"  named  Simeon,  had  not  let  the  expectation 
of  a  Messiah  linger  in  his  heait  in  vain.  He  felt 
that  the  days  were  drawing  near  when  his  hopes 
should  be  realized.  The  Holy  Spirit  had  inspired 
him  with  undoubted  confidence  that  his  eyes 
should  not  close  in  death  before  he  had  seen  the 
divine  light  dawn  upon  this  world. 

At  the  moment  Mary  and  Joseph  ascended  the 
steps  of  the  temple,  carrying  on  toward  the  altar 
the  Child  of  the  Promise,  Simeon  feels  inwardly 
an  irresistible  attraction  from  the  Holy  Ghost  to 
the  House  of  God;  he  leaves  his  dwelling  and 
directs  toward  the  temple  his  tottering  steps,  to 
which  his  burning  desire  gives  a  new  strength. 
Upon  the  threshold  of  the  sacred  edifice,  and  in 
the  throng  of  mothers,  with  their  babes  in  their 
arms,  his  inspired  looks  soon  rest  upon  the  Vir- 
gin-Mother foretold  by  Isaias,  and  carried  away 
by  the  impulse  of  his  heart,  he  hastens  toward 
the  Child  she  holds  u^wn  her  bosom. 

Meanwhile,  Mary,  instructed  by  the  same 
Spirit,  lets  the  venerable  man  approach  her ;  she 
places  in  his  trembling  arms  the  dear  Object  of 
his  love,  the  Hope  of  man's  salvation.  Happy 
Simeon,  now  typifying  the  old  world  grown  de- 
crepit in  its  expectations,  ready  to  disappear ;  no 
sooner  has  he  received  in  his  hands  the  sweet 
Fruit  of  life,  than  his  youth,  eagle  like,  is  re- 
newed ;  in  his  own  person  he  feels  that  a  trans- 
formation is  effected,  an  image  of  what  is 
to  come  to  pass  for  the  human  race.  His  lips 
open,  his  voice  is  heard:  he  gives  testimony, 
as  did  the  shepherds  in  the  neighborhood  of  Beth- 
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lehcm,  as  did  tlie  Mag\  througliout  tbe  East :  "  O 
Lord  !"  he  said,  "  now  Thou  dost  dismiss  Thy  ser- 
vant, according  to  Thy  word,  iu  peace ;  because 
my  eyes  have  seen  Thy  salvation,  which  Thou  hast 
prepared  before  the  face  of  all  people:  a  light  to 
the  revelation  of  the  Gentiles,  and  tbe  glory  of 
Thy  people  Israel." 


ANNA. 

Suddenly,  and  likewise  moved  by  the  same 
Divine  Spirit,  comes  in  the  pious  Anna  the 
Prophetess,  the  daughter  of  Phanuel,  venerable  to 
all,  both  by  her  great  age  and  by  her  virtue. 
These  two  aged  persons,  the  representatives  of  the 
old  society,  unite  their  voices  to  celebrate  the  for- 
tunate advent  of  the  Child  who  comes  to  renew 
the  face  of  the  earth,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
mercy  of  Jehovah,  who,  said  Aggeus,  would  give 
peace  to  mankind  in  this  second  temple.  In  this 
long  looked  for  peace  Simeon  is  now  going  to 
rest;  presently  his  faithful  soul,  disengaged  from 
the  clay  of  the  body,  will  carry  to  the  elect  in 
the  bosom  of  Abraham  tbe  tidings  of  tbe  peace 
•which  is  making  its  appearance  upon  earth,  and 
which  will  soon  open  to  them  the  gates  of  Heaven. 

The  venerable  servant  of  God,  now  filled  with 
joy,  replaces  in  the  arms  of  the  most  pure  Mary 
the  Child  she  is  going  to  oflFer  to  the  Lord.  The 
mysterious  birds  are  presented  to  the  Priest, 
who  sacrifices  them  on  the  altar ;  the  price  of  the 
redemption  is  laid  down:  the  most  perfect  obedi- 
ence is  fulfilled.  Mary  once  more  offers  to  God 
her  most  profound  homage  in  this  sacred  sanc- 
tuary, in  whose  venerated  shadows  she  spent  her 
first  years,  and  then  pressing  the  Divine  Babe  to 
her  virginal  heart,  she  retraces  her  steps  with  her 
faithful  spouse  toward  the  gates  of  the  temple. 


THE  BLESSING  OF  THE  CANDLES. 
The  most  striking  exterior  feature  of  the  Festi- 
val, is  one  of  the  three  solemn  blessings  which 
occur  in  the  course  of  the  year ;  the  other  two  are 
tbe  blessing  of  ashes  on  Ash  Wednesday  and  tliat 
of  tbe  palms  on  Palm  Sunday.  The  meaning  of 
the  blessing  of  candles  refers  exclusively  to  the 
mystery  of  the  Purification.  According  to  Saint 
Ives,  of  Chartres,  the  wax  of  the  candles  formed 
of  the  flowers  by  the  bees  which  antiquity  always 
considered  a  type  of  virginity,  signifies  the  vir- 
ginal flesh  of  the  Divine  Child,  which,  (as  will 
be  beautifully  expressed  in  a  following  article  of 
the  celebrated  Lacordaire)  did  not  alter  either  iu 


its  Conception  or  its  Nativity  the  integrity  of 
His  holy  .Mother.  In  the  light  of  the  candle  the 
saintly  Bishop,  recoguizes  the  symbol  of  Christ, 
who  came  to  enlighten  our  darkness. 

In  Catholic  families  it  is  customary  to  make  a 
present  of  fine  candles  to  the  altar  of  Mary,  and 
to  bring  back  home  one  of  those  candles  which 
bas  been  blessed  by  the  Priest.  Those  candles 
are  blessed  not  alone  to  serve  at  the  procession  on 
that  day,  but  also  to  be  kept  with  resjiect  at  home, 
or  carried  in  journeys  over  "land  or  water,"  as 
the  Church  assures  us;  for  they  secure  everywhere 
the  blessings  of  Heaven.  They  should  likewise 
be  lit  up  by  the  bed  side  of  the  dying,  as  a  me- 
morial of  the  immortality  which  Jesus  has  pur- 
chased for  us,  and  as  a  sign  of  Mary's  protection. 

All  the  mysteries  of  the  Man-God  have  for 
their  object  the  purification  of  our  hearts,  as  was 
once  admirably  remarked  by  Bossuet,  and  in  our 
days  by  Dom  Gueranger,  to  whom  we  are  chiefly 
indebted  for  the  materials  of  this  article.  He 
sent  His  Angel,  His  Precursor,  before  His  face,  to 
prepare  His  ways,  and  John  was  heard  in  tbe 
wilderness,  saying:  "Every  valley  shall  be  filled 
and  every  mountain  shall  be  brought  low."  He 
now  comes  Himself,  the  Angel,  the  One  sent  by 
excellence,  to  seal  an  alliance  with  us;  He  comes 
to  His  temple,  which  is  our  heart.  But  He  is 
like  a  burning  fire  melting  and  refining  metals; 
He  wishes  to  renew  us  by  an  entire  purification. 
We  are  reckoned  as  newly  born  with  Him  at 
Christmas;  we  are  already  arrived  with  Him  at 
the  fortieth  day  of  our  new  spiritual  life.  On 
this  gracious  Festival,  we  desire  to  be  presented 
with  Him  to  the  Divine  Majesty  by  the  same 
lovely  Mother,  the  most  holy  Virgin.  While  we 
approach  such  mysteries  of  purity,  among  which 
we  were  born  and  trained,  oh !  let  us  entreat  our 
spotless  Mother  to  throw  over  our  guilt  the  man- 
tle of  her  unspeakable  innocence  and  perfection. 


APPROBATION 

OF  MOST  EEV.  ARCHBISHOP  M'CLOSKEY. 

New  York,  Jan.  7,  18C7. 
We  take  great  pleasure  in  approving  and  com- 
mending the  Ave  M.uiia. 

JOHN,  Archbishop  of  ^feic  York. 

The  short  extract  from  Father  Lacordaire, 
mentioned  iu  the  foregoing  article  (The  Feast 
of  the  Purification),  has  to  be  postponed  to 
next  week-. 
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For  the  Ara  Mabu.. 

THE  VISITATION. 

BT  HB&  AITNA   H.  DORfiET. 

Dawn  flashes  o'er  the  hills,  the  purple  robe 
Of  night  with  royal  ermine  fringed  trails  past, 
Sweeping  the  cedars  'neath  her  silent  tread, 
And  with  her  low  breathed  whispers,  from  their 

dreams 
Stirs  up  to  life  and  song  the  sleeping  birds 
And  incense-breathing  flowers. 

The  Syrian  sky 
Full  of  a  dreamy  languor  and  a  tint 
Of  faintest  rose,  hangs  like  a  crystal  cup 
That  empties  golden  wine,  inverted  o'er 
The  hills,  while  with  a  tremulous  sigh. 
Like  one  awakening  with  a  sense  of  joy 
Too  full  for  utterence,  the  low  voiced  winds 
With  spicy  breathings  dally  with  the  palms 
And  make  rich  music  through  the  olive  grove, 
Filling  the  air  with  fragrance  and  the  grass 
With  aromatic  snows,  as  midst  the  boughs 
Of  orange  trees  it  wrestled  with  the  leaves ; 
And  tossed  the  fountain's  spray,  like  gems  upon 
The  breast  of  morn. 

Upon  a  broad  plateau 
Crowned  with    rich    pomegranite    blooms,  and 

palms. 
Far  up  the  hillside,  stood  the  high  priest's  house. 
Stately,  with  marble  pillars  circled  round : 
With  pediment  and  cornice  richly  carved. 
And  sculptured  architrave  of  costly  stone: 
Of  presence  fair,  befitting  well  a  priest 
Of  Israel's  princely  line. 

On  the  flat  roof 
Crowned  with  dark  shrubs  and  many  a  trailing 

vine, 
A  woman  stood,  bending  her  dreamy  eyes 
Toward  the  east.    A  face  once  beautiful. 
And  noble  still,  the  wind  blown  veil  revealed, 
But  filled  with  lines  the  saddened  years  had  left; 
Her  visage,  clipped  of  all  its  rounded  grace. 
Was  shaded  by  white  tresses  falling  low. 
And  her  tall  form  was  bowed,  while  over  all 
A  stately  grace  and  touch  of  sadness  hung. 
This  was  Elizabeth,  and  on  her  brow 
And  lip  was  throned  a  full  content  of  bliss, 
And  while  the  golden  tinted  mist  half  hid 
The  city  slumbering  in  the  vale,  the  range 
Of  purple  hills  that  rose  like  dream  clouds 
Against  the  flaming  sky,  and  the  steep  road 


That  wound  up  from  the  plain,  she  stretched  her 

hands 
Towards  heaven  and  prayed. 

God  of  my  Fathers!  thanks! 
That  I  no  more  among  my  people  stand 
A  by- word  and  reproach ;  that  unto  me 
In  this  my  hoary  age,  the  bliss  supreme 
Of  motherhood  is  come  ;  that  ere  the  grain 
Be  gathered  from  the  hills,  my  arms  shall  clasp 
A  living,  breathing  child  upon  my  breast — 
A  boy,  the  Angel  said ! 

Thanks !  O  my  God  I 
For  all  Thy  promises  of  gladsome  joy 
For  us:  for  the  high  grace  of  holiness 
For  him — my  child ;  for  the  great  wonder  wrought, 
Which  makes  my  age  to  blossom  forth  Thy  will! 
O  wondrous  story !    Let  me  think  it  o'er 
In  Thy  high  praise. 

That  day  it  came  to  pass* 
My  aged  spouse  into  the  Temple  went 
To  offer  incense  to  the  Lord ;  and  while 
From  golden  censers  rolled  the  fragrant  clouds 
About  the  altar,  stretching  up  like  wings. 
Veiling  both  priest  and  sacred  place,  while  prayed 
The  multitude  without,  his  frighted  eyes 
Saw  on  the  right  side  of  the  altar  stand 
An  Angel ! 

Bending  low  his  head,  he  crossed 
His  hands  upon  his  breast,  afraid  and  awed, 
When  lo !  the  Angel,  all  benign  and  calm, 
Foretold  a  so7i  unto  our  age. 

Then  he. 
Doubting  and  trembling,  to  the  Angel  said : 
"  Whereby  shall  I  know  this — we  both  are  old  ?" 
When  lo!  witb  flashing  glories  half  revealed 
And  eyes  aflame  with  splendors  from  on  high, 
The  Angel  said  :  "  Know  I  am  Gabriel 
Who  stand  before  the  mighty  God !  and  I 
Am  sent  to  thee  to  bring  thee  this  good  news : 
But  having  doubted  me,  thou  shalt  be  dumb. 
Nor  speak  before  the  day  those  things  shall  be!" 
Then  silence  fell,  and  when  my  spouse  looked  up 
He  was  alone !  and  coming  forth,  he  tried 
In  vain  to  utter  blessings  on  the  crowd — 
For  lo !  his  lips  were  sealed !  and  then  by  signs 
He  shewed  them  be  was  dumb ;  and  as  they  shrank 
Aside  to  let  him  pass,  they  whispered  low : 
"  The  son  of  Aaron  hath  a  vision  seen !" 
All  this  has  been  fulfilled  since  six  months  gone; 
The  lips  of  Zachary  still  sealed,  he  prays 
And  ponders,  full  of  solemn  joy,  the  words 
The  Angel  said.     Thanks!  O  Jehovah!  Lord! 

•  Luke,  chap.  L 
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Then,  filled  with  speechless  bliss,  she  bowed  her 

face 
Withiu  her  hands,  and"  wept  sweet  tears. 

Not  long 
She  lingered  thus,  for  the  red  sun  arose, 
And  from  the  distant  chambers  of  her  house 
Came  up  a  hum  of  busy  life  that  broke 
Upon  her  blissful  dream,  with  life's  demands; 
She  gathered  up  her  veil  to  go,  but  paused, 
Her  steps  arrested  as  her  eye  swept  down 
The  mountain  path  below  ;  then  o'er  her  face 
Flashed  a  serene  content,  as  toiling  up 
The  rocky  way  she  saw  two  travelers  come 
Toward  her  house. 

"  These  are  my  kins-folk  come 
From  distant  Nazareth — Joseph  the  just 
And  Mary — who  in  all  Jerusalem 
Was  held  as  pure  as  Eve  before  her  fall, 
And  for  her  rare  humility,  and  life 
Devoutly  pure  before  the  Lord,  they  called 
Her  in  the  Temple  where  she  served,  the  pearl 
Islacl,  His  spouse.     Why  stirs  my  soul 
With  such  ecstatic  thrills  as  she  draws  nigh? 
Why  throbs  my  heart  as  throbs  th'  advancing 

tides 
Of  the  deep  seas  to  greet  the  moon's  approach  ?" 

Her  guests  drew  near ;  one  was  a  man  advanced 
In  years,  whose  weary  steps  were  holpen  by 
A  staflf;  he  led  a  mule,  upon  whose  back 
A  fair  young  Virgin  sat,  pale  and  serene. 
Like  some  pure  vision  conjured  from  the  morn  ; 
Whose  golden  hair,  and  eyes  with  light 
Ifot  of  the  sun,  shed  brightness  on  the  day. 

Then  quickly  from  the  roof  Elizabeth 

Sped  down  with  welcome  glad,  to  greet  her  guests 

Upon  the  marble  flags  of  the  broad  porch 

With  hands  held  out,  and  as  they  nearer  drew 

Her  pulses  throbbed  as  with  supernal  fires. 

And  all  the  air  seemed  bright  with  waving  wings; 

Then  when,  like  strains  from  some  sweet  Dulcimer, 

The  Virgin's  salutation  softly  fell 

Upon  her  ear,  her  babe  leaped  in  her  womb, 

Stirring  with  joy  at  the  command  of  Him 

Whom  Mary  bore  in  hers — the  Saviour,  Lord ! 

Then,  filled  with  God's  own  Spirit,  she  stretched 

out 
Her  hands  to  the  fair  Virgiii  standing  near, 
And  in  exultant  tones  that  echoed  clear 
Upon  the  stillness,  cried  :  "  Blessfid 
Art  thou  amongst  all  women ;  blessed  is 
The  fruit  of  thy  pure  womb  !     O  whence  is  this 
To  me,  that  she,  the  Mother  of  my  Lord, 
Should  come  to  me  ?    For  lo  1  no  sooner  had 


Thy  greeting  met  me  than  with  joy  my  babe 
Gave  signs  of  life  *     Blessed  art  thou  that  hast 
Believed,  because  accomijlished  now  shall  be 
Those  things  the  Lord  said  unto  thee." 

Then  she — 
With  face  uplift  to  heaven,  all  luminous 
With  rays  from  the  pure  gem  that  crowned  her 

life, 
The  air  still  brighter  grown  with  Seraphs'  eyes 
And  stirred    to    fragrance   by  their  trembling 

wings — 
Exultant  poured  in  lofty  tones  her  coul's 
O'erswelling  hymn  of  praise  and  prophecy: 

My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord ! 
My  spirit,  filled  with  His  swift  word, 
Like  harp  of  flame  all  angel-voiced, 
In  God  ray  Saviour  hath  rejoiced; 

Because  from  His  high  throne 
He  hath  regarded  the  humility 
Of  me  His  handmaid,  for  behold 
From  henceforth  all,  until  eternity. 
Shall  call  me  blessed,  where'er  the  story's  told, 
Where'er  the  wonder's  known  : 
For  lie,  the  mighty  One, 
Great  things  to  me  hath  done, 
And  holy  is  His  name ! 
To  them  that  fear  Him,  from  His  throne 
Through  generations  flowing  on 
His  mercy  shall  be  shown. 

He  hath  risen  in  power ; 
He  hath  shown  unto  men 

The  might  of  His  arm ; 
He  hath  scattered  the  proud 
In  their  heart's  vain  conceit, 

In  the  flush  of  their  pride. 

From  the  seat  of  their  glory 
He  hath  put  down  the  mighty. 

And  exalted  the  low ; 
He  hath  fillCd  the  hungry 
With  good  things  ami  plenty, 

With  gifts  of  rejoicing. 

But  the  rich  in  confusion 
He  hath  sent  away  empty: 

No  gifts  for  their  greed. 
Being  mindful  of  mercy, 
He  hath  Israel  received. 

And  crowned  him  with  blessing. 

As  He  spoke  to  our  Fathers 
Face  to  face  and  in  visions. 

Through  Angels  and  Prophets, 
To  Abraham,  with  promise 
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To  his  seed,  of  deliverance 
For  ever  and  ever. 

As  the  last  cadence  of  her  lofty  hymn 
Soared  softly  up  from  M.uiy's  lips  to  Heaven, 
They  knew  by  that,  and  by  the  homage  paid 
By  the  unborn  unto  the  Word  made  flesh, 
She  was  the  maid  of  wjiom  Isaias  wrote : 
"A  Virgin  shall  conceive  and  Ijear  a  son  I" 
That  she,  the  lowly  one  of  Nazareth, 
Was  the  pure  Bride  of  Heaven. 


OFFEKINGS. 


The  readers  of  the  Ave  Maria  will  permit  us 
to  say,  that  all  should  deem  it  almost  a  duty  to 
make  an  offering  of  candles  to-day,  upon  the 
altar  of  our  Blessed  Mother,  reserving  one  to  carry 
home  with  them,  after  its  being  blessed.  Should 
any  one  be  deprived,  by  circumstances,  from  this 
spiritual  advantage,  we  would  be  happy  to  remedy 
it  in  the  following  manner.  Some  time  ago,  we 
bad  personally  the  honor  to  receive  a  Blessed 
Candle  from  the  hand  of  our  venerable  Pius  IX, 
on  Purification  Day.  This  year  we  intend  to  melt 
it  with  a  quantity  of  wax  suflicient  to  make  all 
the  candles  required  for  our  students  here  and  at 
St.  Mary's,  and  a  few  hundred  more  which  we 
will  be  pleased  to  distribute  gratis  among  those 
who  might  desire  to  obtain  one.  They  will  be 
small  enough  to  be  sent  by  mail,  under  a  double 
stamp. 

The  venerable  Superior  of  a  Religious  house  has 
written  to  us  for  intentions  of  Masses,  stat- 
ing he  has  none  for  quite  a  number  of  priests :  we 
have  none  ourselves,  and  we  have  heard  of  other 
Rev,  Clergymen  being  in  the  same  condition. 

When  we  come  to  think  of  the  comparatively 
small  number  of  priests  for  our  large  Catholic 
population,  the  fact  of  many  of  the  priests  being 
in  want  of  intentions,  evidently  proves  that  the 
truly  Catholic  affection  which  goes  beyond  the 
grave,  and  docs  not  forget  the  loved  ones  as  soon 
as  earth  covers  them  up  from  sight,  has  suffered 
from  the  cold,  worldly,  calculating  spirit  of  those 
who  think  that  it  is  not  a  good  and  wholesome 
thought  to  pray  for  the  dead,  to  think  of  them 
often,  and  to  do  all  they  can  for  the  repose  of  the 
souls  of  those  whom  they  loved  when  living,  and 
to  whom  they  were  bound  by  ties  of  love,  of  grat- 
itude. In  connection  with  the  little  offering  just 
mentioned,  we  would  suggest  to  our  pious  readers 
to  examine,  not  for  a  moment,  but  in  earnest  as 
the  case  deserves,  whether  they  are  satisfied  that 


they  have  finally  i>aid  all  they  owed  or  promised  to 
the  dear  ones"  now  departed  ;  whether  they  are 
convinced  that  they  need  no  more  the  propitiation 
of  God  for  their  families,  their  undertakings,  their 
final  perseverance,  etc. 

Faith  teaches  that  the  great  sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  is  the  means  of  appeasing  God  ;  of  drawing 
down  Ills  blessings;  and  the  readers  of  the  Ave 
Maria  should  \ye  first  and  foremost  in  fnlfilling 
the  religious  obligations  towards  those  "  who  have 
gone  before,"  and  to  popnlarize  all  the  truly 
Catholic  customs,  which,  from  want  of  a  numerous 
clergy,  have  been  neglected  by  many  Catholics. 

Of  all  these  customs,  that  of  "  having  Masses 
said,"  of  having  the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered  up  for 
the  dead,  for  the  wants  and  needs,  spiritual  and 
temporal,  of  individuals  amd  families,  is  one  of 
the  most  efficacious  of  good,  and  the  one  most 
available  to  all — the  devotion  to  the  most  Holy 
Sacrament  always  accompanies  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

LITTLE  JOSEY;   OE  THE  SIGN   OP  THE 
CROSS,  AND  THE  HAIL  MAEY. 

"What  is  your  name,  my  child?"  kindly  in- 
quired a  lady,  of  a  poorly  clad  little  boy,  who  had 
made  his  way  into  her  garden,  and  quietly  seated 
himself  on  the  edge  of  a  flower-bed. 

"  What  is  your  name,  tell  me?" 

"  My  name  is  Josey,"  said  the  child  timidly. 

"Why,  that's  a  beautiful  name;'how  old  are 
you  Josey  ?" 

"  Five  years  old." 

"  And  are  you  a  good  boy  ?" 

"  Yes  ma'am — I  dont  know  ma'am,"  replied  the 
child,  seemingly  conscious  of  his  intrusion. 

"  Well,  never  mind  ;  I  am  sure  you  are  a  good 
boy — but  are  you  a  Catholic,  Josey  ?" 

At  the  sound  of  the  word  Catiiolic,  Josey  for- 
got his  timidity,  and,  for  the  first  time,  raised  his 
large  blue  eyes,  and  silently  fixed  them  on  the 
face  of  the  lady,  with  an  expression  of  astonish- 
ment, almost  amounting  to  indignation,  that  his 
Faith  should  be  called  in  question.  Then  tra- 
cing on  his  person  a  large  sign  of  the  Cross.  "In 
the  Name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  Amen"  He  added  :  "  Hail  Mary, 
full  of  grace,  the  Lord  is  with  thee."  Josey  made 
no  other  reply  ;  he  was  fully  satisfied  that  he  had 
proved  himself  a  Catholic  by  the  sign  of  the 
Cross,  and  the  Hail  Mary  ! 

Beautiful  reply  !  worthy  of  one,  on  whom  the 
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sacred  waters  of  l)aptism  had  flovvcfl.in  the  Xanie 
of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy 
Gliost;  constituting  hiin  a  child  of  the  Cliurch,  a 
child  of  God,  and  a  child  of  Mary — the  Mother  of 
God.  Oh,  with  what  complacency  did  the  Most 
Iluly  Trinity,  the  Father,  the  Son  and  the  Holy 
Ghost,  look  on  that  innocent  boy,  as  he  fearlessly 
traced  the  sacred  sign  of  redemption  on  himself, 
invoking  Them  in  testimony  of  his  Faith ;  and  in 
the  same  breath,  saluting  her,  whom  the  Angel 
styled  "  full  of  grace ;"  God  proclaiming  by  the 
lips  of  this  child,  the  i)raisc  of  His  ]^[other,  whose 
name  is  inseparable  from  His  own.  Sweetly  and 
maternally  must  Mary  have  smiled  on  this  little 
child,  who  saluted  her,  as  an  indication  and  ac- 
knowledgement of  his  Faith;  and  swiftly  did  the 
Guardian  Angel  of  little  Joscy  wing  his  flight  to 
the  throne  of  God — to  the  throne  of  Mary,  bear- 
ing there  the  sacred  sign  of  the  cross,  the  triple 
invocation,  and  the  salutation  to  his  Queen — the 
Queen  of  angels — the  Queen  of  heaven.  There 
did  he  record  in  the  Book  of  Life  this  act  of  his 
infant  charge,  to  publish  it  to  the  whole  world  on 
the  last  day,  and  to  claim  for  little  Josey  the  re- 
ward of  him,  who  glories  in  the  sign  of  the  Cross, 
and  the  Hail  Mary. 

The  sign  of  the  Cross  and  the  Hail  Mary !  beau- 
tiful reply  !  Where  is  the  divine,  the  theologian 
who  could  have  given  more  convincing  arguments 
of  his  Faith  ;  testifying  thereby,  his  belief  in  God 
the  Creator,  God  the  Redeemer,  God  the  Sancti- 
fier ;  and  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God — the  Word  In- 
carnate "  through  whom  all  men  are  saved,  and 
brought  to  a  knowledge  of  the  truth." 

The  sign  of  the  Cross  and  the  Hail  Mary!  this 
is  a  summary  of  the  Faith  of  every  Catholic 
Christian.  Where  is  the  truly  Catholic  parent, 
who  would  not  be  proud  to  claim  for  his  own, 
such  a  child  as  Joscy;  founding  on  him  hopes  of 
happiness  in  this  world,  and  sharing  with  him 
eternal  hajipiness  in  the  world  to  come :  for  the 
happiness  of  the  parent,  both  here  and  hereafter, 
is  intimately  connected  with  that  of  his  offspring. 
And  little  Josey  was  the  child  of  a  poor  widowed 
mother,  whose  daily  toil  earned  subsistence  for 
herself  and  her  child;  who  before  commencing 
the  labors  of  the  day,  on  bended  knees,  invoked 
on  her  child  and  herself  the  blessings  of  Heaven, 
in  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  through  the  intercession  of  Mary. 

Hail  Mary,  full  of  grace.  At  early  dawn  Josey 
was  awakened  from  his  healthful  sleep,  to  learn 
to  make  the  sign  of  the  Cross;  and  returning  at 
night  to  her  humble  home,  wearied  by  the  fa- 


tigues of  the  day,  the  mother  rested  not  her  head 
on  her  pillow  until  Joscy  had  knelt  at  her  side 
and  learned  the  sign  of  the  Cross  and  the  Hail 
Mary.  The  sign  of  the  Cross  and  the  Hail  Mary! 
thus  impressing  the  mind  and  heart  of  her  child; 
she  taught  him  the  science  of  the  saints — for 
what  more  did  the  Saints  seek  to  know — what 
more  could  they  know? 

The  mother  of  Josey  had  no  wordly  wealth  to 
bestow  on  her  child ;  no,  not  even  the  means  of 
ordinary  education  ;  but  she  bestowed  on  him  the 
riches  of  heaven  :  the  science  above  all  sciences; 
the  knowledge  of  the  cross  and  the  way  to  heaven 
through  Mary.     Hail  Mary,  full  of  grace  ! 

Were  it  permitted  us  to  look  into  the  future  of 
this  favored  child,  what  might  wc  not  augur  for 
him.  Addressing  ourselves  to  him,  might  we  not 
say,  in  youth  as  in  childhood,  continue  to  love  the 
sacred  sign  of  salvation,  and  the  Hail  Mary.  Let 
that  sacred  sign,  that  holy  salutation  be  thy  de- 
fence in  the  dangers  that  beset  the  path  of  life, 
whether  in  youth,  in  manhood,  or  in  hoary  age ; 
thy  strength  against  the  enemy  of  God,  the  ene- 
my of  thy  soul,  to  whom  the  unspeakable  torments 
of  the  infernal  abyss,  are  more  endurable,  less  in- 
tolerable, than  the  sign  of  the  Cross  and  the 
Hail  Mary.  Let  the  sign  of  the  Cross  and  the 
Hail  Mary,  be  thy  safeguard  in  prosperity,  thy 
comfort  in  adversity  ;  let  not  the  sunshine  of  the 
former  dazzle  thee  with  its  brilliancy,  and  lead 
thee  to  forget  the  poverty  and  lowliness  of  thy 
childhood  days,  when  thou  wert  truly  happy, 
great  and  rich  in  knowing  and  loving  but  two 
things — the  sign  of  the  Cross,  and  the  Hail  Mary. 
Should  the  clouds  of  adversity  darken  thy  path, 
be  not  dismayed,  but  strengthen  thy  faith  and 
hope ;  knowing  thou  treadest  the  path  of  Him, 
whose  life  was  the  Cross  exemplified,  and  of  her, 
EHs  living  image,  from  the  lowly  cave  of  Bethle- 
hem to  the  height  of  Calvary's  mount.  Walk  in 
the  darksome  way  between  Jesus  and  Mary ;  Jesus 
carrying  the  Cross  :  Mary  bearing  it  in  her  heart. 
Thy  trials,  thy  crosses  will  be  less  rude  and  heavy, 
less  poignant:  nay,  they  will  be  sweet  and  de- 
lightful, if  thvs  accompanied  thou  journeyest  on, 
pursuing  thy  way  to  a  blessed  eternity.  Happy 
wilt  thou  be  to  meet  here  below  in  thy 
path,  Jesus  and  Mary ;  happy  to  bear  the  cross 
with  Them,  and  for  them.  The  Son  and  the 
Mother,  will,  on  the  last  fearful  day,  recognize 
thee  as  the  companion  of  Their  journey,  the  jour- 
ney thou  hast  faithfully  trodden  with  Them,  and 
which  ended,  will  lead  thee  safe  to  the  home  and 
rest  of  the  eternal  dwelling  of  the  blesaed.  Should 
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the  twofold  devotion  of  thy  infant  years,  follow- 
ing thee  through  life,  obtain  for  thee  the  privilege 
of  being  numbered  among  the  chosen  race  of  the 
Sanctuary,  daily  offering  the  spotless  Victim,  in 
the  renewal  of  the  sacrifice  of  Calvary,  happy, 
thrice  happy  wilt  thou  be.  For  this  inestimable 
blessing  thou  wilt  be  indebted  to  her,  whose 
name  thou  didst  early  invoke :  to  her  who  didst 
claim  for  thee  the  favor  of  calling  down  on  earth 
the  blessings  of  Heaven,  invoking  the  Father,  the 
Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  when  signing  thyself 
with  the  sign  of  the  Cross,  thou  standest  before 
the  altar  of  God,  to  offer  the  clean  oblation, 
which  ascends  to  Heaven  from  the  rising  of  the 
8un  to  the  going  down  thereof.  And  should  it  be 
thy  hajjpy  lot  to  bear  to  nations  "  seated  in  dark- 
ness and  the  shadows  of  death,"  the  knowledge 
of  God  and  His  sacred  truths ;  depart  joyfully, 
fearlessly,  armed  with  the  sign  of  the  Cross,  and 
relying  on  the  intercession  of  Mary.  Impart  to 
the  infidel,  the  idolator,  the  savage,  the  teachings 
imparted  to  thee  in  thy  infancy,  when  kneeling 
at  thy  mother's  side,  thou  didst  there  learn  to  love 
the  sign  of  redemption,  and  to  lisp  the  praise  of 
the  Mother  of  the  Redeemer.  Teach  them  the 
love  of  a  God  dying  on  the  Cross  for  them,  and 
mindful  of  them  to  the  end  gave  them  what  He 
loved  most  dear  on  earth — His  Mother — "  Son,  be- 
hold thy  Mother."  Happy  wilt  thou  be  to  raise 
with  thine  own  hand,  the  hand  of  the  youthful  or 
hoary  savage,  the  converted  infidel,  the  then  en- 
lightened pagan,  teaching  them  to  form  on  them- 
selves the  sign  of  redemption — even  as  thou  wast 
taught — inspiring  their  heart  and  lips  to  move 
in  Mary's  praise,  even  as  thine  have  ever  moved. 

And  it  may  be — oh,  joyfnl  thought ! — that  the 
fearless  declaration  of  the  sacred  truths,  may  gain 
for  thee  the  martyr's  crown ;  that  in  defense  of  the 
Crucified  God  and  His  blessed  Mother,  thou  may- 
est  be  called  to  lay  down  thy  life,  amid  torments 
insults  and  ignominy  ;  happy  lot !  noble  destiny ! 
to  die  in  the  defense  of  the  Cross  and  of  Mary. 
Arm  thyself  with  that  sacred  sign,  with  which 
thou  didst  trace  it  upon  thyself  in  early  years ; 
look  for  strength  in  calling  on  her,  whose  name 
from  childhood  was  as  familiar  to  thee  as  thy  own. 
Look  back  to  thy  early  days,  and  acknowledge 
with  heart  overflowing  with  love  and  gratitude, 
that  for  all  the  good  thou  hast  done  in  life,  for 
the  martyr's  wreath  about  to  encircle  thy  brow, 
for  thy  perseverance  to  the  end,  for  the  weight  of 
eternal  glory  prepared  for  thee,  thou  art  indebted 
to  the  teachings  of  thy  infant  years,  when  thy 
tiny  hand  was  raised  to  form  the  sign  of  the 
Cross,  and  thy  infant  lips  moved  with  the  praise 
of  Mary.    Hail  Mary,  full  of  grace ! 


THE  KEYS  OF  TOUEUAY. 


A  Legend  of  the  Pourteenth  OoElury.* 

[Translated  from  the  Frencli  of  L.  d'Appilly.] 
"Sentinels,  look  to  the  setting  sun  :  do  you  see 
nothing  on  the  horizon  ?" 

"  Thou  here  again  !  idiot !"  cried  the  men-at- 
arms,  threatening  the  child  with  their  pikes,  to 
force  her  to  go  away. 

But  the  little  beggar-girl  was  deaf,  she  did  not 
hear  their  words :  neither  did  she  perceive  their 
gesture,  for  her  wandering  eyes  were  almost 
blind.  Instead  of  being  frightened  and  running 
away  she  continued : 

"  Raise  your  eyes  towards  the  sea.  Is  not  the 
sky  covered  with  mists  and  fogs?  Lend  your 
ears  to  the  noises  which  come  from  the  West ! 
These  clouds  of  dust  that  the  wind  rolls  towards 
us  are  full  of  the  clamor  of  soldiers,  the  neighing 
of  horses,  the  shocks  of  engines,  and  the  machines 
of  war.  Listen !  Listen  !  It  is  the  resounding 
march  of  the  justice  of  God.  Do  penance !  Do 
penance !  The  sword  will  lay  waste  your  lands  j 
fire  will  consume  your  cities;  hunger  will  dis- 
courage the  brave ;  it  will  devour  the  women  and 
children.  Carnage  and  slaughter  will  rise  eveiy- 
where  to  the  attack,  and  the  high  walls  shall  be 
cast  down  to  let  them  pass.  The  city  besieged ! 
The  city  taken  !  Blood  and  death  !  Kill !  Kill ! 
The  streets  are  paved  with  the  dead.  And  the 
iron  shod  hoofs  of  horses  grind  the  bones  of  the 
wounded  and  dying !" 

After  having  uttered  these  threats  in  a  mourn- 
ful voice,  the  beggar-girl  wandered  away,  and  the 
soldiers  began  to  laugh  and  joke. 

"  Whatever  it  may  be,  it  is  best  perhaps  to  re- 
port her  words  to  the  mayor." 

"  He  will  mock  at  thee ;  dost  thou  not  see  that 
she  is  idiotic.  How  can  what  she  threatens  come 
to  pass.  The  devil  of  Flanders  is  tightly  buried 
under  the  walls  of  Cassel  with  the  thirty  thou- 
sand clowns  whom  our  suzerain,  the  Salic  king 
hath  there  laid  low.  Robert  of  Artois  would 
perhaps  be  right  glad  to  lead  the  English  knights 
from  that  quarter,  but  Philip's  fleet  keeps  good 
guard  upon  our  shores.  And  even  if  it  come 
to  fighting,  our  swords  are  not  so  rusty  that  we 
can  use  them  no  longer.  We  have  good  ramparts, 
and  we  can  sustain  here,  by  my  patron !  a  siege  as 
long  as  that  of  the  city  of  Troy,  in  Palestine, 

•  Prom  the  Archives  of  Toumay. 
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■wliicli  the  Saracens,  they  say,  defended  for  ten 
years  against  the  jjuladin  Hercules,  surrounded  by 
the  flower  of  Grecian  chivalry." 

The  little  projjhetess  was  rather  calculated,  it 
is  true,  to  inspire  pity  than  terror.  She  was  four- 
teen years  of  age,  and  seemed  to  be  herselfstrickea 
with  that  malediction  from  ou  high  with  which 
she  threatened  the  opulent  city  of  Tournay.  A 
premature  baldness  had  laid  bare  her  head,  from 
which  there  only  hung,  lieneath  the  tattered  hand- 
kerchief which  covered  her  head,  here  and  there  a 
scanty  tress  of  reddish  color.  A  scarred  wound, 
of  a  brown  tint,  in  which  the  traces  of  fire  might 
be  recognized,  covered  half  of  her  narrow  and  de- 
pressed forehead ;  her  cheeks  were  hacked  with 
cuts  and  bruises,  which  deformed  her  mouth. 
Her  chin  alone  had  preserved  a  graceful  outlina 

Her  face  was  not  beautiful,  and  still  there  was 
something  interesting  in  its  unsightliness.  Was 
it  the  nameless  charm  that  innocence  gives,  or 
the  expression  of  unintelligent  happiness  which 
idiocy  had  painted  on  her  distorted  features? 
Was  it  only  compassion  that  her  appearance  exci- 
ted ?  What  is  certain  is  that  no  one  felt  in  look- 
ing upon  her  that  disgust  and  horror  which  those 
misshapen  creatures,  in  whom  nature  seems  to 
have  personified  the  contortions  of  suffering,  ordi- 
narily excite. 

The  same  accident  which  had  disfigured  her 
countenance  had  also  paralysed  her  right  arm  and 
her  legs.  She  could  walk  only  upon  crutches, 
the  least  shock  caused  her  to  fall,  and  then  she 
was  incapable  of  arising,  and  would  die  in  the 
place  where  she  fell,  if  the  charity  of  the  passers- 
by  did  not  set  her  again  on  her  feet. 

She  was  the  eldest  of  four  children,  whose  moth- 
er, now^  two  years  a  widow,  was  bringing  up  with 
difficulty  by  the  wages  of  her  toil.  Rose,  the  poor 
infirm  girl  was  called  Rose, — could  not  spin  with 
her  mother ;  she  begged,  but  with  so  candid  and 
humble  an  air  that  very  few  of  the  citizens  said 
to  her :  "  God  be  thine  aid,"  without  slipping  a 
little  morsel  of  bread  into  her  apron. 

It  was  during  the  Carnival  of  1340,  that  she  be- 
gan her  strange  predictions,  and  she  continued 
them  during  the  whole  time  of  Lent. 

Did  she  know  what  she  was  saying?  It  might 
be  doubted-  In  vain  was  she  questioned, — she 
did  not  answer  questions  which  she  did  not  un- 
derstand. 

She  stood  oil  Sunday  under  the  church  porch, 
and  said  to  the  ladies  who  went  up  towards  the 
altar : 

"  Be  converted !    Hasten  to  be  converted  !    Put 


off  this  apparel  of  which  queens  might  be  jealous. 
Exchange  these  stuffs,  embroidered  with  silk  and 
gold,  for  sackcloth  of  hair.  Behold  the  day  of 
wrath  is  approaching,  when  massacre,  rapine,  and 
outrage  shall  be  let  loose  upon  you.  A  woman 
shall  sell  all  her  jewelry  for  an  ounce  of  bread, 
and  when  she  hath  given  all,  she  bhall  have  noth- 
ing left  to  redeem  her  body  from  opprobrium, 
and  her  life  from  the  fury  of  the  sword  !" 

She  even  made  her  way  into  the  houses  of  the 
rich.  In  the  midst  of  the  intoxication  of  the  ban- 
quet she  was  seen  to  appear  suddenly  by  the  side 
of  tables  perfumed  by  the  odor  of  dishes,  and 
crowded  by  a  throng  of  laughing  guests  : 

"  Fast !"  cried  she.  "  Subdue  the  body  !  Give 
in  alms  these  sumptuous  dishes  and  wines.  Fam- 
ine howls  at  your  doors  like  a  wolf.  She  will  en- 
ter the  city  in  the  night  and  dwell  alone  in  the 
depths  of  your  exhausted  granaries.  Hunger  will 
attack  you  on  the  flank  and  plunge  into  you  her 
burning  teeth.  Ye  shall  beg  the  coarsest  food  at 
its  weight  in  gold,  and  ye  shall  not  obtain  enough 
to  satisfy  you.  And  when  your  withered  bodies 
resemble  barley  straw,  deatB  shall  crush  you  like 
the  wheat  that  is  trampled  on  in  harvest  time." 

Her  ill-omened  clamors  tired  the  ears  of  that 
proud  city.  They  brought  her  before  the  mayor 
to  have  her  condemned  to  prison.  She  went 
through  her  trial  with  complete  indifference,  as  if 
she  had  not  been  concerned  in  it.  But  when  the 
judge  was  about  to  pronounce  the  order  for  her 
imprisonment,  she  suddenly  raised  her  head  with 
an  inspired  air,  and  said : 

"  The  west  wind  has  arisen  at  last.  Fire,  sword, 
and  famine  fly  upon  its  wings.  Run  to  the  ram- 
parts !  Down  with  the  portcullis !  Tie  up  the 
mangonels!     Bestir!  bestir!     To  arms!" 

And,  breaking  through  the  throng,  she  rushed 
out  precipitately,  before  the  judge,  surprised  and 
chilled  in  spite  of  himself  with  a  secret  horror, 
undertook  to  stop  her. 

She  went  about  through  all  the  streets  of  the 
city,  repeating  more  forciby  her  doleful  announce- 
ments. When  she  returned,  in  the  evening,  to 
her  mother's,  her  little  sisters  ran  up  to  search  her 
apron,  which  was  generally  filled  with  alms  and 
presents ;  but  on  that  day  it  was  empty. 

Rose  kissed  them  one  after  another  with  a  more 
lively  tenderness  than  usual,  and  two  tears  fell 
from  her  eyes  upon  the  scars  of  her  cheeks. 

"No,  you  will  not  die!"  she  sighed.  "Our 
Lady  will  have  pity  on  you,  and  feed  you  !" 

A  tame  she-goat,  which  had  suckled  all  the 
children,  approached  in  her  turn  to  beg  for  caresses. 
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"But  tlmu,  poor  animal!"  murmured  she,  "who 
will  save  thee?" 

This  unfortunate  family  dwelt,  at  the  foot  of  a 
yard,  in  a  sort  of  uubealtliy  cellar,  damp  and 
badly  ventilated,  which  had  been  abandoned  to 
them  for  pity.  The  entrance  was  by  a  slope  hol- 
lowed in  the  ground.  The  hearth  was  formed  by 
two  stones  set  up  against  tlie  wall,  under  an  aper- 
ture through  which  the  light  entered  when  it  was 
not  stopped  up  by  smoke.  Half  of  this  miserable 
home  was  occupied  by  a  bed  of  dark  yellow  and 
rotting  straw.  The  mother's  spinning  wheel  was 
at  the  entrance,  in  front  of  a  stone  which  served 
as  a  seat  There  might,  besides,  be  seen  in  the 
corners,  earthenware  vessels,  tattered  garments, 
and  crutches  hung  against  the  wall  between  two 
nails. 

Rose  picked  up  all  the  bits  of  bread,  the  re- 
mains of  former  days,  and  wrapped  them  up  in  a 
piece  of  ch)th.  Then,  digging  up  the  earth  with 
a  knife,  she  hid  them  in  it.  Her  mother  observed 
her  with  astonishment,  and  did  not  dream  of  hin- 
dering her;  but  when  she  saw  the  poor  idiot 
sharpen  on  the  stone  the  blade  of  the  knife  and 
advance  to  the  goat  to  cut  its  throat,  she  rushed 
to  stop  her,  and  seized  her  arm. 

"Miserable  girl!"  cried  she,  "wouldst  thou  then 
have  the  heart  to  kill  the  beast  that  gives  thee 
her  milk  ?" 

Rose  let  go  her  weapon,  and  understanding  her 
mother's  gestures,  fixed  her  wandering  gaze  upon 
her,  and  answered : 

"Tliey  will  kill  her!  They  will  kill  her  to 
devour  her,  and  you  will  die  of  hunger!" 

Startling  news  began  to  be  spread  through- 
out the  city.  It  was  said  that  the  French 
fleet  had  been  destroyed  in  the  combat  of  L'Ecluse, 
that  the  Kiug  of  England  had  landed,  and  was 
marching  rapidly  towards  Paris.  The  Mayor,  an 
active  and  fearless  old  man,  although  he  did  not 
apprehend  the  evils  which  Rose  had  predicted, 
immediately  took  energetic  measures  to  put  the 
city  in  a  good  state  of  defense.  The  breaches  in 
the  ramparts  were  hastily  repaired ;  pikes  and 
maces  were  forged  day  and  night,  arrows 
and  darts  for  the  cross-bow  were  prepared,  and 
the  citizens  were  unremittingly  exercised  in  the 
management  of  arms. 

Parties  of  the  English,  sent  out  as  scouts,  were 
not  long  in  making  their  appearance.  They  laid 
wasts  the  fields,  burned  the  villages,  and  carried 
desolation  even  as  far  as  the  gates  of  Toumay. 
On  every  side,  the  peasantiy,  flying  before  the 
enemy,  came  to  beg  ac  asylum  in  the  city.     As 


they  were  robust,  full  of  ardor,  and  irritated 
against  the  stranger,  they  were  received  with  jiy, 
and  increased  the  nuinl>er  of  combatants. 

The  entire  Englisli  army  very  soon  ai)peared  in 
array  on  the  luighboring  plain.  A  herald  came 
to  call  on  the  inhabitants  to  surrender,  threaten- 
ing them  with  pillage  and  extermination  if  they 
obliged  Edward,  King  of  England,  to  assault 
them. 

The  citizens  were  numerous  and  warlike  :  they 
knew  that  King  Philip  was  approaching  at  the 
head  of  his  knights,  and  they  held  to  a  haughty 
answer : 

"  If  the  King  of  England  has  come  so  far  to 
visit  our  city,  we  will  not  shut  the  entrance 
against  him :  let  him  show  us  a  safe-conduct  from 
the  King  of  France,  his  suzerain  and  ours,  and  he 
may  walk  about  in  it  at  pleasure,  with  one  esquire 
and  three  sergeants-at  arms  for  bis  whole  escort." 
[to  be  continued.] 


GRAND  CONVENTION  OF  CATHOLIC  BISHOPS. 
PONTIFICAL  LETTEE. 

[Correspondence  London  Times.] 

Rome,  December  13. 

The  Pope  has  addressed  an  invitation  to  the 
Bishops  of  the  Catholic  world  to  assemble  at 
Rome  in  the  month  of , June,  1867,  to  celebrate 
the  eighteenth  centenary  of  the  martyrdom  of  the 
Apostles  Peter  and  Paal,  and  the  canonization  of 
several  martyrs,  confessors,  and  virgins. 

The  Pontifical  letter  of  invitation,  bearing  date 
the  8th  inst.,  is  signed  by  the  Cardinal  Prefect  of 
the  Sacred  Congregation  of  the  Council,  and  is  to 
the  following  effect : 

Illxjstriocs  and  Veky  Reverend  Sir: — 
Among  the  principle  and  gravest  cares  of  the 
Apostolic  Ministry  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  the 
most  grateful  is  to  confer,  according  to  established 
rites,  the  honor  of  canonization  and  public  wor- 
ship in  the  Church  upon  the  heroes  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion.  Therefore,  the  Holy  Congregation 
of  Rites  having  accomplished  all  the  acts  accord- 
ing to  the  discipline  prescribed  by  the  Apostolic 
Constitution,  our  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  IX., 
after  having  maturely  considered  the  circum- 
stances, has  resolved  (in  as  far,  however,  as  the 
power  of  the  Almighty,  as  we  are  permitted  to 
hope,  shall  avert  the  imminent  tempest  which 
threatens  us)  to  hold,  in  the  month  of  June,  1867, 
two  semi-public  Consistories.    After  these  Con- 
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siatorius  the  Holy  Father,  by  the  aid  of  God  and 
the  Virgin  Mother  ol' God,  will  inscribe  a  solenm 
decree  in  tlie  Catalogue  of  Saints,  the  blessed 
martyrs,  confessors  and  virgins,  whose  names  here- 
after follow.  On  the  29th  of  the  same  month  the 
Festival  of  the  Blessed  Apostles  Peter  and  Paul, 
which  on  this  occasion  will  be  celebrated  with  all 
the  greater  joy,  by  reason  of  tlie  secular  anniversa- 
ry of  their  glorious  martyrdom.  The  names  of 
the  blessed  martyrs,  confessors,  and  virgins  are  as 
follows: 

1.  The  Blessed  Josephat,  Archbishop  of  Po- 
locsk,  of  the  Ruthenians  in  white  Russia,  Martyr. 

2.  The  Blessed  Pedro  d'Arbues,  of  the  order  of 
regular  canons  of  Saint  Augustine,  Inquisitor  of 
Spain,  and  canon  of  the  Metiopolitan  Church  of 
Saragossa,  Martyr. 

3.  The  nine  blessed  martyrs  of  Gorkhum,  be- 
longing to  diverse  regular  Orders,  or  to  the  secu- 
lar clergy. 

4.  The  Blessed  Paul  dc  la  Croix,  Confessor, 
founder  of  the  Congregation  of  Clercs-Dcchauss6s 
of  the  Holy  Cross  and  of  the  Passion  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ. 

5.  The  Blessed  Leonard  of  Port  Maurice,  Con- 
fessor, Apostolic  Missionary  of  the  Minor  Order 
of  Saint  Francis  of  the  Strict  Observance. 

6.  The  Blessed  ]\Iaria  Francesca  of  the  Five 
Wounds,  virgin,  of  the  Third  Order  of  Saint  Peter 
of  Alcantara,  of  Naples. 

7.  The  Blessed  Germaine  Cousin,  secular  virgin 
of  the  Diocese  of  Toulouse. 

According  to  the  ancient  custom  His  Holiness 
has,  therefore,  ordered  me,  Prefect  of  the  Congre- 
gation charged  to  interpret  the  Holy  Council  of 
Trent,  to  write  to  the  Prelates  of  the  Catholic 
world,  to  announce  to  them  this  glad  news,  and 
to  acquaint  them  that  the  Bishops,  who  not  being 
detained  by  the  fear  of  causing  grave  pnjudice 
to  the  flocks  confided  to  their  care,  should  repair 
at  the  proper  time  to  this  noble  city,  in  order  to 
be  present  at  the  Consistory  above  mentioned. 
It  will  be  a  source  ot  great  joy  for  the  Holy 
Father  to  see  his  brethren  assemble  in  cme  place* 
and  offer  up,  with  one  accord,  prayers  to  those 
Saints  already  received  into  celestial  glory;  in  or- 
der that,  moved  by  such  supplications  in  the  ex- 
treme peril  which  threatens  civil,  and  above  all 
sacred  things,  they  may  ask  God  and  obtain  from 
His  goodness,  victory  over  the  malignant  enemy, 
and  perpetual  peace  for  the  Church  Militant. 
Further,  it  is  needful  to  reflect  that  it  is  the  will 
of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff'  that  all  those  who  may 
respond  to  this  invitation  shall  be  considered  as 


having  fulfilled  the  prescriptions  of  Sixtus  V,  of 
holy  memory,  ontained  in  the  Bull  Itomanits 
Pontifex,  relative  to  the  obligation  of  making  the 
journey  to  Rome  in  order  to  visit  the  Sncra  Apos- 
tolorum  Limina.  And  if  ever  there  was  a  time 
in  which  it  was  fitting  to  come  and  venerate  the 
sepulchres  of  Saints  Puter  and  Paul,  fathers  and 
masters  of  the  truth,  enlightening  tlie  souls  of  the 
faithful  (as  was  said  by  Theodtuet),  it  is,  above 
all,  at  the  period  in  which  that  Festival  will  be 
celebrated,  which,  in  the  words  of  Saint  Leo  the 
Great,  "in  addition  to  that  veneration  which  it 
should  receive  throughout  the  world,  should  be 
hailed  with  special  reverence  and  joy  at  Rome 
in  order  that  in  the  place  where  the  death  of  the 
principal  Apostles  has  been  glorified,  greater  joy 
should  be  manifested  on  the  day  of  their  martyr- 
dom." Given  at  Rome  by  the  Sacred  Congrega- 
tion of  the  Council  this  8th  day  of  December, 
186G,  sacred  to  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  the 
Mother  of  God. —  Wtstern  New  Turk  Catholic. 


NOTICE  OP  EECENT  PUBLICATIONS. 

SPIRIl  OF  SAIXT  FRANCIS  DE  SALES.     Translated 
from  the  French  of  Bishop  Camus.    New  York :  P.  O'Shea. 

This  book,  written  by  a  Bishop  and  an  inti- 
mate friend  of  the  great  Bishop  of  Geneva,  has 
long  delighted  and  edified  those  who  could  read 
it  in  the  original.  It  is  a  book  not  only  of  inter- 
esting reading,  but  one  filled  with  subjects  of 
meditation.  Practice  and  precept  go  t«)gether; 
and  being  the  practice  and  precepts  of  Saint  Fran- 
cis of  Sales,  we  have  no  need  of  commending  the 
book.     It  commends  itself  to  all. 

In  many  of  the  anecdotes,  the  wit  and  humor 
as  well  as  the  piety  of  the  Saint  are  so  well  caught 
that  they  are  almost  as  amusing  and  edifying  in 
English  dress,  as  in  the  admirable  writing  of 
the  Bishop  of  Belley;  but  we  regret  that  in 
s  me  phrases  the  translator  follows  the  French 
construction  and  idiomatic  expressions  too  closely. 

Our  readers  may  judge  of  tlxj  interesting  and 
edifying  c  )ntents  of  the  book  from  a  few  extracts 
we  give  below  : 

INGENIOCSNE8S  OP   SAINT  FRAKCIS'   CnARITT. 

A  certain  individual  borrowed  twelve  dollars 
of  our  Saint,  and  wished  to  leave  his  note  for  it 
in  spite  of  the  Prelate,  vpho  not  only  did  not  ask 
for  it  but  actually  refused  it ;  however,  the  prom- 
issory note  was  given,  bearing  only  one  month's 
time,  according  as  the  promiser  himself  i^referred 
to  have  it.  The  month  was  extendi d  to  a  whole 
year,  at  the  end  of  which  time  the  man  called 
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again,  and  without  the  least  allusion  to  the  former 
loan,  asked  for  ten  dollars.  The  Saint  wished 
him  to  wait  in  the  drawing-room,  and  having 
gone  snd  obtained  the  note,  &iid  to  the  man : 
"  You  have  asked  me  the  loan  of  only  ten  dollars ; 
here  I  give  you  twelve,  with  all  my  heart,"  and 
returned  him  the  promissory  note. 

Another  man  asked  him.  the  loan  of  twenty 
dollars,  and  wished  to  give  him  a  note.  It  was 
not  often  that  the  blessed  man  had  so  much  money 
by  him ;  yet,  as  his  was  so  good  a  heaft,  and  he 
would  allow  himself  to  be  torn  to  pieces  to  oblige 
his  neighbors,  he  thought  of  an  expedient  which 
would  relieve  the  individual,  and  bring  the  Prel- 
ate's liberality  within  range  of  his  own  means. 
Thus  he  went  in  quest  of  ten  dollars,  and  return- 
ing, he  said  to  the  man :  "  I  have  found  a  way  in 
which  each  of  us  can  this  day  gain  ten  dollars, 
believe  me."  "My  lord,  how  can  it  be  done?" 
"  You  and  I  have  only  to  open  our  hands,  and 
that  is  very  easily  done.  Here,  take  these  ten 
dollars,  which  I  give  you  as  a  present,  in  place  of 
lending  you  twenty  ;  you  will  thereby  gain  those 
ten,  and  I  will  look  upon  ten  more  as  gained, 
provided  you  will  free  me  from  the  obligation  of 
lending  them." 

ON  TUE  DEVOTION  TO  OUR  BLESSED  LADY. 

Born  within  the  Octave  of  the  Assumption  of 
B.  V.  M.,  the  21st  of  August,  1567,  he  ever  cher- 
ished the  remembrance  of  this  circumstance  with 
special  aflfection.  Frojp  his  earliest  days  he  loved 
Mary  most  tenderly,  and  in  imitation  of  her,  and 
under  her  motherly  auspices,  he  vowed  perpetual 
virginity.  On  the  feast  of  her  Immaculate  Con- 
ception he  was  consecrated  Bishop,  and  received 
those  extraordinary  spiritual  favors  of  which 
mention  is  made  in  his  life.  Often  have  I  heard 
him  preach  on  the  glories  of  our  Lady,  and  in  a 
style  which  only  the  sweetness  of  his  heart  could 
command.  He  was  very  industrious  in  inspiring 
the  hearts  of  his  spiritual  children  with  the  most 
tender  sentiments  of  devotion  towards  her.  He 
was  also  very  careful  to  lead  the  feelings  of  this 
devotion  within  the  proper  channel,  always  direct- 
ing its  acts  to  the  love  and  honor  of  God,  whom 
we  honor  and  love  in  our  aflfection  and  veneration 
for  Mary,  even  as  he  says  in  his  Treatise  on  the 
Love  of  God.  that  "  Who  is  anxious  to  please  God 
and  our  Blessed  Lady  does  well,  very  well  indeed ; 
but  who  should  wish  to  please  our  Lady  as  much 
as,  or  more  than,  God,  would  become  guilty  of  an 
unpardonable  inordination." 

ABOUT   READING   GOOD  BOOKS. 

To  read  with  profit  we  should  read  one  book 


at  a  time — that  is,  from  beginning  to  end.  We 
should  be  guided,  in  our  readings,  both  by  utility 
and  pleasure,  like  travelers  who  find  a  relief  in 
their  travels  from  the  views  they  meet  in  their 
way.  The  new  thoughts  arising  from  our  read- 
ings refresh  the  mind.  Those  w  o  have  no  fixed 
reading,  but  skip  from  book  t<i  book,  become 
soon  tired  of  that  which  shoul  1  be  the  healthiest 
food  of  the  soul  and  a  charm  in  life.  Blessed 
Francis  called  spiritual  reading  the  oil  of  the 
lamp  of  prayer.  And  he  would  quote  the  opinion 
of  physicians,  who  hold  that  simplicity  of  food 
prejerves  man's  health,  whereas  the  partaking  of 
many  dishes,  as  is  usual  at  great  dinners,  sixiils 
digestion.  The  same  happens  in  the  indiscrim- 
inate reading  of  spiritual  works:  li:tle  profit  is 
derived  from  them,  and  more  harm  than  good. 

ABOUT   CONFRATERNITIES. 

He  advised  his  people  to  enter  all  religious 
confraternities  of  the  place  where  they  lived,  in 
order  to  share  the  benefits  of  all.  "  Keep  not  out 
of  thdm,"  he  would  say,  "  from  fear  lest  you  could 
not  comply  with  all  their  rules,  for  they  are  not 
an  obligation,  but  only  a  suggestion  :  for  if  there 
are  rules  in  monastic  communities  which  do  not 
oblige  under  mortal  or  even  venial  sin,  how  much 
less  such  an  obligation  can  be  attached  to  the 
regulations  of  confraternites.  Whatever  is  recom- 
mended by  confraternities  is  not  a  precept  but  a 
suggestion  or  advice.  To  be  sure,  those  who 
practice  such  acts  of  devotion  gain  indulgences, 
which  are  lost  to  those  who  practice  them  not, 
but  without  the  least  shadow  of  sin.  There  is 
much  to  be  gained  but  nothing  to  lose."  He 
wondered  at  the  little  number  of  those  who  joined 
these  associations ;  some,  he  remarked,  kept  away 
from  scruple,  lest  they  should  engage  to  do  that 
which  they  might  not  be  able  to  fulfill ;  others 
from  want  of  religion,  treating  as  hypocrites 
those  who  belong  to  them. 

ABOUT  one's  speech. 

Words  reveal  the  man :  the  tongue  has  its  roots 
in  the  heart.  No  matter  how  guarded  and  cun- 
ning a  man  may  be,  watch  his  words,  study  his 
language,  and  you  will  easily  know  whether  his 
judgment  is  correct  and  his  will  good.  Thus  does 
the  physician  to  ascertain  the  condition  of  his  pa- 
tient. We  form  an  estimate  of  the  root  by  the 
nature  of  the  leaves  and  fruits  of  the  tree.  Often 
did  our  Saint  express  his  belief  that  by  retrench- 
ing the  faults  of  the  tongue,  one-third  of  the  sins 
of  the  world  would  be  done  away  with :  If  any 
man  offend  not  in  word,  the  same  is  a  perfect  man. 
(James  iii,  2.) 
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THE  "AVE  MAEIA." 

It  is  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  to  fall  into 
misconceptions  of  the  character  of  a  nation ;  in 
nothing  is  this  perhaps  more  evident  than  in  the 
general  accusation  so  prevalent  now-a  days  that 
our  people  have  no  literary  taste,  and,  as  for  good 
religious  reading,  no  time  can  ever  be  found  for 
that.  An  article  in  a  late  issue  of  the  St.  Louis 
Guardian,  well  written,  and  citing  many  instan- 
ces, holds  that  a  purely  religious  journal  would 
not  be  supported  by  our  peoiJle.  But  we  believe 
it  is  this  very  want  of  faith  in  the  people  that 
renders  sucli  publications  unsuccessful ;  for  be- 
cause of  this  want  of  faith  in  them  these  publica- 
tions are  never  properly  brought  to  the  notice  of 
the  public,  and  hence  do  not  receive  the  looked- 
for  encouragement. 

The  Ave  Maria  is  the  most  purely  religious 
journal  ever  published  in  this  country ;  and  though 
but  a  short  time  established,  has  succeeded  beyond 
the  expectations  even  of  its  projectors,  and  to  the 
pleasing  astonishment  of  many  who  pronounced 
its  early  doom  on  seeing  its  very  title.  More,  its 
future  prospects  are  growing  more  brilliant  every 
day.  Why  is  this  ?  May  it  not  be  that  it  is  be- 
cause it  is  so  entirely  a  religious  paper,  appealing 
entirely  to  the  religious  feelings  of  our  Catholic 
people,  using  the  name  of  her  who  herself  was 
used  by  God  as  the  great  vehicle  to  bring  salva- 
tion to  all  mankind? 

The  zealous  projectors  of  this  "  Journal  of  Mary" 
have  had,  and  still  have  faith  in  the  religious 
sentiments  of  our  people,  and  they  have  worked 
hard  and  are  working  hard  to  bring  the  Ave  Ma- 
ria before  the  public.  Perhaps  their  superior 
faith  in  the  people  comes  from  their  superior  faith 
in  God,  who  ever  blesses  every  good  work.  If  a 
Xavier  or  a  Saint  Vincent  of  Paul  had  listened  and 
been  reasoned  out  of  their  noble  notions  for  the 
good  of  mankind  by  the  over-prudent,  then  mil- 
lions of  souls  would  have  lost  the  benefits  of  their 
zealous  labors.  Even  now  we  know  there  are 
some  who,  certainly  devout  to  Mary,  yet  hesitate 
to  believe  that  complete  success  awaits  the  Ave 
Maria.  But  we  do  not  believe  there  is  one  who 
will  not  rejoice  to  see  our  hopeful  words  fulfilled. 

The  Ave  Maria  must  be  read  to  be  fully  ap- 
preciated. It  adopts  a  course  of  its  own.  It  speaks 
to  the  souls  of  men.  It  speaks  to  bring  mankind 
into  the  presence  of  heaven,  by  treating  of  heaven- 
ly things,  and  it  seeks  the  salvation  of  all  by  in- 
spiring their  hearts  with  devotion  to  the  Mother 


of  God,  and  through  whose  hands  countless  mer- 
cies come.  None  can  resist  its  holy  influence- 
Learned  prelates  readily  give  their  encouraging 
approbation — the  Pope  himself  bles-scs  the  work 
with  his  approval,  and  everywhere,  wherever  its 
name  has  been  announced,  Ave  Maria  is  tri- 
umphing. 

Many  a  racked  soul  has  found  peace  in  its  pages ; 
many  a  teacher  and  parent  found  examples  that 
influenced  their  young  charge  mare  than  the  rod ; 
many  a  holy  one  been  thrilled  with  new  ecstacy  at 
the  still  recurring  salutation  it  bears  uyon  its  cov- 
er— Ave  Maria. 

Whilst  the  rays  of  its  goodness  are  being  spread 
around,  let  us  of  New  York  not  be  the  last  to  show 
our  appreciation  of  the  precious  boon.  We  learn 
that  the  proprietors  of  the  Ave  Maria  have  late- 
ly made  Francis  W.  Lamb,  of  this  city,  their 
General  Agent  for  New  York  and  vicinity.  We 
have,  therefore,  no  excuse.  His  authorization  se- 
cures us  against  the  fear  of  impostors,  and  he  will, 
we  understand,  take  every  means  to  bring  the  Ave 
Maria  to  our  notice.  Our  hope  is  that  ere  many 
years  this  beautiful  journal  will  have  visited  every 
household  in  the  land,  and  thus  homage  due  be 
paid  to  our  Immaculate  Patroness.  Surely  our 
Blessed  Mother  will  gain  many  graces  for  those 
who  subscribe,  when  tluy  can,  for  this  pious  mes- 
senger to  her  proteges,  and  surely,  too,  she  will 
bless  us  for  what  words  we  have  said  in  its  favor. 
—New  York  Tablet. 


The  Indians  of  the  Mission  of  our  Lady  of 
Bethsiamis,  Canada  West,  requested  their  pastor, 
Rev.  P.  Arnaud,  to  send  some  aid  in  their  behalf 
to  the  poor  sufferers  by  the  fire  at  Quebec,  in  the 
following  terms : 

"Father,  we  can  endure  hunger  and  cold — 
we  have  been  trained  to  this  from  our  infancy. 
You  know  that  our  Father,  the  Great  Man  of 
Prayer  (the  Bishop),  is  sad  because  the  fire  has 
destroyed  the  cabins  (houses)  of  his  children 
who  live  in  the  great  village  (Quebec);  they 
are  exposed  to  the  crld  without  garments  or 
food.  Please  send  them  our  alms,  a  share  of 
what  the  Government  guve  you  for  our  benefit. 
We  can  still  sufier,  but  we  will  rejoice  in  the 
thought  that  we  have  assisted  those  wlio  were 
hungry  and  cold.  Oh,  Father !  why  are  they 
not  here,  that  we  might  divide  among  them 
what  our  hunting  has  produced  ?" 

The  sum  sent  by  these  poor  Indians  was  three 
hundred  dollars. — Freeman's  Journal. 
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OEILDREN'S  DEPARTMENT. 
AMID  THE  SAOEED  GLEAMING. 


Amid  the  Facred  gleaming 
Of  altar  flow'r  and  light, 
The  Virgin's  face  is  beaming 
"With  smiles  devoutly  bright. 

She  seems  to  say :  "  Come  MtTier  /" 
Then,  let  us  hasten  thither. 
Sweet  Mother,  sweet  Mother, 
May  we  stay  with  thee ! 

Stretch  forth  thy  hand  maternal 

In  blesi^ing  o'er  each  head, 
And  snatch  from  grasp  infernal 
Poor  souls  by  sin  misled. 

Ah  !  then  with  hymns  we'll  greet  thee, 
We'll  chant  thy  praise  most  sweetly. 
Sweet  Mother,  sweet  Mother, 
Free  us  from  all  guile. 

Oh !  teach  us  how  with  sorrow 

O'er  ev'ry  sin  to  weep. 
And  strength  from  Heav'n  to  borrow, 
Our  heart  unstained  to  keep. 
Then  Angel  Clioirs  will  meet  us, 
And  with  their  singing  greet  us. 
Sweet  Mother,  sweet  Mother, 
Show  to  us  thy  Child! 

Our  hearts  most  fervent  beating 

We  consecrate  to  thee. 
And  when,  cold  sorrow  meeking, 
Ea^h  joy  will  blasted  be. 

We'll  not  forget  thee.  Mother, 
Nor  leave  thee  for  another. 
Sweet  Mother,  sweet  Mother, 
Ever  be  our  guide  ! 

And  when  the  death-bell  sonndetb 

Our  soul's  departing  hour. 
Hold  back  the  foe  that  boundeth 
To  obtain  it  as  his  dow'r. 

Oh !  then,  dear  Mother,  save  us 
Through  Him,  fhy  ftnt  gave  ns. 
Sweet  Mother,  sweet  Mother, 
Guard  us  then  from  harm. 

Before  thy  picture  kneeling, 

Once  more  we  gaze  on  thee. 
And  hail  thee  with  the  feeling 
Of  filial  piety. 

And  e'en  whilst  homeward  turning, 
Our  souls  for  thee  are  yearning. 
Sweet  Mother,  sweet  Mother, 
Bless  us  one  and  all ! 


GONOEENING  THE  ADVANTAGES  OP  BE- 
ING A  OANTANKEEOUS  FOOL; 
With  Thoughts  on  the  Treatment  of  Incapacity. 

Gentle  Readers  :  In  looking  over  some  pe- 
riodicals I  came  across  an  article,  taken  from 
Frnzer's  Magazine,  which  was  written  for  older 
heads  than  you  have  on  your  young  shoulders. 

Yet  I  think  you  will  understand  the  extracts 
from  it,  which  I  place  before  you.  I  presume  you 
will  see  the  humor  of  the  first  portion  of  it  where- 
in the  gifted  writer  advises  his  readers  to  be  and 
to  do  just  what  he  does  not  wish  them  to  be,  or 
to  do. 

Let  me  whisper  a  secret  to  you — a  secret  for  my 
young  readers  only — ^^older  ones  should  skip  these 
lines — as  doubtless  they  will — and  begin  at  once 
farther  down.  The  secret  for  the  young  folks  is 
this:  little  boys  and  girls  are  apt  to  be  Cantanker- 
ous !  I  do  not  say  Cantankerous  fools, — by  no 
means,  for  it  is  my  opinion  founded  upon  extensive 
observation,  that  there  are  not  many  fools  of  any 
description  to  be  had  among  little  folks ;  'tis  only 
when  they  grow  up  and  let  the  bad  qualities  of 
the  heart  get  the  better  of  the  good  that  the  head 
goes  wrong  to  such  a  degree  that  the  offensive  ep- 
ithet can,  with  justice,  be  applied  to  them. 

But  yet  little  folks  have  a  decided  leaning  to 
Cantankerousness,  that  is,  they  like  to  do  only  just 
that  which  pleases  them,  and  are  very  much  in- 
clined to  pout  and  grow  stubborn  when  they  are 
wanted  to  do  something  that  docs  not  please 
their  fancy,  though  what  they  are  asked  to  do  is 
perfectly  right  and  reasonable.  This  comes  from 
the  fact  that  they  have  not  a  full  use  of  their  rea- 
son, and  that  they  are  led  by  the  whim  of  the 
moment  rather  than  by  a  sense  of  duty. 

I  do  not  blame  them  for  it,  when  they  are  very 
young.  I  do  not  blame  them,  just  because  they 
are  very  young.  But  they  would  be  blamewor- 
thy indeed,  if,  as  they  grow  older  and  older  every 
day,  and  grow  up  fine  young  lads  and  lasses,  they 
would  not  try  to  be  reasonable,  and  to  act  reason- 
ably. 

That  all  the  readers  of  this  department  may 
have  a  horror  of  allowing  themselves  to  become 
Cantankerous  men  and  women,  let  them  read  at- 
tentively the  following  lines: 

"Let  me,  not  unkindly,  set  forth  the  praises  of 
Cantankerous  and  thick-headed  Folly  ;  and  show 
certain  reasons  why  it  is  profilable  to  a  human 
being  that  he  be  a  Cantankerous  Fool. 

"There  are  cnntakerous  fools  whom  you  can 
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keep  at  arm's  length ;  cantankerous  fools  with 
whom  you  need  have  nothing  to  do:  cuutauker- 
ous  fools  having  seen  once,  you  need  never  see 
again.  But  very  often  yon  find  that  you  cannot 
escape  from  many  relations  with  a  cantankerous 
fool ;  and  that  you  must  make  the  best  of  that 
offensive  being. 

"  Now,  how  carefully  you  consider  the  tempers, 
the  crotchets,  the  idiotic  notions  and  prejudices, 
of  the  cantankerous  fool  from  whom  you  cannot 
escape !  As  for  a  human  being  of  good  sense, 
and  good  temper,  nobody,  in  the  common  trans- 
actions of  life,  mind>  him.  Nobody  smoothes 
him  down  :  pets  him :  considers  him :  tries  to 
keep  him  right.  You  take  for  granted  he  will 
do  right,  and  act  sensibly,  without  any  manage- 
ment. If  you  are  driving  a  docile  and  well-tem- 
pered horse,  who  is  safe  to  go  straight,  you  give 
the  animal  little  thought  or  attention.  But  if 
you  have  to  drive  a  refractory  pig,  how  much  more 
care  and  thought  you  put  into  that  act  of  driving! 
Your  wits  must  be  alive :  your  humor  the  abom- 
inable brute  :  you  try  to  keep  it  in  a  good  tem- 
per :  and  when  you  would  fain  let  fly  at  its  head, 
or  apply  to  it  abusive  epithets,  you  suppress  the 
injurious  phrase,  and  you  hold  back  the  ready 
hand.  So  with  many  a  human  being  whom  you 
are  trying  to  get  to  act  rationally  :  who  hangs 
b  ick  on  all  kinds  of  idiotic  pretexts,  and  starts 
all  conceivable  preposterous  ol'jections  to  the 
course  wl)icli  common  sense  dictates  ;  frequently 
changing  his  ground,  and  defying  you  to  pin  him 
to  any  reason  he  states,  as  is  the  way  with  such 
creatures.  "\Vhen  your  tongue  is  ready  to  exclaim  : 
"  Oh  you  disgusting  and  wrong  headed  fool,  will 
you  not  try  to  behave  rationally  V"  you  withhold 
the  ready  and  appropriate  words :  you  know  that 
would  blow  the  whole  thing  up:  and  you  proba- 
bly say,  in  friendly  tones:  "My  good  fellow, 
there  is  a  great  deal  in  your  objections  ;  and  we 
have  all  the  greatest  desire  to  do  what  you  may 
wish ;  but  there  is  A  and  B,  diffi;;ult  men  to  deal 
with :  and  in  this  little  matter  you  must  let  us  do 
what  has  been  arranged.  Pray  do  this,  and 
we  shall  all  be  greatly  obliged  to  you."  Perhaps 
you  even  degrade  yourself  by  sugg(!sting  to  the 
cantankerous  fool  reasons  which  you  know  to  be 
of  no  weight,  Init  whirh  your  knowledge  of  the 
fool  makes  you  think  may  have  weight  with  his 
idiotic  mind.  By  little  bits  of  deference  and  at- 
tention, rendered  with  a  smooth  brow,  beneath 
which  lurks  the  I)urning  desire  to  take  him  by 
the  neck  and  shake  him,  j'ou  seek  to  keep  straight 
the  inevitable  cantankerous  fool.     Yes,  my  read- 


er, if  you  want  to  be  deferred  to,  humored,  made 
much  of :  if  you  want  to  have  everybody  about 
you  trying  to  persuade  you  to  act  as  u  sensible 
man  would  act  without  any  persuasion  ;  and  ev- 
erybody quite  pleased  and  happy  if  you  have 
been  got  after  nmch  difliculty  into  the  right 
track  ;  see  that  you  set  yourself  before  that  por- 
tion of  mankind  that  cannot  get  rid  of  you,  in 
the  important  and  influential  character  of  an  ill- 
tempered  and  wrong-headed  fool. 

"  The  human  being  who  is  called  a  Privileged 
Person  is  generally  a  cantankerous  fool.  No  mat- 
ter how  ill  bred  and  provoking  he  is,  you  must 
just  suffer  it.  No  matter  how  far  in  the  wrong 
he  is,  you  must  just  try  to  smooth  him  down  and 
make  things  straight.  If  you  get  into  any  alter- 
cation or  difference  with  the  fool,  you  are  at  a 
great  disadvantage.  lie  has  no  character  to 
lose ;  but  you  probably  have  a  reputation  for  good 
sense  and  good  humor  which  any  conspicuous 
disturbance  would  damage.  Then,  restrictions 
of  decency  in  language  and  conduct  fetter  you, 
which  are  to  the  fool  what  the  green  rushes  were 
to  Samson.  You  could  not  for  your  life  get  up 
and  roar,  as  you  have  seen  the  fool  get  up  and 
roar. 

"  Well,  after  all,  the  deference  paid  to  the  can- 
tankerous fool  is  not  a  desirable  deference.  True 
it  is  that  if  you  have  to  get  twelve  men  to  concur 
with  you  in  a  plan  for  bringing  water  into  the 
tow  n  of  which  you  are  chief  magistrate,  or  paint- 
ing the  church  of  which  you  are  incumbent,  or 
making  some  improvement  in  the  manag(!mcnt  of 
the  college  of  which  you  are  the  principal,  you 
bestow  more  pains  and  thought  on  the  one  im- 
practicable, stupiil,  wrong-headed  and  cantanker- 
ously foolish  person  of  the  twelve,  than  upon  all 
the  other  eleven.  But  this  is  just  because  you 
treat  that  impracticable  and  cantankerous  person 
as  you  would  treat  a  baby,  or  an  idiot,  or  a  bull- 
dog, or  a  jackass.  The  ajiparent  deference  you 
pay  the  cantankerous  man,  is  simply  an  inferior 
degree  of  the  same  thing  that  makes  you  confess 
yourself  a  teapot  if  a  raving  madman  has  you  at 
an  open  window,  and  says  he  will  throw  you  over 
unless  you  forthwith  confess  yourself  a  tcapijt. 
Pigheaded  folly  is  so  disagreeable  a  thing  that 
you  would  do  a  good  deal  to  keep  it  from  intru- 
ding itself  upon  your  reluctant  gaze;  and  the 
cantankerous  fool,  petted,  .smoothed  down,  com- 
plimented, deferred  to,  is  truly  in  the  most  de- 
graded position  a  rational  being  can  easily  reach. 
'  Oh  let  us  humor  him ;  he  is  only  Snooks  the 
cantu.kerous  fool :'    '  Give  in  to  him  a  little  :  he 
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will  make  no  end  of  a  row  if  yoii  don't :'  such  are 
the  reflections  of  the  people  who  yield  to  him.  If 
he  had  any  measure  of  sense,  he  would  see  how 
degraded  is  his  position  :  what  a  humiliating 
thing  it  is  to  be  deferred  to  on  the  terms  on 
which  he  is  deferred  to.  But  the  notion  of  the 
presence  of  sense  is  excluded  by  the  very  terms 
of  his  definition.  For  how  can  there  be  sense  In 
a  cantankerous  fool  ? 

"  How  are  you  to  manage  a  cantankerous  fool  ? 
If  possible,  you  will  of  course  avoid  such?  But 
how  are  you  to  deal  with  those  whom  you  cannot 
avoid  '  Well,  I  know  it  does  not  sound  magnani- 
mous :  but  I  fear  you  can  govern  the  cantanker- 
ous fool  only  by  a  careful  consideration  of  his  na- 
ture, and  adaptation  of  your  means  to  that.  I 
mean,  you  will  not  suggest  to  him  reasons  of  con- 
duct which  would  have  weight  only  with  men  of 
sense.  If  you  want  to  melt  a  piece  of  wax,  you 
bring  it  in  contact  with  the  fire.  But  if  you  do 
the  like  with  a  piece  of  clay,  the  clay  is  hardened, 
not  softened.  In  like  manner,  there  are  argu- 
ments and  considerations  which  would  make  a 
man  of  good  sense  and  temper  go  to  the  right, 
which  would  make  the  cantankerous  fool  go  to 
the  left.  What  profit,  then,  in  suggesting  to  the 
fool  motives  which  his  nature  incapacitates  him 
for  understanding?  You  must  deal  with  the 
animal  as  you  find  him :  move  him  by  the  things 
that  will  make  him  move.  The  whijj-cord,  which 
makes  the  donkey  go,  has  no  effect  when  applied 
to  the  locomotive  engine;  yet  the  whip-cord  serves 
its  end  when  it  makes  the  donkey  go.  And  the 
reason  which,  being  suggested  to  the  sensible 
man,  would  make  him  ask  you  if  you  thought  him 
a  fool,  will  often  avail  to  move  the  fool  in  the 
direction  in  which  you  would  have  him  proceed. 

"  I  can  see  plainly  that  in  thus  managing  the 
cantankerous  fool,  you  run  the  risk  of  falling  to 
the  use  of  means  savoring  to  the  base.  But  no 
rule  can  be  laid  down  which  may  not  be  carried 
to  an  extreme.  And  we  can  but  say,  never  say  or 
do  that  which  is  sneaking  or  dishonest:  even 
though  by  so  doing  you  could  get  the  fool  to  be- 
have like  a  man  of  sense  for  many  hours,  or  at  the 
mf>st  critic-al  juncture.  I  do  not  believe  that 
honesty  is  the  best  policy.  I  have  seen  many  cases 
in  which  it  was  plainly  the  worst.  Yet  honesty 
is  unquestionably  the  thing  for  an  honest  man. 
And  let  the  advice,  to  govern  tlie  fool  by  re- 
garding his  nature,  be  understood  as  counselling 
you  to  do  so,  as  far  as  an  honest  man  may. 

"  The  truth  is,  you  govern  by  obeying.  You 
get  material  nature  to  do  what  you  want,  by  find- 


ing out  its  laws,  and  conforming  to  them.  If  you 
desire  to  order  water  to  boil,  you  command  it  so 
to  do  by  obeying  the  law  which  says  that  water 
shall  boil,  being  placed  upon  a  fire.  If  you  would 
require  a  field  to  supply  you  in  September  with 
a  crop  of  wheat,  you  do  so  by  obeying  the  field's 
nature  in  many  ways :  plowing  the  field  (which 
it  requires  of  you) :  sowing  it,  and  that  in  due 
season  :  in  short,  you  humor  that  field  in  its  lik- 
ings: and  in  return  for  humoring  irs  likings,  you 
get  the  field  to  do  what  you  like.  So  with  the 
fool :  so  in  truth  with  the  wise  man,  too.  All 
this  is  fair  and  aboveboard.  But  when  you  come 
to  manage  the  fool  by  means  analagous  to  that  of 
him,  who,  knowing  his  pig  would  advance  only 
in  the  opposite  direction  from  that  he  desired,  af- 
fected the  desire  that  the  pig  should  go  north, 
when  the  deep  craving  of  his  heart  was  that  the 
pig  should  go  south — you  are  going  on  a  tack 
whose  honesty  is  questionable. 

"  There  is  a  process,  singularly  offensive  to  the 
writer,  of  which  one  sometimes  hears  mention.  It 
is  that  of  keeping  people  sweet :  such  is  the  idiomat- 
ic i^hrase.  It  is  a  process  not  needful  in  the  case 
of  sensible  people,  who  have  no  tendency  to  turn 
sour;  it  is  a  mode  of  operation  especially  applic- 
able in  the  case  of  the  cantankerous  fool.  It  con- 
sists in  paying  special  deference  to  the  person  to 
be  kept  sweet :  in  going  frequently  and  asking 
his  advice  on  matters  as  to  which  you  have  already 
made  up  your  mind,  and  as  to  which  you  know 
well  his  opinion  is  of  no  possible  value :  in  trying 
to  smooth  him  down  when  he  takes  the  pet,  as 
he  often  does  :  in  conveying  by  many  tacit  signs 
that  you  esteem  him  as  very  wise,  very  handsome, 
very  inf  uential, 

"  O  judicious  reader,  wise  and  amiable,  and  not 
uninfluential,  receive  it  as  a  high  testimony  to 
your  sense  and  temper,  if  no  human  being  tries  to 
keep  you  sweet !  For,  in  all  ordinary  cases,  the 
fact  that  you  try  to  keep  any  mortal  sweet,  testi- 
fies to  your  firm  conviction  that  the  mortal  in 
question  is  a  silly  if  not  a  cantankerous  fool !" 


It  h-s  been  stated  that  the  oldest  bell  in 
France  was  that  of  Fontenailles,  near  Bayeux, 
which  dates  from  the  year  one  thousand  two 
hundred  and  two.  There  is,  however,  a  bell 
at  Saint  Radio,  near  La  Clayettel,  Saone  et 
Loire,  which  bears  the  inscription  Mil  vng  (One 
thousand  and  one).  It  is,  therefore,  two  hun- 
dred and  one  years  older  than  the  bell  of  Fon- 
tenailles. 
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MAEY   MOT  lEE   OF  GOD. 

BY  DK.   O.       .    BROWNSOJI, 

We  find  none  of  the  sects,  even  those  that  make 
the  strongest  professior.s  of  faith  in  the  Incarna- 
tion, that  do  not  shrinlv  from  calling  the  Blessed 
Virgin  the  Mother  of  Cod.  They  are  willing  to 
call  her  the  Mother  of  Christ,  the  Mother  of  the 
Saviour,  the  Mother  of  the  Redeemer,  the  Mother 
of  our  Lord,  but  to  sa'  that  she  is  the  Mother  of 
God  seems  to  most  of  tliem  like  saying  that  the 
Divinity  has  a  mother  and  is  born  of  woman, 
than  which  they  can  conceive  nothing  more  ab- 
surd, since  the  Divinity  or  the  Nature  or  Essence 
is  eternal,  self-existent,  and  the  Creator  of  all 
things.  The  Divinity  is  prior  to  Mary,  since  He 
created  her,  and  she  exists  only  by  virtue  of  His 
creative  act.    How  then  can  she  be  His  mother? 

The  difficulty  grows  out  of  a  misconception  of 
the  mystery  of  the  Inca  -nation.  Certainly  Christ, 
the  Saviour,  the  Redeenver,  our  Lord,  is  God.  If 
Christ  is  God,  and  Mary  is  the  Mother  of  Christ, 
she  must  then  be,  as  d '.dared  by  the  Council  of 
Ephesus,  the  Mother  of  God.  Nothing  can  be 
clearer  or  more  certain.  But  they  who  shrink 
from  the  conclusion  do  not  really  believe  that 
Christ  is  literally  and  truly  God.  They  not  only 
distinguish  but  they  separate  the  two  natures, 
and  fall  into  the  heresy  of  the  Adoptionists  or 
into  that  of  the  Nestorians.  .  They  do  not  under- 
stand that  the  human  and  divine  natures  are  really 
joined  together  in  the  unity  of  the  Person  of  the 
Word,  so  that  Christ  was  really  one  indivisible 
Person,  as  much  so  as  Peter,  James,  or  John  ;  but 
consciously  or  unconsciously  conceive  of  Him  as 
the  unison  of  two  persons,  the  one  divine,  and  the 
other  human.  This  thought,  if  they  defined  it  to 
themselves,  is,  that  the  Word  in  becoming  Flesh 
assumed  into  unison  with  Himself  an  individual 
man,  or  a  human  snppositum,  or  siihsistentia,  exist- 
ing as  such  prior  to  and  independently  of  the  as- 
sumption.   This,  if  I  understand  it,  was  the  error 


of  the  Adoptionists,  and  implies  the  adoption  of 
a  man,  not  the  assumption  of  human  nature  to  be 
His  own.  Nestorius  maintained  that  Mary  was 
the  Mother  of  Christ,  but  denied  that  she  was  the 
Mother  of  God,  which  is  the  doctrine  on  this  sub- 
ject of  modern  Unitarians,  who  separate  sharply 
between  God  and  Christ.  For  if  Mary  was  the 
Mother  of  Christ  and  not  of  God,  then  clearly 
Christ  is  not  God,  and  God  is  not  Incarnate. 

Nestorius  denied  Mary  as  Dei  Oenetrix,  or  Dei- 
jHira,  and  made  her  simply  the  Mother  of  the  in- 
dividual human  nature  assumed.  But  the  human 
nature  of  Christ  never  existed  individually  save 
in  its  hypostatic  union  with  the  Word.  Human 
nature,  generically  taken,  was  born  of  Mary  no 
more  than  of  every  other  human  mother;  individ- 
ually it  was  not  born  of  her  separate  from  the 
Word,  for  it  is  individualized  or  individuated 
only  in  the  hypostatic  union,  and  has  out  of  that 
union  no  individuality,  no  pqfsonality.  Human 
nature  unindividualized  has  no  subsistence, — no 
existence ;  individualized,  since  it  is  rational  na- 
ture, it  is  a  person.  Not  every  individual  is  a  per- 
son, for  we  do  not  predicate  personality  of  mate- 
rial things,  nor  even  of  animals,  though  they  are 
individuals ;  but  every  human  individual  is  a  per- 
son, and  in  man  individuality  and  personality,  if 
they  mean  not  precisely  the  same  thing,  never  ex- 
ist the  one  without  the  other.  Mary  could  not 
conceive  and  bear  a  son,  any  more  than  any  other 
mother,  a  son,  who  should  not  be  an  individual 
person.  Prescind  personality  from  her  Son,  and 
she  conceived  and  bore  no  son,  and  nothing  was 
bom  of  her,  and  she  was  no  mother  at  all. 

Now  that  which  was  born  of  her  was  either  a 
human  person  or  a  divine  person.  If  a  human 
person,  then  the  Incarnation  is  denied,  and  Jesus 
was  only  a  man,  at  most,  miraculously  conceived, 
as  say  the  Unitarians ;  if  a  divine  person,  then 
she  was  the  Mother  of  God.  According  to  the 
doctrine  of  the  Incarnation  the  Son  of  Mary  never 
existed  as  a  human  person.  His  human  nature 
was  never  individualized  in  a  human  person  or 
human  personality,  but  was  conceived  and  bom 
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and  subsists  as  individualized  in  the  Divine  Per- 
son or  Personality  uf  the  Word,  as  my  human  na- 
ture was  conceived  and  born,  and  subsists  in  a  hu- 
man person  or  personality.  In  the  Incarnation 
the  Word,  or  Second  Person  in  tlie  Uoly  and  In- 
divisible Trinity^,  takes  with  regard  to  the  human- 
ity assumed  the  place  of  the  human  personality. 
jMary  could  then  conceive  and  bear  her  Son  only 
as  a  divine  peram  with  a  divine  as  well  as  a  hu- 
man nature.  So  if  we  accept  the  Incarnation  at 
all,  we  must  regard  Mary  as  really,  literally,  and 
truly  the  Mother  of  God. 

The  error  arises  from  not  understanding,  or 
from  an  unwillingness  to  admit  that  the  hypos- 
tatic union  of  the  two  natures  is  a  real,  substan- 
tial union,  for  hypostatic  means  simply  substantial, 
and  therefore  that  in  the  Incarnation  God  makes 
human  nature  as  really  and  as  substantially  His 
own  nature  as  is  the  divine  nature  itself.  The 
two  natures  are  not  confused,  or  fused  into  one 
nature,  as  the  Monophysites  erroneously  held ; 
they  remain  forever  two  distinct  natures  united 
indissolubly  in  one  Divine  Person.  The  natures 
are  distinct,  for  the  one  is  eternal,  uncreated,  and 
the  other  is  created — tlvj  one  original  and  the 
other  assumed  ;  but  the  Person  of  both  natures  is 
one  and  the  same.  How  God  can  assume  human 
nature.  His  creation,  to  be  really,  truly,  and  sub- 
stantially His  own  nature,  is  a  mystery  beyond 
the  comprehension  of  the  human  or  even  the  an- 
gelic intelligence,  and  so  profound  and  so  inex- 
plicable is  it,  that  it  never  could  have  been 
thought  of  or  imagined,  unless  God  Himself  had 
revealed  it.  That  He  does  assume  human  nature 
to  be  His  own  nature,  as  substantially  joined  to 
His  own  person  as  is  His  divine  nature,  is  a  fact 
we  known  from  revelation ;  how  it  can  be  a  fact 
we  know  not.  He  is  Himself  identical  in  either 
nature,  and  may  act  in  both ;  whether  He  act  in 
the  one  or  the  other,  it  is  alw^ays  He  Himself  that 
acts.  Thus  we  say  truly  God  was  conceived  and 
and  born  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  that  He  suffered, 
was  crucified,  dead  and  buried,  rose  from  the  dead, 
ascended  into  Heaven,  «&c.,  because  He  could  and 
did  do  and  suffer  all  thia  in  His  human  nature. 
We  say  all  this  truly  when  speaking  in  the  sensus 
compositiis,  not  however,  when  we  speak  in  the 
sensui  diviaua.  I  can  say  God  is  Man,  but  I  can- 
not eay  the  divinity  is  humanity,  or  that  human- 
ity is  divinity.  I  can  say  that  God  died  on  the 
Cross,  but  I  cannot  say  the  divinity  died  on  the 
the  Cross,  for  the  divinity  is  immortal,  and  Christ 
died  in  His  human,  not  in  Kis  divine  nature. 

Mary  was  not  the  Mother  of  the  divinity,  but 


she  was  the  Mother  of  God,  and  as  truly  the 
Mother  of  God  in  His  human  nature  as  any 
mother  is  the  mother  of  her  own  son.  She  is  not 
the  Mother  of  the  huiuanity  as  separate  from  God 
or  the  Divine  Person  of  the  Word,  for  no  such 
humanity  was  born  of  her,  but  she  was  the  Mother 
of  God  only  in  His  human  nature.  As  God  in 
His  human  nature  is  as  truly  God  as  God  in  His 
divine  nature,  since  He  has  assumed  human  na- 
ture to  be  really  His  nature,  she  is  truly,  and 
without  any  metaphor  or  figure  of  speech,  the 
Mother  of  God. 

Now  as  every  thing  in  redemption,  the  atone- 
ment, salvation,  elevation  of  our  nature  in  regen- 
eration, and  its  glorificaton  in  Heaven,  the  whole 
economy  of  grace,  all  the  Christian  loves,  seeks 
after,  or  holds  dear  and  sacred,  depends  on  the 
Incarnation,  or  the  hyjwstatic  union  of  GOd  and 
man  in  the  one  Person  of  the  Word,  or  the  Word 
made  flesh,  it  is  easy  to  understand  why  all  in- 
telligent and  fervent  Catholics,  who  know  and 
love  their  faith,  insist  with  so  much  earnestness 
on  the  assertion  of  Mary  as  the  Mother  of  God. 
Shrink  from  this,  and  you  shrink  from  every 
thing  distinctively  Christian,  deny  the  whole 
economy  of  divine  grace,  J>oth  regeneration  and 
glorification,  and  leave  man  to  wander  hither 
and  thither,  seeking  rest  for  his  soul,  and  finding 
it  never. 

It  is  easy  also  to  understand  from  this  the  im- 
portance the  Catholic  attaches  to  that  devotion  to 
Mary  which  they  so  assiduously  cultivate,  and 
which  those  who  understand  it  not  call  Mariol- 
atry.  We  are  devoted  to  Mary  for  her  mysteri- 
ous relation  to  the  Incarnation,  and  the  Church 
encourages  devotion  to  her,  because  it  tends  far 
more  eflFectually  than  any  reasoning  or  science  to 
preserve  and  invigorate  faith  in  the  divine  mys- 
tery which  is  the  centre  and  fountain  of  grace, 
and  on  which  the  entire  creation  depends  for  its 
hope  and  deliverence  and  return  to  God  as  its 
final  cause  or  supreme  good.  Mary  would  be  no 
more  to  us  than  any  other  pure  and  holy  woown, 
were  it  not  for  her  mysterious  relation  to  the  In- 
carnation, as  the  Mother  of  God,  and  it  is  that 
relation  that  makes  her  so  much  to  us,  and  so  de- 
serving of  our  love,  confidence  and  devotion,  and 
in  no  way  better  than  by  honoring  her  can  we 
honor  Him  who  chose  to  be  her  Son,  and  to  hon- 
or her  as  His  Mother. 

O  call  not  this  devotion  idolatry!  Ye  who  do 
so,  know  not  what  ye  do,  nor  the  meaning  of  the 
words  ye  use !  She,  as  the  willing  Mother  of 
God,  has  her  part  in  the  work  of  salvation,  and 
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it  is  impossible  to  show  her  too  mnch  love  or 
veneration,  or  to  give  her  more  confidence  tlian 
she  really  deserves.  I  would  I  were  as  ready  to 
confide  in  licr,  and  to  implore  her  intercession 
with  her  Divine  Son,  as  I  am  able  to  understand 
the  reasonableness  and  purity  of  the  worship 
Catholics  render  her. 


For  Ui<3  Ate  Mabia. 

MATEE  DEI! 

BY  MARIAPHII.03. 

To  him  who  wanders  through  the  mysteries 

That  strew  the  Past  with  food  for  thoughtful  mind, 

And  loves  to  contemplate  the  Providence 

That  ruled  the  seeming  chaos  of  events — 

'Tis  pleasing,  when  the  eve  of  Life  is  near, 

In  meditation  deep  to  ponder  o'er 

The  wonders  of  that  Mercy  that  directs 

All  things  for  good,  and  argument  doth  make 

Of  weakest  instrument  in  His  designs. 

'Tis  not  in  empire's  rise  or  sudden  fall 

That  this  is  seen  so  clearly, — nor  in  rush 

Of  warring  nations  to  the  clash  of  arms, 

Where  nature's  grossest  part  alone  is  seen ; 

But,  rather  in  the  bye-ways  and  the  shade 

Where  pensive  Reason  views  the  scene  afar 

And  weaves  creations  from  the  troubled  mass. 

That  live  and  teach  when  force  has  spent  its  rage, 

And  yet  'tis  dangerous  without  a  guide 

To  quick  decide  in  favor  or  against 

Except  some  higher  sanction  than  mere  thought 

Direct  the  way  and  guide  the  hard  pursuit, 

As  each  man's  mind,  the  scene  Avill  glow  or  frown 

To  some,  a  lesson,  yet  to  others,  death. 

For  that  they  do  force  all  things  to  the  mould 

Of  their  own  prejudice,  and,  foolish,  draw 

Conclusion  that  hath  but  its  groundless  life 

Within  the  fancies  of  their  erring  brains. 

Deceived  themselves,  they  others  do  mislead. 

And  propagate  that  fearful  Kingdom's  power 

That  follows  as  a  shade  His  Providence 

And  vainly  strives  to  stay  its  blessed  work : 

For  some  a  lesson — a  mysterious  Key 

To  open,  by  comparison,  the  truths 

Cloaked  in  the  dubious  mist  of  human  acts, 

And  show  another  and  a  greater  Power, 

The  principle  of  what  did  seem  of  man, 

What  made  the  nations  differ,  and  direct 

Their  course  in  different  ways,  and  strive  to  raise 

The  trophies  of  their  might  above  the  crowns 

That  dared  oppose  their  onward  march  to  power? 


'Twas  that  the  germ  from  which  they  took  their 

rise 
Was  an  idea  proper  to  their  race. 
That  broke  the  parallel  of  mind  and  mind 
And,  by  divergence,  brought  opposing  views ; 
And  why  came  war?  but  that  ideas  clashed 
And  nunds  opposed  each  other  as  to  facts 
That  nations  held  as  touching  their  free  sway 
And  all-dincting  Interest's  ceaseless  claims. 
Thus  all  that  comes  of  man  is  warring  force, 
Slarked  by  the  changes  of  his  fickle  will. 
To  rule  or  slave,  according  to  the  whim 
That  doth  direct  his  feverish  chase  for  good. 
Beneath  the  troubled  surface  of  the  deep 
There  is  eternal  calm,  and  yet  from  thence 
Comes  forth  the  salt  that  permeates  its  waves 
And  saves  them  from  Corruption's  poisoned  breath ; 
Thus  acts  the  Providence  tliat  underlies. 
In  stillest  depths,  the  devious  ways  of  men — 
Unchanging,  changeless  as  the  awful  Will 
From  which  it  takes  its  life  mysterious. 
Hence  he  who  meditates  and  deep  descends 
Beneath  the  surface  of  each  great  event, 
Shall  stand,  aftVighted,  when  the  vast  abyss, 
Immutable  and  stem,  shall  make  him  pause, 
And  bow  before  its  Mercy  and  dread  power. 
And  yet  the  contemplation  that  unfolds 
The  hidden  workings  of  God's  Providence, 
Gives  a  reward  much  higher  when  it  finds 
Its  goodness  in  unusual  flow  abound, 
Though  the  bright  pageantry  of  earth  may  fkil 
To  aid  its  action  with  seductive  smile. 
And  bend  the  mind  from  Cause  to  mere  effect. 
He  who  approaches  nearest  to  the  Source 
Whence  spring  all  blessings,  must  seek  for  some 

aid 
To  buoy  him  in  his  flight,  lest  nature  fail 
And  make  his  fall  proportioned  to  his  rise. 
But  how  shall  insects  of  an  hour  attempt 
To  take  their  way  up  to  the  Fountain-Head 
And  gaze,  however  humbly,  on  that  Light 
That  in  Itself  hath  Life  and  Infinite  Power : 
How  bring  this  poor  humanity  to  tread 
Where  essence  all  unearthly,  with  deep  awe. 
Leans  on  the  breath  that  its  existence  gave 
And,  in  ecstatic  tremors,  sings  His  praise ! 
Far  in  the  Past  a  gentle  Virgin  rose 
Up  from  the  gloomy  wandering  of  the  soul — 
God's  eye  attracted,  and  brought  down  on  earth 
A  partner  of  humanity,  so  high 
That  God  Himself  would  be  no  longer  God 
If  He  were  greater  than  great  Mary's  Child. 
Thus  divinized,  our  nature  took  its  plaee 
Where  burning  seraphs  tremble  to  approach. 
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Excess  of  wondrous  Love !  the  heart  grows  still — 
The  history  of  the  jiast  is  but  a  dream — 
Before  the  majesty  and  awful  truth 
Of  God's  humility  in  human  form. 
Two  wills  combined  in  mystic  unison — 
Heaven's  mighty  Jlat  and  the  low-breathed  sigh 
Of  sweet  consent  that  blest  Archangel's  car, 
In  awe  bent  low,  to  hear  the  Mother's  word  ; 
Who  would  drink  purest  lessons  from  the  ways 
Of  God  to  man,  must  meditate  on  this, 
Where  Passion's  loud  commotion  is  unheard 
And  earth  casts  off  its  dust  to  robe  itself 
In  a  New  Law  of  Infinite  Love  and  Grace. 
Though  far  in  the  obscure  of  mouldering  years 
The  nations  turn  with  awe  to  gaze  upon 
The  Kiss  of  Peace  tbat  God  gave  to  the  earth 
Through  Mary,  fairest  of  the  human  race, — 
Human  in  all,  except  least  breath  of  sin ! 


EXTRACT  PEOM  LAOOEDAIRE. 

After  having  spoken  of  the  glory  of  David  and 
his  race,  Lacordaire  continues: 

"  There,  at  the  foot  of  the  temple,  where  the 
Christ  was  to  pray,  to  teach,  and  to  bless,  obscur- 
ity began  to  descend  upon  the  house  of  David, 
for  fear  that  if  the  power  and  grandeur  were  too 
long  a  time  perpetuated  in  it,  the  world  w^ould 
see  in  the  coming  of  the  Saviour  a  work  tainted 
by  too  much  help  from  man.  The  glory  of  David's 
house  ceased  in  time,  and  when  the  Divine  Maj- 
esty, at  the  hour  marked  out  in  His  decrees,  de- 
scended to  put  on  the  solidarity  of  our  nature  in 
the  race  which  for  twenty  centuries  he  had  been 
preparing,  he  no  longer  found  the  blood  of 
Abraham  and  of  David,  except  in  an  unknown 
Virgin,  in  the  shop  of  a  carpenter.  Poverty 
with  its  purple  had  covered  the  purple  of  Solo- 
mon, and  God,  jealous  of  wearing  it  as  dazzling 
as  it  possibly  could  be,  led  His  Mother  to  the 
straw  of  Bethlehem,  that  He  might  be  bom  there- 
on in  the  midst  of  the  herds  which  had,  in  times 
gone  by,  been  cared  for  by  His  ancestor  David. 

But  there  also  the  glory  of  the  house  revived ; 
that  glory  accustomed  to  come  out  of  nothing- 
ness, and  thus  by  the  contrast  of  humility  to  defy 
the  vain  conspicuousness  of  pride. 

Kings  came  from  the  country  of  Abraham  to 
the  city  of  David,  there  to  adore  in  the  Child- 
God  the  Heir  of  Heaven  and  Earth ;  and  the  Vir- 
gin who  had  brought  Him  forth,  never  from  that 
time  descended  from  the  throne  on  which  hu- 
manity awaited  her,  and  on  which  humanity 


keeps  her  night  and  day  as  its  Mother  and  its 
Queen,  the  Jlother  of  God,  the  Queen  of  Angels, 
the  Ark  of  the  Covenant,  the  Gate  of  Heaven,  the 
]\Iorning  Star,  the  Refuge  of  Sinners,  the  Conso- 
lation of  the  Afflicted,  the  Help  of  Christians : 
sweet  and  magoilicent  titles,  the  sound  of  which 
will  never  cease,  and  which  are  all  reunited  in 
the  miracle  of  another  name  which  surpasses 
them  all — the  name  of  Virgin  Mother.  For  as 
man  corrupts  all  things,  even  maternity,  God  can 
descend  nowhere  without  respecting  the  good 
which  he  there  finds,  without  giving  an  increase 
of  perfection. 

How  much,  then,  and  how  much  more  should 
He  spare  the  bosom  which  He  had  chosen,  and 
while  giving  it  fecundity,  leave  it  the  honor  of 
integrity,  in  order  that  the  woman  "blessed  among 
women"  should  liave  as  her  eternal  heritage  all 
the  purity  of  a  Virgin  and  all  the  goodness  of  a 
Mother !  The  eye  of  man  saw  not  these  profound 
peculiarities  of  the  birth  of  the  Son  of  God ;  faith 
alone  has  revealed  them,  but  reason,  upon  exam- 
ining them,  discovers  nothing  that  is  difficult  to 
Omnipotence,  or  unsuitable  to  the  work  of  sancti- 
fication  which  He  had  come  to  begin  among  us. 

The  Virgin  Mother  has  dethroned  all  the  im- 
pure worship  of  mythology ;  she  has  made  in  the 
heart  of  man,  to  the  profit  of  his  present  as  well 
as  to  his  future  joy,  an  ineffable  union  of  tender- 
ness and  chastity,  and  if  there  be  lost  intelli- 
gences who  outrage  these  mysteries  of  modesty 
without  comprehending  them,  they  have  for  their 
,  answer  the  piety  of  their  mother,  the  honor  of 
their  daughter,  the  virtue  of  their  sister. 


IN  "WHAT  THE  WORSHIP  OF  MARY  DIF- 
FERS FROM  THE  WORSHIP  OF  GOD. 

On  the  first  page  the  Christian  philosopher 
discourses,  in  a  masterly  manner,  of  the  glorious 
title  of  "Mother  of  God"  as  justly  due  to  the 
Mother  of  Jesus.  We  now  beg  to  place  before 
our  readers  a  few  pages  from  the  pen  of  one  of 
our  greatest  Theologians — the  late  Father  Ven- 
tura, of  world-wide  reputation.  We  will  soon 
bring  other  evidences  of  his  deep  mind  and  of 
the  extraordinary  ability  with  which  he  treated  the 
question  of  our  holy  Mother.  What  we  select  to- 
day is  perfectly  simple ;  but,  plain  as  it  is,  we 
think  it  will  please  and  edify : 

It  was  a  great  and  beautiful  word  pronounced 
by  Saint  Bernard  when  he  called  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin •'  The  Sovereign  Work  far  above  whatever  is 
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not  God :"    Opus  quod  solus  nrtifex  supergredittir. 

This  happy  expression  can  be  translated  as  fol- 
lows: Provided  she  is  not  made  a  God,  nor  as- 
signed any  attril>ute  of  God,  no  man  can  ever  say 
enough  of  the  grandeur,  of  the  glory  and  virtues 
of  God's  holy  Mother. 

This  sentence  embodies  the  reason  and  the  econ- 
omy of  the  worship  which,  from  the  beginning  of 
Christianity,  the  Church  has  always  and  every- 
where rendered  to  the  beloved  Daughter  of  the 
Eternal  Father,  the  heroic  Mother  of  the  Eternal 
Son,  and  the  spotless  Spouse  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

The  unbelievers  of  our  present  age  appear  high- 
ly offended  at  such  language.  According  to 
them,  the  worship  of  the  holy  Virgin  has  no 
foundation  whatever  in  the  written  Word  of  God, 
the  Bible.  They  tell  us  that  to  honor  Mary  is  to 
wrong  God ;  that  it  is  wrong  to  invoke  her  patron- 
age, Avrong  to  celebrate  her  grandeurs  and  place 
confidence  in  her  maternal  love,  as  the  true  children 
of  the  Church  ever  did,  everywhere  do,  and  ever 
will  do.  Believe  not  those  false  demonstrations 
of  zeal  for  God's  glory  on  the  part  of  desecrated 
hearts  that  love  not  God.  It  is  the  Phariseeism 
of  our  days,  which,  in  nothing,  yields  to  the  Phar- 
iseeism of  old,  in  point  of  hypocrisy ;  for  duplic- 
ity and  hypocrisy  are  the  true  characters  of  error, 
as  simplicity  and  candor  are  the  real  features  of 
truth.  Neither  does  the  Church  preoccupy 
herself  much  about  it,  and  in  reply  to  the  blas- 
phemies of  the  spirit  of  darkness  against  Mary, 
she  redoubles  her  filial  zeal  for  Mary's  glory.  In- 
deed, this  holy  Spouse  of  the  Son  of  God  made 
Man,  knows  well  the  secrets  of  His  heart,  and 
therefore  she  is  aware  that  evei*y  homage  paid  to 
the  Mother  is  most  agreeable  to  the  Son,  and  that, 
instead  of  doing  Him  the  least  injury,  it  raises  its 
grandeur  and  its  glory. 

At  the  foot  of  the  Cross  the  Church,  represented 
by  the  beloved  Disciple,  learned  from  the  very 
lips  of  her  dying  Spouse  that  He  had  placed  her 
in  His  own  relation  with  His  holy  Mother, 
whom  He  was  about  to  leave  :  Mailer  ecce  Jilius 
tuus — ecce  iTUiUr  tua  ;  she  then  learned  that  tlience- 
forth,  in  virtue  of  the  formal  order  of  the  Divine 
Spouse,  slie  should  love  and  venerate  Mary  as  her 
own  Mother;  and  that  in  virtue  of  the  equally 
positive  promise  of  the  Saviour,  the  Church  may 
well  expect,  in  turn,  to  be  cherished  by  Mary  as 
her  beloved  daughter.  Here  is  all  the  secret  of 
the  tokens  of  honor  and  tenderness  which  the 
Church  constantly  gives  to  the  Most  Blessed 
Mary,  in  whose  protection  she  has  a  boundless 
confidence. 


The  ladder  Jacob  saw  in  a  vision  ;  the  burning 
bush  Moses  was  permitted  to  approach  ;  the  foot- 
stool of  tlie  Lord  which  the  Prophet  declares 
should  be  honored, — adi)rate  scahellum  pedum  ejus, 
were  only  a  few  of  the  many  biblical  figures  typ- 
ifying the  honor  in  which  the  Mother  of  God 
should  be  held. 

How  it  can  be  &iid  that  the  devotion  to  Mary 
has  no  foundation  in  the  Bible,  is  a  mystery  ;  and 
yet  the  same  is  said,  and  repeated  by  Bible  read- 
ers !  It  is  not  enough  that  a  lyre  be  harmonious 
and  perfect;  to  draw  from  it  charming  sounds,  a 
skillful  hand  is  required.  In  like  manner,  it  is 
not  enough  that  the  Bible  contains  the  word  of 
God  ;  it  must  be  read  by  the  Church,  or  in  the 
spirit  of  the  Church,  in  order  to  reveal  pure  and 
edifying  truths  Not  unlike  the  Jews,  deprived 
of  the  Synagogue  to  interpret  infallibly  the 
Old  Testament  for  them,  those  who  revolted 
against  the  Church  have  no  longer  the  Church  to 
explain  to  them  infallibly  the  Old  and  the  New 
Testaments.  As  the  Jews  do  not  see  Jesus 
Christ,  who,  however,  is  to  be  found  in  every 
page  of  the  ancient  Scriptures,  in  like  manner 
non-Catholics  perceive,  in  the  inspired  pages 
neither  the  Church,  nor  its  creed,  nor  its  prac- 
tices, and  yet  the  New  Testament  is  pregnant 
with  the  same.  Now,  as  an  unskilled  hand  could 
draw  only  discordant  and  jarring  sounds  even 
from  the  most  perfect  instrument,  so  do  present 
heresies,  as  Judaism  of  old,  find  only  contradic- 
tions, incoherent  sense  and  error,  even  in  the 
Bible,  of  all   books  the  most  holy  and  truthfuL 

The  holy  Mother  of  God  can,  therefore,  repeat, 
for  her  blind  detractors'  instruction,  what  her  Di- 
vine Son  said  to  His  own  :  Scrutumini  Scripturas  : 
"  Search  the  Scriptures ;  for  you  think  in  them  to 
have  life  everlasting ;  and  the  same  are  they  that 
give  testimony  of  me;  and  you  will  not  come  to 
me  that  you  may  have  life.    (St.  John,  v,  39,  40.) 

Hatred  blinds,  as  love  enlightens.  When  pos- 
sessed by  hatred,  man,  however  high  minded, 
does  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  even  know  what  he 
does  or  says.  Tliis  explains  the  insolence,  the  in- 
justice^  and,  at  times,  the  stupidity,  with  which 
modern  eneuiies  accuse  the  Church  and  calum- 
niate her  on  the  point  now  before  us.  The  Cath- 
olic Church,  tliat  imposing  body  of  nearly  three 
hundred  millions  of  men,  among  whom  have 
always  been  found  the  brightest  lights,  and 
the  greatest  virtues;  from  whose  ranks  have 
come  the  greatest  men,  the  glory  of  humanity  by 
the  prodigious  extent  of  their  science  and  the  he-- 

roism  of  their  virtues;  such    an  assembly  wh.  ,' 
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alone,  for  eighteen  hundred  years,  upholds  in  the 
•world  the  torch  of  truth,  neither  diminished  nor 
lowered,  is  in  the  eyes  of  unbelief,  only  a  collection 
of  superstitious,  benighted  idiots,  who  stupidly 
persist  in  making  of  Mary  a  goddess,  to  adore  her, 
to  the  dishonor  of  the  true  God. 

What  insolence!  What  blindness!  For  it 
is  notorious  to  all  that  there  are  in  the  Church 
three  different  kinds  of  worship,  viz :  the  worship 
of  adoration:  latrice,  vihich  she  reserves  for  God 
exclusively,  the  worship  of  servitude :  dulm,  or 
veneration  practised  towards  the  saints,  the  friends 
of  Grod ;  and  a  third  one  which  has  been  estab- 
lished precisely  to  avoid  confounding  in  one 
worship,  the  Mother  of  God  and  the  Saints,  viz : 
the  worship  of  hyperdulue  which,  as  the  word  it- 
self indicates,  ranks  above  the  worship  of  the 
Saints,  and  yet  remains  infinitely  below  the  wor- 
ship due  to  God.  How  shall  we  call  a  systematic 
persistency  in  refusing  to  recognize  the  reasona- 
bleness, the  wisdom,  the  justice  of  the  above  dis- 
tinction, so  perfectly  in  accordance  with  the 
spirit  of  religion  ?  Such  is  the  belief,  such  the 
practise  of  the  Church:  she  makes  no  secret  of 
the  one  or  the  other;  and  yet  she  has  to  hear,  from 
all  directions,  that  she  believes  and  practises  quite 
the  contrary. 

The  prayers  which  the  Church  most  frequently 
addresses  to  the  Blessed  Mary,  through  the  year, 
and  even  several  times  a  day,  are  tlie  Ate  Maria, 
the  Salve  Megina,  and  the  hymn  Ave  Maris  Stella. 
In  the  Angelic  Salutation,  after  repeating  the 
words  with  which  the  Angel,  on  the  day  of  the 
Annunciation,  and  Elizabeth,  on  that  of  the 
Visitation,  saluted  Mary,  the  Church  resumes  all, 
by  calling  her  "  Mother  of  God."  Then  she  adds 
immediately :  "  Pray  for  us  sinners,  now  and  at  the 
hour  of  our  death."  Thus,  while  she  brings  out 
the  true  grandeur  and  glories  of  Mary,  the  Church 
solemnly  recognizee,  that  they  confer  upon  her 
no  other  authority  nor  power,  than  that  of  pray- 
ing to  God  in  behalf  of  those  who  offer  up  their 
prayers  to  her. 

The  Salve  Reijina  is  the  expression  of  the  great- 
est confidence  of  the  part  of  the  greatest  need  in 
a  Christian  soul  pouring  forth  the  sighs  of  her 
sorrow,  in  presence  of  a  great  power,  and  implor- 
ing the  help  of  a  great  love.  But  in  concluding 
this  humble  and  touching  supplication,  the 
Church  begs  of  Mary  to  show  to  her  faithful 
servants,  when  they  shall  have  ended  their  lonely 
exile,  Jesus,  the  Fruit  of  her  womb;  and  by  this, 
the  Church  acknowledges  that  the  vision  and 
possession  of  God  is  the  only  real  good,  the  source 


of  all  good  ;  that  God  is  all,  and  that  what  is  not 
God,  receives  from  God  alone  its  being  and  its 
power. 

We  may  say  the  same  of  the  sweet  hymn  Ave 
Maris  Stella :  all  the  favors  sought  of  Mary  in 
this  delightful  piece,  a*e  summed  up  thus :  "  that 
He  who  for  love  of  us  deigned  to  become  her 
Son,  may  accede  to  our  prayers,  through  His  holy 
Mother,  whom  He  gave  us  also  for  our  Mother." 

The  Litanies  of  Loretto,  which  the  children  of 
the  Church  know  by  heart  and  recite  so  often  in 
honor  of  Mary  with  as  much  affection  as  happi- 
ness, form  a  series  of  salutations ;  it  is  impossible 
to  imagine  any  thing  more  sublime  or  more  mag- 
nificent. 

In  the  first  place,  the  Holy  Virgin  is  reminded 
of  the  grandeur  and  privileges  arising  from  her 
Divine  Maternity ;  accordingly  she  is  saluted  by 
the  most  glorious  and  honorable  names.  This 
first  part  is  all  dogmatical :  the  second  is  wholly 
moral ;  it  refers  to  the  perfection  and  heroism  of 
her  virtues.  In  the  third  are  enumerated  the  sym- 
bols and  figures  in  which  the  prophet^  of  old  sang 
the  praises  of  Mary.  This  portion  is  a  biblical. 
Then  comes  the  fourth  part  in  which  are  recited 
the  claims  which  Mary  possesses  to  our  confidence, 
with  the  various  helps  we  may  expect  at  her 
hands.  In  the  last  part  is  indicated  the  ele- 
vation of  her  rank  above  all  created  beings,  and 
likewise  the  extent  of  her  power  as  Queen  of 
heaven  and  earth. 

Let  it  be,  however,  well  understood,  that  while 
first  invoking  Almighty  God,  one  and  triune,  we 
say  each  time  to  each  of  the  three  adorable  Per- 
sons :  "  spare  us,  O  Lord  :  hear  us :  have  mercy 
on  us,  O  Lord."  Whenever  we  address  our  peti- 
tions to  Mary,  we  say :  "  Pray  for  us."  By  this  we 
openly  protest,  that  we  acknowledge  God  alone  as 
Sovereign  Master  of  all  graces  and  of  mercy,  and 
that  if  we  assign  to  Mary  the  first  place  near  the 
Throne  of  God,  in  the  presence  of  God,  in  the 
hierarchy  of  beings,  we  acknowledge  in  her,  not- 
withstanding, only  a  delegated  power,  a  power  of 
simple  intercession. 

The  same  remark  holds  good  for  all  the  formu- 
las of  supplication  which  the  Church  uses  in  ad- 
dre.s.sing  Mary,  and  God  Himself  in  relation  to  Mary, 
All  refer  to  the  prayers  and  intercession  of  Mary  by 
the  Throne  of  God,  heronly  Son.  Hence  it  is  evident 
that  the  Church,  and  the  children  of  the  Church, 
praying  with  her,  and  like  her,  recognize  in  Mary 
no  power  as  belonging  to  her  by  right,  but  only  a 
power  once  communicated  to  her  by  her  Divine 
Son,  as  a  mark  of  gratitude  and  love,  a  power  of 
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intercession  and  prayer.  In  wbat  could  such 
sentiments  thus  circumscribed  and  limited  witliin 
the  sphere  of  reason  and  faith,  prove  injurious  to 
God's  authority  ?  We  are  at  a  loss  to  comprehend 
how  praying  to  Mary,  that  she  may  intercede  for 
us  in  heaven ;  how  beseeching  her  by  our  en- 
treaties to  plead  our  cause  before  the  Throne 
of  God,  could  be  a  reason  of  accusing  us  of  mak- 
ing a  Goddess  of  her ;  of  assigning  to  her  a  God- 
like power,  while  we  hope  for  God's  mercies 
through  her  intercession,  and  recognize  in  her 
only  a  power  founded  on  charity  ! 

It  is  true  that  in  the  same  Litany  we  call  the 
Blessed  Virgin  "  Health  of  the  Sick:"  Salus  Injir- 
morum ;  "Refuge  of  Sinners:"  Refugium  Peeca- 
torum  ;  "  Consolation  of  the  Afflicted :"  Conmla- 
trix  AfflictoTum;  "Help  of  Christians;"  Auril- 
ium  Christianonim  ;  but  while  we  apply  to  her  these 
titles,  so  magnificent  and  so  touching,  we  add 
immediately  "  Pray  for  us :"  Om  pro  nohis.  Is 
not  this  a  sufficient  recognition  and  open  declara- 
tion that  we  do  not  expect  these  great  blessings 
from  her  as  being  herself  the  source  of  them,  but 
simply  as  being  able  to  obtain  them  by  prayer? 
Is  it  not  to  recognize  and  confess  at  the  same  time 
that  God  alone  is  the  primary  Source,  the  Sover- 
eign Lord  who  dispeuses  all  goods  here  upon  earth? 

In  the  mind  of  the  Church,  Mary  is  in  the  or- 
der of  grace  what  the  moon  is  for  the  sun  in  the 
order  of  nature.  That  planet  is  only  an  opaque 
body,  without  any  light  of  its  own,  and  borrow- 
ing from  the  sun  that  illumines  it  with  its  rays 
the  soft  light  she  spreads  over  the  earth  at  night. 
In  like  manner,  Mary  in  our  eyes  is  a  being  with- 
out power  of  her  own,  owing  all  to  God,  even  her 
being  itself.  It  is  the  mysterious  woman  of  the 
apocolpse,  encircled  and  clothed  with  the  sun : 
mulier  amicla  sole,  that  is  to  say,  the  woman  who, 
while  she  receives  the  ineffable  light  of  the  "Sun 
of  Justice,"  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  reflects  Him 
upon  men  during  the  darkness  and  obscurity  of 
their  terrestrial  life.  Mary  therefore  is  for  us 
only  a  pure  creature,  and  as  such  has  no  existence 
of  her  own,  ens  a  se,  is  not  a  being  in  itself,  but 
only  a  creature  that  is  in  God  and  from  God  what 
it  is,  a  being  which  has  nothing  but  what  it  has 
received  of  God.  How  w^e  can  be  reproached  for 
looking  upon  her  and  venerating  her  as  a  God,  and 
be  guilty  of  a  gross  insult  to  God  Himself,  is  a 
mystery. 

A  WORD  of  kindness  is  seldom  spoken  in  vain. 
It  is  a  seed,  which,  even  dropped  by  chance, 
springs  up  a  flower. 


THE  ABBE  LISZT. 


BY   KEV.   .M.EXIS   nAVOTJX. 


'Twas  nearly  two  years  ago  that  the  Parisian 
press  made  to  religion  and  to  the  artistic  world 
an  announcement  which  the  provicial  journals 
seized  upon  and  spread  with  avidity.  Political 
and  religious  papers  hastened  to  serve  up  the 
choice  morsel  of  news  to  their  readers;  and  it  was 
with  kindly  and  flattering  comments  on  the  person 
who  was  the  object,  that  the  announcement  reached 
every  corner  of  France,  and  spread  throughout 
the  world.  It  caused  a  general  feeling  of  sur- 
prise, of  j<.y  and  admiration.  The  Church  had 
made  a  brilliant  conquest;  worldlings  had  re- 
ceived a  touching  lesson  of  abnegation  and  hu- 
mility: Heaven  had  accorded  to  earth  a  providen- 
tial spf.'Ctacle  capable  of  moving  and  stirring  up 
the  most  indifFarent.  Pius  IX  tasted  a  moment 
of  joy  sweet  and  pure,  amidst  the  sadness  and 
sorrow  which  ingratitude  and  persecution  pressed 
upon  him ;  a  flower  was  interlaced  in  his  crown 
of  thorns,  and  for  an  instant  calmed  ita  keen 
pain. 

What  was  the  commotion  about?  What  im- 
portant telegram  had  arrived  from  Rome  with 
perfumes  that  thrilled  the  sanctuary  and  the  world 
of  fine  arts  ?  I  fear  not  to  say :  it  was  a  great 
event.  A  magnificent  conversion  had  been  wrought 
in  the  Holy  City,  which  is,  as  it  were,  the  reser- 
voir of  Catholic  spirit  for  noble  souls,  those  chosen 
intelligences  rendered  arid  by  indifference,  and 
thirsting  after  the  consolations  of  religion.  God 
has  prepared  this  mysterious  reservoir  in  the  city 
built  upon  the  mountain,  and  the  most  frequently 
permits  the  illustrious  famished  ones  of  the  age, 
those  disgusted  with  worldly  honors,  with  vain 
knowledge,  with  worldly  pleasures  and  ambition, 
to  come  and  quench  their  thirst,  to  refresh  them- 
selves, to  revive  in  the  Avaters  of  faith,  hope  and 
Catholic  charity,  which  flow  from  thence  over  the 
whole  earth.  On  the  summit  of  the  Church  those 
new  lights  are  seen  by  the  entire  world,  and  con- 
templating them,  admiring  their  courage  and 
triumph,  we  glorify  the  Father  who  is  in  Heaven, 
and  are  excited  to  march  in  their  footsteps.  Yes, 
Rome  is  almost  always  the  theater,  as  it  is  the 
cause  of  those  miracles  of  grace.  The  chains  of 
Saint  Peter  are  not  idle  in  their  reliquary  of  the 
Mamertinc  prison  ;  by  the  merits  of  him  who  so 
gloriously  wore  them,  they  have 
privilege  of  making  many  noble  c^j 
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keys  of  the  Founder  of  the  Church  open  its  gates 
with  a  salutary  noise  to  the  illustrious  laborers  of 
the  eleventh  hour. 

Among  the  magnets  of  attraction  which  the 
Holy  City  presents  to  all  her  visitors  of  every 
rank  and  degree,  one  of  the  most  powerful,  is, 
without  doubt,  the  attraction  which  is  exercised 
by  the  august  person  of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ. 
The  mildness,  the  amiable  condescension,  the  in- 
trepid courage  of  Pius  IX,  the  touching  manifes- 
tation of  the  sentiments  which  constitute  his  uni- 
versal paternity,  the  union  of  the  qualities  which 
distinguish  him  as  the  Head  of  the  Church,  form, 
in  my  eyes,  an  evidence  of  the  holiness,  the  apos- 
tolicity  of  Catholicity  as  luminous  as  the  reading 
of  the  history  of  the  Church,  written  with  the 
blood  of  martyrs  upon  the  walls  of  the  cata- 
combs. The  sight  of  the  great  Pope  electrifies 
me  no  less,  revives  my  faith  no  less  than  do  the 
intoxicating  odors  from  the  Coliseum,  the  visits  to 
the  prisons  in  which  the  two  great  Apostles  were 
held  in  bondage,  and  the  manifold  marvels  of  art 
produced  under  the  influence  of  Christianity.  After 
having  contemplated  the  mild  and  majestic  coun- 
tenance of  Pius  IX,  serene  as  the  heavens,  strong 
with  the  strength  of  God,  indulgent  as  the  Mas- 
ter's own,  we  say  to  ourselves,  and  we  proclaim  with 
an  irresistible  accent  of  conviction :  "  Yes,  this 
Pontiff  is  truly  the  Vicar  of  Christ,  the  Successor 
of  the  Apostles,  the  Father  of  the  faithful !  the 
Church  is  One,  Holy,  Catholic,  Apostolic :  I  believf  > 
I  love,  I  oljey."  The  feeling  of  filial  piety  which 
fills  my  heart  before  Pius  IX,  before  the  Holy 
Father,  convinces  me  that  I  am  his  spiritual  son. 
Verily,  under  the  traits  of  this  Pontiff,  it  is  Jesus 
Christ  who  governs  His  Church,  and  draws  me 
into  the  paths  of  fidelity  and  of  true  happiness. 

But  let  me  no  longer  leave  you,  gentle  reader, 
in  suspense,  let  me  now  satisfy  your  legiti- 
mate impatience.  It  was  not,  however,  a  digres- 
sion I  made  when  speaking  of  the  holy,  seducing 
charm  which  Pius  IX  exercises  over  all  his  vis- 
itors. I  have  simply  hinted  at  one  of  the  occas- 
ional causes  of  the  conversion  of  the  celebrated 
pianist  Liszt,  and  of  his  entrance  into  the  sanctu- 
ary: for  it  is  ot'  that  artist  so  well  known,  so  re- 
markable, and,  above  all,  so  good,  I  wish  to  speak. 
To  day  I  must  cramp  within  the  narrow  limits  of 
a  single  article,  the  affluence  of  pious  details,  of 
interesting  traits  of  disposition  and  character 
which  offer  themselves  to  my  pen  ;  but  I  purpose, 
and  I  promise  the  Ave  Maria,  to  give,  ere  long,  a 
short  biography  of  this  eminent  composer.  I 
merely  resume  the  memory  of  numerous  articles 


of  the  press,  and  of  biographical  sketches  when  I 
say  that  Liszt  is  the  most  skillful  and  the  most 
original  artist  we  have  ecen  since  the  appearance 
of  the  piano.  His  execution  is  incomparable,  and, 
far  from  having  been  surpassed,  has  never  been 
equaled.  He  is  a  perfect  master  of  his  instrument, 
has  perfect  control  over  the  most  complicated ;  he 
plays  with  a  facility,  a  grace,  a  variety,  truly  pro- 
digious. Improvisation  is  natural  to  him,  and  he 
always  produces  ravishing  accords.  This  talent 
seems  to  be  su]x.>rnaturai,  it  is  so  complete,  and  so 
far  surpasses  that  which  is  the  fruit  of  study  and 
labor.  Nature  seems  to  have  fashioned  him  for 
this  truly  royal  superurity.  His  long  fingers, 
flexible  and  rapid,  glide  over  the  key-board — they 
move,  run,  rush,  fly  rapi'l  and  graceful,  like  the 
bird  that  soars  in  air  and  capriciously  balances 
itself  in  its  native  element,  like  the  fish  playing 
in  the  waters  with  its  niarvelous  suppleness  and 
agility.  The  keyboard,  nusic,  is  his  element,  his 
kingdom.  He  has  been  called  the  nightingale  of 
the  piano  ;  we  would  Siiy  in  America,  the  mock- 
ing bird.  And  certain 'v,  I  believe  his  fairy  fin- 
gers have  the  same  pow  i  of  invention,  of  varia- 
tion and  of  graceful  iiielody  as  the  enchanted 
throats  of  these  birds,  tlic  first  among  the  winged 
songsters  of  the  two  worlds. 

From  his  most  tender  years,  the  fingers  of 
Liszt  have  impassioned  the  best  artistic  circles. 
At  the  age  of  seven  year.-  he  improvised  before  a 
German  Prince,  his  pr.tector,  a  melody  which 
was  received  with  bra ,  os  and  applause.  This 
Prince  took  charge  of  his  education,  and  had  his 
remarkable  talent  cult  vated  by  the  most  able 
masters.  When  eleven  years  old  he  began  to 
travel,  and  his  passing  through  the  capital  and 
other  important  cities  ot  Europe  was  a  series  of 
enthusiastic  ovations.  ',-  he  little  Liszt,  as  he  was 
called,  marched  continually  from  triumph  to  tri- 
umph. He  was  the  delight  of  kings,  the  well- 
beloved  of  the  courts,  the  idol  of  the  elite  who 
crowded  to  hear  him.  Envy,  it  is  true,  sometimes 
pursued  his  steps,  as  it  a.ways  follows  great  men; 
but  it  merely  produced  he  effect  it  usually  does 
when  it  attacks  real  celebrities ;  it  gave  a  fuller 
relief,  it  consecrated  the  i^elebrity  of  Liszt.  I  per- 
fectly understand  to  d.;y  the  fascination  with 
which  all  his  hearers  wt  e  seized,  that  charm,  that 
enchantment  in  which  you  were  thrown,  not  only 
by  his  music  itself,  but  also  by  his  manner  of  play- 
ing, his  imperious  attitude.  I  understand  it  be- 
cause I  have  myself  experienced  it,  and  I  was 
with  a  friend  calm  and  but  little  enthusiastic  by 
nature  almost  intoxicated  with  admiration. 
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He  had  condescended  to  play  before  us  young 
men  in  our  modest  room  ;  he  favored  us  with  his 
beautiful  hymn  to  Pius  IX,  and  with  the  princi- 
pal portions  of  his  last  JIass,  executed  with  great 
success  in  the  church  of  Sami  Eustache.  Was  he 
not  splendid  on  his  seat,  his  two  hands  doing  the 
duty  of  four  on  the  key-board  ?  He  was  magnifi- 
cent, sublime.  I  imagined  I  saw  before  me  the 
Pontiff  of  Art  enthroned  upon  his  instrument  as 
upon  a  throne  of  glory.  His  noble  countenance 
was  lighted  up,  was  radiant  with  inspiration,  it 
identified  itself  with  the  music.  At  the  Credo  it 
took  a  decided  tone  of  mysterious  gravity;  he 
then  sang  the  Christian  Faith  with  its  dogmas  by 
turns  so  consoling  and  so  awful,  so  sweet  and  ter- 
rible. Never  had  I  seen  a  more  perfect  musical 
expression  of  our  holy  religion.  Those  learned 
haruionious  notes,  as  profound  as  Catholic  truth, 
full  of  faith,  of  hope  and  love,  are  engraven  on 
my  soul  like  the  memory  of  a  masterpiece  of 
painting,  like  the  most  eloquent  pages  of  a 
a  Bossuet  or  a  Fenelon. 

That  poetic  and  expressive  countenance,  those 
eyes  of  fire,  that  mansuetude  spread  over  his  vis- 
age like  the  ointment  of  Aaron,  spoken  of  by  the 
Prophet ;  that  frame  of  long  hair  fast  turning 
gray — all  those  traits  will  never  depart  from  mem- 
ory, for  my  heart  as  well  as  my  memory  guards 
them. 

My  friend,  the  pious  young  man  who  "vvas  with 
me,  avowed,  after  the  lapse  of  some  days,  that  he 
had  not  been  able  to  sleep  for  several  nights,  so 
vividly  had  he  been  struck  by  that  music;  he 
could  never  thank  me  enough  for  the  favor  I  had 
procured  for  him.  When  he  came  out  somewhat 
from  his  ecstatic  state,  he  poured  forth  his  lyrical 
emotion  in  a  beautiful  piece  of  poetry,  which  he 
ottered  to  Liszt,  and  which  procured  him  a  pre- 
cious autograph.  As  for  myself,  I  had  no  expres- 
sions to  testify  to  my  illustrious  vioitor  my  admi- 
ration and  my  gratitude.  I  was  dumb,  confused  ; 
it  was  the  only  language  suitable  to  me,  and  I 
employed  it.  Pardon,  gentle  reader,  for  this 
souvenir,  which  it  was  sweet  for  me  to  evoke.  I  re- 
turn to  the  happy  news. 

On  the  25tli  of  April,  1865,  M.  Lifzt,  at  the 
apogee  of  his  glory,  surrounded  with  honors, 
loaded  with  decorations,  everywhere  feted,  de- 
sired, called-for,  bade  an  adieu  to  the  world  and 
mounted  the  first  step  of  the  Sanctuary.  On  that 
day  he  put  on  the  ecclesiastical  habit,  and  received 
clerical  tonsure.  The  ceremony — I  was  going  to 
say  the  touching  scene — took  place  in  the  chapel 
of  the  Vatican.     The  two  principal  personages 


were  the  the  great  artist,  and  Prince  Hohenlohe, 
his  friend  who  had  been  deputed  by  the  Holy 
Father.  A  certain  number  of  illustrious  specta- 
tors witnessed  this  courageous  step,  this  magnani- 
mous sacrifice. 

Liszt  came  to  the  altar,  a  taper  in  his  hand,  to 
give  himself  to  God  and  to  His  Church,  and  to 
take  them  for  his  heritage.  He  pronounced,  with 
a  heart  moved  by  the  most  perfect  devotcdness, 
the  formula :  Dominus  pars  hereditatis  mea,  et  call- 
cis  met,  etc.  He  ct)nsecrated  to  his  new  mother, 
his  reputation,  his  works,  his  talent,  his  future 
life,  his  entire  being;  he  placed  on  the  altar  his 
grand,  artistic  crown,  brilliant  with  pearls  and 
rubies.  In  return,  the  Church  gave  him  her  own : 
the  crown  of  humility  in  the  eyes  of  men,  but  of 
regal  grandeur  before  God.  He  was,  then,  admit- 
ted with  joy  into  the  vestibule  of  the  Temple,  and 
honorably  placed  by  the  side  of  the  ministers  of 
God.  This  important  step  was  spontaneous,  but 
at  the  same  time  made  after  mature  deliberation. 
Religious  sentiments  manifested  in  a  decided  man- 
ner, at  intervals,  in  his  career,  had  long  prepared 
him  for  this  step.  Like  all  truly  great  souls, 
Liszt  had  always  been  religiously  inclined,  despite 
the  seductions  and  wanderings  of  an  agitated 
life. 

On  retiring  from  the  altar,  the  Abb6  Liszt  left 
his  heart  on  it.  His  genius  purified,  and,  as  it 
were,  renewed  in  celestial  harmony,  took  a  more 
vigorous  fiight,  and  powerful  and  radiant  hovered 
in  the  elevated  regions  of  sacred  music.  He  lost 
nothing  by  this  metamorphosis,  by  this  exchange 
of  earth  for  heaven,  of  man  for  God.  His  field 
was  infinitely  enlarged  and  offered  him  immense 
resources  for  composition.  Henceforward  he  will 
still  be  Liszt,  always  Liszt,  but  Liszt  transfigured. 
The  music  of  the  future  of  which  he  had  a  glimpse, 
and  of  which  he  was  the  prophet,  has  at  last  come 
for  him ;  religious  music  opens  to  him  its  vast 
horizon,  and  its  treasures  of  harmony.  The  en- 
trance of  Liszt  into  the  Sanctuary  was  also  his 
passage  from  the  domain  ofexecution  to  that  of 
compositi(m.  Henceforth  he  will  devote  himself 
to  sacred  music.  The  few  works  he  has  already 
given  to  the  public,  bear,  both  in  the  details  and 
in  the  whole,  the  impress  of  incontestable  superi- 
ority, of  profound  feeling  well  rendered,  and 
breathing  the  spirit  of  piety. 

Decidedly  M.  Liszt  plays  with  equal  felicity 
the  harp  of  David,  and  the  instrument  of  worldly 
amusement;  for  this  there  is  a  reason  extremely 
simple,  and  it  is  that  he  began  by  studying  relig- 
ious harmony,  and  by  becoming  thoroughly  pene- 
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tratcd  with  it;  for  a  long  time  he  listened  in  si- 
lence and  retreat  to  the  voices  of  the  tabernacle, 
and  of  prayer;  he  has  taken  possession  of  them, 
and  soon  we  shall  hear  him  resume  them  in  his 
forthcoming  compositions.  From  this  time  on, 
his  piano  will  be  the  heart  of  man  speaking  to 
God,  the  heart  of  Christ  Jesus  addressing  him- 
self to  men,  his  brethren.  What  harmony  will 
he  not  bring  forth  from  his  instrument  thus  conse- 
crated to  religion !  Pins  IX,  who  has  a  great  affec- 
tion for  our  artist,  delights  in  calling  him  "his 
Palestrina."  This  qualification  comes  in  well  to 
confirm  our  judgement  on  the  musical  future  of 
the  Abb6  Liszt. 

There  is  nothing  so  charming  as  the  attention 
which  the  Holy  Father  gives  to  his  artist  of  pre- 
dilection. He  treats  him  as  a  brother,  a  friend,  a 
king.  A  single  instance  will  prove  that  I  do  not 
exaggerate.  Some  time  before  the  ceremony  of 
which  I  have  just  spoken,  M.  Liszt  was  at  the 
Convent  o(  Monte  Mario  medit&t'mg  on  his  voca- 
tion, trying  his  strength,  and  calling  down  upon 
his  pious  designs  the  benedictions  of  heaven.  He 
also  pursued  his  artistic  labors,  and  was  prepar- 
ing the  Mass  of  Saint  Eiistache,  making  a  master- 
piece of  his  first  attempt.  He  was  there  in  his 
cell,  living  in  the  bosom  ot  Franciscan  poverty, 
in  the  peace  of  God,  and  far  removed  from  the 
turmoil  of  the  world,  when  an  august  visitor  came 
to  surprise  him  and  raise  him  from  his  voluntary 
humiliation  to  the  highest  honors.  A  brilliant 
coach  draws  up,  several  otliers  follow.  A  man  in 
a  white  cassock  gets  out — the  beholders  are  sur- 
prised, astonished:  it  is  Pius  IX  himself,  who,  in 
spite  of  the  prescriptions  of  the  ceremonial,  has 
come  to  pay  a  visit  to  M.  Liszt,  to  encourage  him, 
to  bless  him.  The  Pope  seemed  to  derogate  from 
the  usages  of  the  Roman  Court,  but  in  reality  he 
preserved  the  spirit  of  the  ceremonial.  It  forbids 
the  Pope  to  visit  any  one  except  princes;  but  in 
thus  honoring  M.  Liszt,  did  not  the  Holy  Father 
wish  to  render  homage  to  the  royalty  of  art,  to 
the  Prince  of  artists'?  What  took  place  at  the 
interview  ?  There  was,  without  doubt,  unspeak- 
able emotion  in  the  bre.ast  of  the  neophyte,  and 
paternal  tenderness  and  friendship  in  the  heart 
of  Pius  IX.  The  well  beloved  Pontiff  laid  aside 
with  joy  his  sovereign  mitjesty,  to  seek  an  hour 
of  forgetfulness  of  his  sorrows.  After  the  first 
compliments  which  were  simple  and  cordial,  M. 
Liszt,  in  gratitude  for  the  royal  favor  received, 
seated  himself  nt  the  piano,  and  improvised,  no 
doubt,  a  beautiful  Magnificat,  or  in  the  hymn  to 
Pius  IX,  gave  to   he  Holy  Father  a  glimj^se  of  the 


joy  and  exultation  of  his  inevitable  triumph.  How- 
ever that  may  have  been,  it  iscertain  that  his  Holi- 
ness was  enchanted.  He  listened  to  him  for  a  long 
while  with  delight,  and  dreaming  of  the  divine 
concerts  of  heavenl*-"  It  is  very  beautiful,"  he 
said,  "very  beautiful:  bello,  bellissimo ;  yet,  cour- 
age, my  friend,  there  above  we  shall  hear  still  more 
beautiful  things!"  Before  leaving,  Pius  IX  ex- 
tended his  hand  to  his  son,  who  kissed  it  with 
respect  and  love.  He  left  him  in  unutterable 
jubilation.  From  that  moment  the  vocation  of 
Liszt  was  decided.  He  was  completely  caught  in 
the  net  of  Peter,  and  under  the  ring  of  the  Fish- 
erman. 

Ab!i5  Liszt  is  yet  only  in  Minor  Orders,  but  is 
preparing  to  receive  soon  the  sub  dcaconship ;  he 
follows  the  classes  of  the  Roman  College;  at  the 
beginning  he  was  in  company  with  Prince  Bona- 
parte, the  cousin  of  Napoleon.  Last  year,  the 
eminent  artist  wished  to  revisit  France.  He  re- 
mained in  Paris  some  months,  lodging  rue  Quil- 
laume  in  the  apartments  in  which  his  good  mother 
had  died  a  short  time  before ;  in  the  same  house 
lived  his  son-in-law,  the  celebrated  depute  Olivier, 
to  whom  he  had  given  one  of  his  daughters  in 
marriage;  she  also  is  dead.  The  loss  of  these 
cherished  beings  made  a  great  void  in  the  heart 
of  our  artist,  and  disposed  him  to  the  influences 
of  the  grace  which  had  long  been  endeavoring 
to  conquer  him. 

In  that  room  I  saw  him,  simple,  modest,  benev- 
olent, affable,  reading  books  of  piety,  particularly 
the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  refusing  the  public  repre- 
sentations which  he  detested,  and  wishing  to  live 
only  for  God  and  His  Church.  Every  morning 
he  went  on  foot  to  hear  Mass  in  the  church  of 
Saint  Thomas  of  Aquin,  where  his  piety  and 
recollection  profoundly  edified  all  who  saw  him. 
Inquisitive  persons,  idle  morning-callers,  journal- 
ists presented  themselves  continually,  and  he  wa3 
ever  full  of  courtesy  and  Christian  humility,  he, 
who  formerly  had  been  so  querulous,  so  suscep- 
tible on  his  Olympus  in  the  midst  of  the  clouds  of 
incense  and  glor/.  With  what  mildness  and 
calmness  has  he  not  supported  the  bitter  and  un- 
just criticisms,  the  biting  railleries  of  which  his 
splendid  Mass  of  Saint  Eustache  has  been  the  ob- 
ject, both  on  the  part  of  some  friends,  offended 
by  liis  retirement,  and  of  blinded  enemies  of  the 
Church,  now  become  his  own?  *  He  has  endured 
all,  happy  in  suffering  persecution  for  the  sake  of 
justice  and  truth.  Once  only  he  discussed  in  a 
friendly  manner  his  principles  of  religious  music, 
and  the  applicaticm  he  wished  to  make  of  them. 
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The  principal  critics  wlio  were  present  knew  uot 
what  to  reply:  they  were  convinced,  but  did  not 
dare  to  avow  their  defeat  and  his  victory.  They 
retrenched  themselves  behind  the  accusation  of 
novelty,  of  innovation. 

Well,  yes,  prAud  judges,  incapable  of  compre- 
hending and  appreciating  the  beautiful  in  relig- 
ion because  it  is  not  of  your  domain,  and  you  are 
of  the  profane,  when  speaking  of  the  Church,  it 
is  precisely  novelty  that  is  required,  or  rather  non 
nova,  sed  noviter.  The  music  of  the  sanctuary  is 
still  an  uncultivated  field ;  it  is  a  mine  of  gold 
which  but  few  have  worked.  This  branch  of  re- 
ligious art  has  much  to  do  before  it  arrives  at  a 
certain  ideal  worthy  of  its  destination.  All  prog- 
ress realized  will  be  a  happy  innovation  desired 
by  the  clergy  and  faithful,  connaisseurs  and  friends 
of  the  true  religious  chaunt.  Since  the  time  of 
Palestrina  the  Church  has  had  but  a  small  num- 
ber of  remarkable  composers.  The  learned 
Abb6  Alfieri  of  Rome,  author  of  several  works  on 
esthetics,  pious  and  a  competent  judge  in  this 
matter,  has  several  times  declared  that  the  char- 
acter of  this  music  is  still  floating  undefined  in 
its  aspirations.  However,  whatever  may  have 
been  said  by  a  few  poor  giddy  persons,  chatter- 
ing parrots  of  the  irreligious  press,  the  Mass  of 
Liszt  has  had  an  immense  success,  as  it  deserved 
to  have.  The  large  church  of  ^aiV/^  Eustache  was 
crowded,  although  the  tickets  of  admission  were 
put  at  a  high  price.  Many  were  refused  entrance 
from  want  of  room.  There  were  present  the 
61ite  of  Paris,  the  most  distinguished  magistrates, 
artists,  literary  men,  and  religious  of  the  capital. 
And  all  the  parts  of  that  original  and  truly  Chris- 
rian  composition  made  a  great  sensation,  and 
were  listened  to  with  pleasure.  The  true  con- 
naisMurs  who  do  not  judge  a  piece  destined  for 
the  church,  as  they  would  a  piece  composed  for 
the  theater,  applauded  interiorly,  and  hailed  in 
the  Abb6  Liszt  a  master,  and  a  future  genius  of 
the  Sistine,  destined  to  resuscitate  the  genius  of 
Palestrina.  One  might  say  that  Palestrina  had 
carried  with  him  to  the  tomb  the  secret  of  im- 
proving sacred  music,  but  Liszt  well  knows  how 
to  find  the  secret,  and  how  to  use  it. 

The  striking  characteristic  of  the  music  of  our 
Abb6  is  grandeur — immensity,  so  to  speak.  An 
eagle,  audacious  and  sublime,  like  the  one  of 
Patmos,  he  loves  to  soar  in  lofty  regions,  whither 
he  draws  the  soul,  to  fill  it  with  astonishment 
and  guide  it  through  the  enchantments  of  celes- 
tial melody.  There  are  in  his  compositions  the 
gravity  and  the  subdued  joy  of  the  Christian  life; 


the  majesty  of  our  worship,  the  harmony  of  our 
belief,  the  mysticism  of  our  mysteries,  the  tender 
melancholy  of  our  aspirations  for  eternal  hap- 
piness. It  animates  and  strengthens  the  soul, 
it  elevates  it  above  the  senses;  it  is  a  melodious 
breeze  that  agreeably  fills  the  wings  of  the  soul 
and  gives  it  new  vigor  to  cleave  the  terrestrial 
atmosphere  and  mount  up  to  God.  His  music  is 
the  prayer  of  need,  the  supplication,  the  com- 
plaint of  suflfering,  the  shout  of  praise,  the  moan- 
ing of  contrition,  the  hymn  of  love,  the  ecstacy  of 
divine  union. 

Are  not  these  the  characteristics  which  suit  the 
music  of  the  sanctuary,  whose  mission,  like  all 
the  fine  arts,  should  be  to  aid  our  soul  in  its  com- 
bats, in  its  struggle  against  matter,  in  its  ascen- 
sion toward  God,  and  to  the  supernatural  world 
which  is  its  native  land  ? 

Previous  to  this  M.  Liszt  had  prepared  an  ora- 
torio entitled  Saint  Elizabeth,  for  a  charity  con- 
cert in  Pesth  (Hungary),  his  native  town.  The 
oratorio,  perfectly  executed,  had  a  great  success, 
and  produced  a  large  amount  of  money,  which 
was  totally  consecrated  to  relieving  the  unfor- 
tunate. It  is  not  without  reason  that  the  city 
of  Pesth  holds  him  in  such  high  veneration. 
Charity  has  ever  been  the  first,  the  sweetest,  the 
keenest  pleasure  of  his  noble  heart.  The  net 
profits  of  the  ceremony  at  Saint  Eustache,  amount- 
ing to  60,000  francs,  were  consecrated  to  the  use 
of  the  communal  school  of  that  parish.  Lately, 
after  one  of  these  religious  concerts  which  he  had 
organized,  and  all  the  materials  of  which  he  had 
furnished,  (without,  however,  playing  himself,  as 
he  has  given  up  all  public  playing)  he  sent  20,000 
francs  to  the  Peter  Pence.  How  many  more 
works  of  mercy  could  I  not  reveal,  if  space  and 
circumstances  permitted.  Last  year  before  re- 
turning to  Rome,  M.  Liszt  went  to  Amsterdam  to 
preside  at  the  execution  of  the  Mass  that  had 
been  brought  out  in  Saint  Emtache.  The  illus- 
trious master  received  in  that  city  an  almost  tri- 
umphal ovation,  and  his  work  was  covered  with 
applause  and  praise.  The  Protestant  Queen  of  Hol- 
land, who  had  not  been  able  to  be  present,  re- 
quested M.  Liszt  to  come  to  the  Hague,  where  she 
then  was,  that  she  might  congratulate  and  thank 
him. 

But  I  would  never  finish — yet  I  must  do  so,  and 
with  some  edifying  words.  I  will  say  then,  that 
which  Liszt  places  far  above  the  eminent  gifts  he 
has  received  from  Heaven  is  his  ardent  love  for 
the  Church.  "You  could  scarcely  believe,"  said 
he  one  day  in  a  moment  of  pious  confidence,  "you 
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could  scarcely  believe  how  absolute  is  my  devot- 
edness  to  the  Church.  I  love  it,  and  wish  to 
serve  it  with  all  my  heart. 

This  paints  exactly  the  new  ecclesiastic.     These 
words,  and  the  view  of  his  grand  and  poetic  traits 
called  to  my  memory  the  words  of  the  bard  of  Vau- 
cluse,  who  also  consecrated  himself  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  addressed  to  her  the  beautiful  words 
which  terminate  a  magnificent  co7izo«e  in  her  honor: 
"  Vergine,  «'  sacro  e  j)urgo 
Al  tuo  noms  e  pensieri  e  ^ngegno  e  stile 
La  lingua,  e'l  cor,  le  lagrime,  e  i  sospiri." 


INTEEESTIM  LETTEE  FEOM  EOME. 

"We  (Catholic  Mirror,)  are  permitted  to  publish 
the  following  letter  from  Rome,  addressed  to  our 
Most  Rev.  Archbishop,  by  Bishop  Lamy,  bearer 
of  the  official  documents  of  the  Council : 

Rome,  December  18,  186G. 
Most  Rev.  Dear  Archbishop  : 

The  night  before  last  I  reached  Rome,  and 
thank  God,  I  had  a  happy  voyage,  I  expect  to 
have  an  audience  of  the  Holy  Father  to-morrow, 
and  to  deliver  to  him  the  documents  of  the  Coun- 
cil of  Baltimore,  of  which  I  had  the  honor  to  be 
the  bearer. 

In  my  next  letter,  I  hope  to  be  able  to  give  you 
all  the  information  regarding  the  result  of  the 
vaiious  Acts  of  the  Council.  My  first  vi.sit  yester- 
day morning  was  to  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Bar- 
nabo,  who  received  me  with  his  usual  cordiality, 
and  remarked  that  the  documents  I  brought  had 
been  anxiously  expected.  And  had  not  the  cere- 
mony of  the  beatification  of  the  Capuchin  oc- 
curred to-day,  I  would  have  had  an  audience 
already.  Cardinal  Barnabo  had  the  kindness  to 
inform  me  of  the  church  and  the  hour  when  the 
ceremony  took  place,  and  I  happily  arrived  in 
time,  not  only  to  witness  the  ceremony,  but  also 
to  see  the  Holy  Father,  to  hear  distinctly  and  un- 
derstand the  Allocution  which  he  spoke  in  Italian, 
and  to  be  admitted  at  the  kissing  of  his  feet.  In 
the  very  act  of  receiving  the  Pope's  blessing,  I 
was  recognized  by  him  as  a  Bishop,  though  I  was 
dressed  in  a  black  cassock.  "Are  you  not  a 
Bishop?"  said  the  Holy  Father  to  me,  smiling. 
Having  answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  given 
the  name  of  my  diocese,  His  Holiness  added :  "  I 
received  your  telegraphic  dispatch  from  the  forty- 
seven  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  the  United 
States,  and  I  hope  you  bring  the  documents  of 
the  Council." 


You  see,  Most  Rev.  Archbishop,  that  I  was  ex- 
tremely fortunate  on  my  arrival  in  Rome.  The 
Holy  Father  looks  well,  and  in  his  Allocution  he 
was  so  cheerful  that  he  made,  us  laugh  at  a  pleas- 
ant remark  he  made  respecting  the  blessed  Capu- 
chin whom  he  declared  beatified.  « 

I  took  up  my  quarters  at  the  American  College, 
having  gratefully  accepted  the  kind  invitation  of 
Father  McCloskey  who  accompanied  me  across 
the  Atlantic. 

There  are  about  four  thousand  Pontifical 
Zouaves  in  Rome ;  but  the  frontiers  are  unprotected. 
Humanly  speaking,  nothing  but  a  miracle  can 
secure  the  continuance  of  the  Holy  Father  in  the 
Eternal  City.  We  should  earnestly  pray  for  the 
Vicar  of  Christ  oif  earth,  the  visible  Head  of  the 
Church,  and  often  repeat  with  the  Royal  Prophet : 
Exurgat  Dtus,  et  disfiijtentur  inimici  ejus, — "Let 
God  arise,  and  let  His  enemies  be  scattered." 

Please  to  remember  me  to  the  clergy  of  your 
house.  Believe  me  your  ever  devoted  Friend  and 
Brother  in  Christ. 

JOHN  B.  LAMY,  Bisliop  of  Santa  Fe. 


THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN  AND  ST.  OLAEA. 

The  grave  and  learned  author  of  the  admirable 
work  "  Tm  Triple  Couronne"  Rev  F.  Poir6,  of  the 
Company  of  Jesus,  relates  the  following  incident 
as  a  proof  that  those  who  honor  the  holy  Mother 
of  God  sincerely  and  to  the  end  of  their  life  never 
fail  to  receive  at  their  death  some  peculiar  assist- 
ance, and  sometimes  extraordinary  favors,  at'  the 
hand  of  their  powerful  Protectress. 

Saint  Clara,  the  beloved  spiritual  daughter  of 
Saint  Francis  of  Assisium  and  the  first  plant  of 
the  rich  orchard  of  the  Poor  Clares,  from  which 
for  six  hundred  years,  such  a  number  of  holy 
souls  were  transplanted  into  heaven,  had  inherited 
from  her  saintly  fatlier  a  boundless  love  for  the 
glorious  Mother  of  God.  She  had  trusted  in  her 
love,  how  could  she  meet  with  a  disappointment  ? 
Behold  what  happened  a' few  days  before  her 
death :  The  merciful  Mother,  accompanied  by  a 
multitude  of  virgins  in  snow-white  dresses  and 
wearing  splendid  crowns  of  gold  on  their  heads, 
came  to  visit  her.  The  glorious  Virgin  herself 
was  among  them  as  an  empress,  with  an  imperial 
diadem  resplendent  with  precious  stones.  From 
her  countenance  issued  such  splendor  that  it 
outshone  the  sun's.  Thus  clothed  in  glory  she 
approached  the  humble  servant  of  God,  folded 
her  in  her  arms,  and  most  lovingly  pressed  her  to 
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her  bosom,  and  giving  her  the  holy  kiss  of  peace, 
she  filled  her  heart  with  a  strength  and  a  conso- 
lation wholly  celestial.  All  the  virgins  who  ac- 
companied her  surrounded  the  bed  of  the  dying 
saint,  and  spread  on  it  a  golden  cover,  as  being 
the  couch  of  the  Spouse  who  was  soon  to  come 
and  visit  His  belove4  to  lead  her  to  heaven. 

4* 

AN  ENGLISH  PROTESTANT  ON  THE  EO- 
MAN  QUESTION. 

The  following,  says  the  Guardian,  is  an  extract 
from  "a  letter  from  an  Englishman  in  Rome  to  an 
Italian  in  London,"  which  appears  in  the  last 
number  of  Dickens'  All  the  Tear  Round  : 

"I  have  attended  more  than  one  of  the  Catholic 
Church  services  on  Sundays.  I  have  walked 
again  and  again  over  those  remote  quarters  of 
Rome  in  which  the  life  of  the  people  shows  itself 
most  strikingly  and  unrestrainedly  to  strangers. 
Go  where  you  may,  I  see  no  change  in  the  congre- 
gations, since  my  first  experience  of  them.  1  dis- 
cover no  such  phenomenon  as  a  threatening  atti- 
tude among  the  people.  Last  Sunday  morning  I 
went  to  a  '  solemn  function'  at  the  church  of  St. 
Martin ;  then  to  St.  Peter's  to  Yesjiers,  and  Cat- 
echism in  the  afternoon ;  then  all  through  the 
Trastevere,  where  all  the  people  were  out  enjoy- 
ing the  lovely  sunshine ;  then  back  again,  across 
the  river,  and  round  about  another  populous  quar- 
ter, to  another  'solemn  function.'  In  all  this  per- 
egrination I  looked  carefully  for  any  sign  of  a 
change  any  Avhere,  and  saw  none.  The  ceremonies 
of  the  Church  vrere  superb  and  as  impressive  as 
ever,  and  the  congregations  (the  men  included, 
mind)  just  as  numerous  and  just  as  devout.  Four 
years  since  I  saw  the  catechising  at  St.  Peter's — 
the  boys  openly  taught  under  one  of  the  aisles, 
and  the  girls  secretly  taught  behind  a  screen 
under  another.  On  one  occasion  I  noticed  that 
all  the  girls  respectfully  kissed  the  priest's  hand 
when  they  came  out  from  the  screen,  and  were 
dismissed.  There  was  the  whole  thing  last  Sun- 
day going  on  again  as  usual — the  much  enduring 
boys  kicking  their  legs  on  the  forms,  and  the 
nicely  trained  girls  crowding  round  the  priest  to 
kiss  his  hand  as  they  went  out.  In  the  whole 
Trastevere,  when  I  went  through  it  afterwards — 
in  all  that  turbulent  ultra  Roman  quarter  of  Rome 
I  doubt  if  there  was  a  soul  in  doors.  Were  the 
men  cursing  in  corners,  and  the  terrified  women 
trying  to  moderate  them  ?  The  men  were  play- 
ing the  favorite  Roman  game  of '  morra' in  cor- 


ners— the  men  were  smoking  and  laughing — the 
men  went  out  of  their  way  into  the  mud  at  a 
place  where  a  Cardinal's  carriage  was  standing 
as  an  obstacle  on  the  drier  ground,  without  a  wry 
look  or  a  savage  word  in  any  case.  The  women, 
in  their  Sunday  best — the  magnificent  Roman 
wonun  of  the  people — sat  gossiping  and  nursing 
their  children,  as  composedly  as  if  they  lived  un- 
der the  most  constitutional  monarchy  in  the  world. 
If  they  had  been  English  women,  and  had  'known 
their  blessings,'  they  could  not  have  looked  more 
comfortable.  Do  you  remember  when  you  were 
in  Rome,  devout  individuals  stopping  a  Cardinal 
out  for  his  walk,  to  kiss  the  ring  on  his  forefin- 
ger ?  I  saw  a  devout  female  individual  stop  a 
Cardinal  yesterday  for  this  extraordinary  purpose 
in  a  public  thoroughfare.  The  Cardinal  took  it 
as  a  matter  of  course,  and  the  people  took  it  as  a 
matter  of  course,  just  as  they  did  in  your  time. 

'*  Don't  misiunderstand  me,  in  what  I  am  now 
writing.  I  am  not  foolish  enough  to  deny  that 
there  is  discontent  in  Rome,  because  I  don't  find 
it  coming  to  the  surface.  I  don't  for  a  moment 
doubt  that  there  is  serious  and  savage  discontent 
— though  I  firmly  believe  it  to  be  confined  to  the 
class  (the  special  class,  here  and  everywhere) 
which  is  capable  of  feeling  a  keen  sense  of  wrong. 
jMore  than  this,  I  am  ready  to  believe  that  the 
'Roman  Committee'  can  raise  a  revoluton,  if  it 
please,  on  the  day  that  the  French  leave  Rome. 
But  granted  the  discontent,  and  granted  the  revo- 
lution, I  am  afraid  that  there  is  a  power  here 
which  will  survive  the  one,  and  circumvent  the 
other.  I  see  the  certainty  of  possessing  that 
power  in  the  reserve  in  the  unchanged  attitude  of 
the  priests ;  and  I  see  the  foundation  on  which 
the  conviction  of  the  priests  rests,  in  the  un- 
changed attitude  of  the  people.  You  know  the 
old  gtory  of  the  man  who  had  been  so  long  in 
prison,  that  he  had  lost  all  relish  for  liberty,  and 
Avhen  they  opened  the  door  for  him  at  last,  de- 
clined to  come  out.  When  you  open  the  door 
here,  I  hope — but  I  confess  I  find  it  hard  to  be- 
lieve— that  you  will  find  the  Roman  people  ready 

to  come  out." 

<* 

Obituary. — Died,  on  the  19th  ultimo,  at  St. 
Joseph's  Convent,  Carondelet,  Mo.,  Sr.  31.  Monica. 

The  painful  illness  which  nailed  this  ardent 
soul,  for  two  years,  to  a  bed  of  suffering,  has  at 
last  let  its  victim  free ;  and  it  is  the  consolation 
of  her  many  friends  to  hope  that  she  is  now  at 
rest,  receiving  the  reward  of  her  zealous  and  self- 
sacrificing  life.     May  she  rest  in  peace. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


YOUNG  AEEL. 
BY  w.  n. 

Young  Arel  was  a  good  oI)edient  cliild, 
A  lad  of  promise — on  whom  nature  smiled, 
And  left  her  impress — marked  him  for  her  own, 
As  if  delighted  but  with  him  alone. 

A  youth  so  promising  to  future  fame, 
Could  not  be  let  to  live  without  a  name, 
And  therefore,  though  his  parents  loved  tlie  boy 
Who  was  their  first  and  last— their  only  joy, 
They  needs  must  send  him  whither  such  are  sent; 
To  give  the  fairest  shape  to  nature's  bent; — 
To  the  high  seat  of  ev'ry  science,  where, 
Each  save  Religion,  had  its  patron  chair. 

Time  waxed  apace,  and  oh!  how  sad  to  tell, 
When  he  must  bid  perhaps  a  long  farewell 
To  doting  parents,  kindred  friends,  and  all 
Endearing  olyects  round  fair  Arel  Hall. 
But  go  he  must,  though  seperation  give 
The  keenest  pang  to  these  affections  live 
Within  the  bosom  of  parental  zeal, 
Which  parents  only  for  a  child  may  feel ; — 
Naught  longer  must  retard,  whate'er  betide, 
The  boy's  advancement  and  the  father's  pride. 

The  day  arrived  for  his  departure  hence, 
And  oh!  the  sighs,  how  deep,  sincere,  intense. 
Expressive  of  a  tender  mother's  love — 
A  father's  manly  soul— such  sighs  must  prove 
How  dear  he  was  to  them — hf)W  he  pos-essed 
The  heart's  affections  lab'ring  in  their  breast. 
Nor  only  they  expressed  their  tears  and  sighs, 
The  poor  domestics  even  raised  their  cries ; 
Nor  could  the  sorrows  be  supressed  that  broke 
From  their  plain  hearts  while  thus  the  father  spoke: 
"My  son— thy  father's  and  thy  mother's  joy. 
Next  after  God— my  son,  my  hope,  my  boy, 
Remember  God  in  all  thou  undertake- 
In  all  thy  thought  and  speech  ;  and  for  our  sake. 
Remember  how  we've  fondled  all  thy  youth — 
Directed  thee  in  ev'ry  path  of  truth  ; 
Nor  e'er  forget  that  gratitude  should  be 
To  us  who've  lavished  all  we've  had  on  thee 
Go  then  in  peace,  and  prosper  in  the  Lord ; 
But  see,  thy  mother  would  with  thee  a  word." 
"Come  hither  love,  part  of  my  life,"  said  she, 
"  Give,  give  one  kiss,  a  parting  pledge  to  me, 
That  thou  wilt  have — when  hot  temptation's  force, 
When  storms  assail — that  thou  wilt  have  recourse 
To  her  who  is  the  sinner's  shield  and  guide — 


To  Mary,  who  will  all  tljy  wants  provide ; 
Who  will  be  near  thee  to  avert  the  blow 
Struck  at  thy  virtue  by  whatever  foe ; 
Will,  while  thou'st  faithful  and  devoted,  lend 
Her  mighty  aid — will  be  my  darling's  friend: 
Good-bye,  my  child,  my  blessings  on  thy  head," 
Was  all  she  could — was  all  she  dared  have  said  ; 
Save  this  repeated  word — "  depart,  depart," 
For  strong  solicitude  oppressed  lier  heart. 

The  boy  o'ercoaie  at  proofs  of  love  and  care, 
So  truly  pure,  so  ardent,  deep  and  rare, 
Responded  thus,  while  answering  sighs  exprest. 
And  sobs  convulsive,  what  was  in  his  breast : 
"I  promise  all," — his  looks  bade  all  farewell, 
Declaring  what  his  tongue  refused  to  tell. 
At  the  high  seat  of  learning  paganized. 
The  boy  at  length  arrived — was  circumcised, 
Or  rather  dubbed  one  of  the  faithless  youth, 
Whose  sense  of  right  was  to  impugn  the  truth; 
Was  introduced  in  all  the  forms  of  schools. 
And  made  acquainted  with  the  public  rules : 
Made  but  to  be  despised ;  yet  still  the  board 
Of  grave  professors  all  their  forms  adored. 
Nor  by  his  mates  less  bound  was  he;  because 
They  also  had  their  code  of  secret  laws, 
That  bound  and    burdened  action,   word    and 

thought, 
Not  aimed  directly  at  the  end  they  sought — 
Which  end  was  death  to  ev'ry  moral  law — 
To  Christianity,  and  all  they  saw 
Would  put  restraint  upon  illegal  ire. 
Or  check  the  motions  of  unhallowed  fire. 

Such  as  the  scholars,  such  the  masters  were, 
To  whom  poor  Arel's  education,  care. 
Were  for  the  future  to  a  time  unknown 
To  be  entrusted  even  by  his  own 
Confiding,  simple-minded  father's  voice, 
Forgetting  prudence  should  direct  his  choice 
Of  those  as  willing,  and  as  able  too. 
To  teach  his  son  according  to  his  view. 

His  chief  professor  happened  to  be  one 
Who  stood  in  art  among  the  board  alone — 
In  intellect  and  learning,  speech  and  grace, 
Attractive  manners,  with  that  kind  of  face 
Which  seemed  to  mirror,  or  reflect  the  soul 
Of  one  predestined  to  exert  control. 
And  as  he  did  indeed  ;  but  sooth  to  tell, 
To  man's  destruction,  and  his  certain  hell. 
Concealed  beneath  his  outer  counterfeit. 
Was  all  the  monster  called  the  hypocrite — 
Was  all  the  cunning  snake  that  stares  his  skill, 
At  once  to  charm  his  victim,  then  to  kill. 
As  quick  to  lie,  as  slow  to  speak  the  truth. 
He  stuck  at  nothing  might  seduce  the  youth. 
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Engrafting  poison,  and  whatever  could  <^'- 

Affect  the  stem,  and  therefore  nip  the  bud 
Of  Cbristiiin  Faith,  he  saw,  with  pain,  was  there 
Fast  striking  root,  and  opening  fresh  and  fair. 
Beholding  also  in  him  all  that  tire, 
And  brilliant  talent  which  he  could  desire, 
In  one  to  whom  he  might,  when  age  came  on, 
Yiehl  up  his  chair,  and  call  him  brother,  son; — 
And  careful  lest  imprudence  might  awake 
Ilis  virtue  dozing  now,  the  cunning  snake 
Concealed,  lay  coiled  just  at  the  softest  part, 
That  led  directly  to  his  victim's  heart. 
Infused  his  poison,  rattling  no  alarm, 
And  thus  succeeded  even  to  a  charm. 

Beneath  such  auspices — beneath  such  sway 
Could  innocence  itself  but  fall  away? 
Against  such  odds,  against  so  many  foes, 
What  could  poor  Arel  with  success  oppose? 
Nothing,  alas!  or  so  he  thought,  and  ceased 
To  struggle  longer,  for  a  time  at  least. 

Yet  now  and  then,  he  called  to  mind  the  word 
Pledged  to  his  parents — yea,  and  more,  his  Lord! 
But  fluctuating  long  'twixt  good  and  ill, 
He  lost  control  above  the  perverse  will ; 
And  so  was  hurried,  notwithstanding  all, 
Down  fast  and  faster  the  descending  fall; 
Till  quite  dispirited  by  efforts  made, 
To  hold  to  something  down  the  sloping  laid, 
He  had  no  further  hope — no  further  care, 
But  yielded  passively  to  fell  despair. 

Faith  broken  with  his  parents  and  his  God, 
And  lashed  to  fury  by  his  conscience'  rod. 
Resigning  further  claim  to  virtue's  charms, 
He  threw  himself  into  his  patron's  arms; 
And  having  nothing  more  on  earth  to  lose, 
With  God  or  man,  sustained  that  serpent's  views. 
And  swore  to  carry  them,  though  earth  and  skies 
Should  burst  asunder  at  the  enterprise. 

Yes,  since  he  could  or  icould  submit  no  more, 
To  honor  parents  or  his  God  adore ; — 
And  since  ambition  urged  him  on  to  fame, 
At  least  the  passing  glory  of  a  name — 
He  wrought  in  earnest,  with  the  head  and  heart, 
At  ev'ry  science,  pointed  keen  by  art — 
At  ev'ry  lying  means  could  be  supplied. 
From  living  authors  or  from  those  who  died, 
To  qualify  himself  yet  better  still 
To  reach  the  object  of  perverted  will ; 
And  he  succeeded  far  as  human  means, 
Could  be  sustained  by  pride  on  which  it  leans. 
And  now  replenished  full  of  both,  he  hurled 
Red-hot  defiance  at  the  Christian  world. 

Yes,  well  provided  with  the  sceptic's  lore, 
He  undertook  what  many  did  before, 


The  propagation  of  the  only  laws 
That  reason  impotent  from  reason  draws; 
And  8f),  of  constqueuce  to  rid  the  land 
Of  laws  he  did,  or  W0v^  4('t.  understand ; 
Forgetting  that,  if  asked  to  prove  to  man, 
What  reason  is,  or  how  it  first  began. 
He's  forced  to  reason,  reason  does  not  tell, 
Or  to  believe  (and  then  he  reasons  well) 
It  had  its  being  in  superior  En.s, 
And  then  his  faith  iu  spite  of  him  begins. 

But  naiigiit  accords  with  human  reason  more 
Than  humbly  to  submit  itself  before 
The  way  of  God,  which  is  in  part  to  show. 
In  part  to  hide,  himself  from  all  below; 
That  tried  iu  darkness  here  awhile,  they  may 
Hereafter  merit  an  eternal  day. 
The  portions  know  the  portions  not,  however, 
As  in  a  glass,  sufficiently  declare 
To  human  reason,  that  it  ought  to  own, 
And  bend,  in  faith  to  what  is  still  unknown. 
Now  that  whicii  changes  is  not  Truth;  because. 
Truth,  is  the  oiie  eternal  Law  of  laws ; 
But  reason  changes  ever  and  anon, 
As  well  in  gen'ral,  as  in  ev'ry  one ; 
And  therefore  is  a  blind  fallacious  guide, 
When  self-dependent,  and  the  slave  of  pride. 
The  sceptic's  reason,  too,  says  chance  is  all, 
By  which  all  this  trip  into  life  and  fall. 
What!    Chance!  a  purely  abstract  nothing,  God! 
A  wondrous  One  indeed — supremely  odd — 
Creating  worlds  by  action,  thought,  or  word — 
Nothing  dots  something  which  is  all  absurd. 

But  Arel  did  not  stop  to  think,  who  tilts 
Against  the  Truth,  rides  loosely  high  on  stilts, 
From  which  he's  certain,  at  the  charge,  to  fall, 
And  thus  become  the  ridicule  of  all : 
Ah,  no!  but  hushed  the  warning  voice  within. 
That  still  reproached  him  with  his  crying  sin.      ^ 

That  to  the  purpose,  he  might  do  the  more, 
The  coasts  of  error  he  would  first  explore ; 
And  therefore,  breathing  flame  and  threats,  did  he 
Launch  into  error's  rough  and  rocky  st-a : 
Upon  the  Bark  was  named  the  Social  Red, 
Whose  banner  waving  at  the  main-mast  head. 
Displayed  for  motto :  ''Death,  eternal  death 
To  Catholicity — her  Moral,  Faith/" 
With  sails  and  oars  of  vanity  and  pride. 
And  reason's  compass  as  his  only  guide, 
For  many  days  and  months — yea,  even  years, 
He  struggled  hard — as  from  report  appears — 
Against  the  adverse  winds  and  waves  to  gain 
The  haven  sought,  but  struggled  hard  in  vain. 
At  length,  disgusted  by  bis  ill  succcess, 
The  thought  was  forced  upon  him  to  confess — 
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That  reason's  compass  was  indeed  so  strantje, 
It  seemed  in  nothing  certain  but  to  change. 
But  such  experience  clearly  does  aver, 
That  'tis  the  fate  of  reason  still  to  err — 
To  breed  a  mass  of  indigested  lies, 
From  which  it  sickens  first,  and  lastly  dies. 
And  as  the  drunken  man,  too  full  before. 
On  this  occount  calls  out  for  more  and  more. 
Till,  quite  o'ercome,  he  sinks  at  last  beneath 
The  fiery  potions,  raving  or  in  death ; 
So  reason  also,  of  itself  too  full. 
Cries  out  for  more,  which  only  makes  it  dull. 
And  foolish,  till,  o'erburdened  by  its  weight, 
It  falls  a  victim  to  its  own  conceit. 

His  reck'ning  lost — his  compass  out  of  joint. 
Steering  to  ev'ry  or  to  any  point, 
He  slackened  sail — lay  on  his  oars  awhile 
For  observation  ;  but  hopeless  smile 
Betrayed  the  desperation  felt  within. 
Yet  spread  his  sails,  and  jjlied  his  oars  again ; 
But  to  no  purpose — all  he  could  essay, 
But  darkened  darker  still  the  gloomy  way! 
Nor  could  he  pilot  out  the  liarbor  aimed 
By  reason — no !  and  thus  at  last  blasphemed : 
"And  am  I  foiled — and  must  I  yield," 
"To  Thy  pretensions,  Christ?     I  swear  by  Thee, 
No,  never,  and — "  but  as  the  monster  spoke, 
A  death  like  stillness  o'er  his  senses  broke ; 
And  looking  round  the  far  horizon,  saw 
Dark  banks  of  clouds  ascend,  impressing  awe. 
Portending  death,  and  big  with  potent  ire. 
Their  centres  black,  their  edges  fringed  with  fire. 
Slowly  but  stead'ly  round  the  concave  bend. 
Bank  after  bank  with  awful  looks  ascend, 
And  meet  at  length  above  the  sceptic's  head, 
In  all  the  majesty  of  rage  and  dread : 
A  moment's  pause — in  horrid  grandeur  they 
Involve  the  light,  with  just  enough  of  day 
To  show  the  scene,  or  yet  perhaps  to  give 
The  wretch  one  instant  to  repent  and  live. 
In  vain,  however :  now  all  at  once,  the  poles 
From  one  to  one  are  shook — the  thunder  rolls. 
And  booms  ahtft — the  straining  clouds  on  high. 
With  the  red  lightning,  in  convulsion,  vie. 
And  burst  at  last,  and  pour  their  fuiy  down, 
In  fiery  torrents  on  the  culprit's  crown. 
Beneath  the  waters  yawning  widely  crave. 
And  cry  for  liberty  to  make  his  grave ; 
All  nature  writhes,  impatient  of  restraints 
Put  on  its  vengeance  by  the  Saint  of  saints. 
Leave  given  now,  the  Soci  I  Red  is  tossed, 
And  reels  and  plunges,  and — "O  God !   I'm  lost !" 
The  trembling  wretch  exclaimed;  and  terrified 
Beyond  expression,  thus  repentant  cried. 


In  mental  agony :  "  O  Queen  !"  thought  he, 

"OMary!    Mother!    ]\Iercy!  pity  me!" 

And  so  she  did,  and  snatched  him  from  beneath 

The  rage  of  justice  judging  unto  death! 

And  gave  him  l)ack  to  peace  and  Faith  again — 

To  hope  in  God,  and  charity  with  men — 

To  parents,  friends  that  long  had  wept  his  fall. 

And  mourned  his  absence  from  his  natal  hall. 

[We  have  received  tha  above  from  an  esteemed 
correspondent,  from  whom  we  should  like  to  hear 
more  frequently.  He  tells  us  that  Young  Arel 
made  his  first  appearance  some  twelve  or  thirteen 
years  ago  in  a  paper  then  edited  by  the  talented 
and  lamented  writer,  Dr.  Huntington.] 


MIKE'S  ILLUSTEATION  OF  A  MIEAOLE. 

"What  nonsense,  Mike,  for  you  Papists  to,  be- 
lieve in  miracles!  Did  you  ever  sec  a  miracle? 
Can  you  show  me  one  ?"  said  "Wilkins. 

"  It  isn't  for  the  likes  of  me  to  make  a  mira- 
cle," answered  Mike  ;  "  but  maybe  I  could  show 
you  something  that  icould  he  a  miracle." 

"  Well,  I  wish  you  would :"  said  Wilkins.  "  Let 
a  man  of  sense  see  it,  and  I  know  it  will  be  a 
humbug." 

Mike's  temper  was  considerably  rufiled  by  Wil- 
kin's sneering.  He  walked  on,  however,  good- 
humoredly,  until  the  narrowness  of  the  path  gave 
him  occasion  to  exercise  his  politeness  by  letting 
Wilkins  walk  ahead.  Then  he  seized  his  oppor- 
tunity, and  with  his  foot,  armed  with  a  heavy 
brogan,  he  applied  a  heavy  kick  to  Wilkins'  rear. 

The  outraged  man  turned  suddenly  around  to 
see  what  in  the  world  it  meant. 

"  Do  you  feel  that  ?"  asked  Mike. 

"  You're  a  fool !"  roared  Wilkins — "  of  course  I 
feel  it."  He  knew,  from  Mike's  brawny  frame,  he 
had  no  chance  to  revenge  it. 

"Well,"  said  Mike,  "it  would  be  a  miracle  if 
you  didn't !  Isn't  that  as  thrue  as  you're  a  living? 
an'  not  a  word  of  lie  in  it !" 


We  should  be  faithful  in  small  things. — 
Some  one  was  playing  at  a  game  and  cheating 
his  adversary ;  Saint  Francis  de  Sales  was  present, 
and  remonstrated.  "Ho!"  replied  the  youth,  "we 
are  only  playing  for  a  farthing?" 

"And  what  if  you  were  playing  for  dollars? 
Whoso  is  faithful  in  small  things  will  ever  be 
faithful  in  greater  ones ;  and  whoso  will  not  dare 
to  steal  a  pin  will  not  take  a  dollar." 
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For  the  Ave  Marii. 
Baltimore, 
Feast  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales,  1867. 
Very  Rev.  E.  Sarin,  Editor  Ave  Maria : 

Very  Hev.  Dear  Friexd: — At  length  I  am 
able  to  comply,  very  imperfectly  however,  with 
the  reiterated  request  of  your  Reverence,  that  I 
should  write  something  in  honor  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  for  the  pages  of  the  Ave  Maria.  I  at- 
tempt the  task  with  fear  and  trembling,  well 
knowing  how  utterly  unable  I  am  adequately  to 
chant  the  praises  of  her  whom  God  raised  to 
the  highest  dignity  which  it  was  possible  even 
for  Him  to  bestow  upon  a  creature,  and  whom 
He,  with  munificent  bounty,  has  vouchsafed  to 
exalt  to  the  highest  seat  in  the  heavens,  and  to 
constitute  the  magnificent  Queen  of  men  and  of 
Angels. 

Such,  however,  as  these  poor  effusions  on  the 
Anthems,  Prayers,  and  Hymns  of  the  Church  to 
the  Virgin,  may  turn  out  to  be,  the  numerous 
readers  of  the  Ave  Maiua  are  heartily  welcome 
to  them ;  and  my  only  petition  is,  that  they  will, 
in  their  charity,  occasionally  breathe  a  prayer  for 
the  unworthy  writer,  who  subscribes  himself, 
Your  Reverence's  faithful  friend 
and  servant, 

M.  J.  SPALDING, 
Archbishoj)  of  Baltimore. 


ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

I. — Introdcctory. 
As  leisure  may  serve,  we  propose  to  weave  a 
few  imperfect  chaplets  for  the  brow  of  the  Vir- 
gin. They  will  be  heart  offerings  of  a  well- 
meaning,  however  wayward  child,  to  a  tender 
and  devoted  Mother  who  will  not  be  over-nice  as 
to  the  complexion  of  the  oflfering,  provided  it  be 
prompted  by  upright  intent  and  made  with  filial 
love  and  devotion.  She  will  regard  the  will 
rather  than  the  deed,  the  honest  heart  rather 


than  its  rude  utterances.  She  will  not  prove  a 
rigorous  critic,  nor  will  she  be  disposed  to  exact 
severe  order  or  logical  precision  from  her  votaricB. 
Are  not  these  her  children,  and  is  not  she  their 
loving  mother  ?  And  when  was  it  ever  known 
that  a  mother's  heart  failed  to  make  ample  allow- 
ances for  the  short  comings  of  her  children,  or  to 
throw  the  wide  mantle  of  her  abounding  love 
over  their  imperfections,  or  even  positive  failings  ? 
Does  even  the  earthly  mother  love  her  child  any 
the  less,  because,  in  attempting  to  run  to  her 
arms,  it  chances  through  weakness  to  stumble  or 
fall?  No,  but  she  will  love  it  all  the  more  for 
this  very  weakness,  will  fly  to  its  succor,  will  press 
its  trembling  limbs  and  panting  heart  to  her  bo- 
som, and  will  cherish  it  as  her  heart's  delight! 

While  these  thoughts  inspire  confidence,  and 
encourage  us  to  launch  forth  in  the  praises  of  the 
Virgin,  with  childlike  simplicity  and  earnest- 
ness, wo  are  not  unmindful  of,  nor  unterrified  by 
the  declaration  made  by  one  of  her  greatest  vo- 
taries and  most  tenderly  eloquent  champions — St. 
Bernard — who  discoursing  on  occasion  of  her 
crowning  festival,  the  Assumption,  employs  this 
language:  "If  nothing  delights  me,  nothing  also 
terrifies  me  more,  than  to  speak  of  the  glory  of 
the  Virgin  Mary."  Though  she  is  but  a  human 
creature  and  therefore  not  wholly  placed  out  of 
our  reach  or  entirely  above  our  human  level,  yet 
her  perfections  are  so  great,  her  beauty  so  tran- 
scendent, that  we  can  entertain  no  well  grounded 
hope  to  be  able  even  imperfectly  to  portray  the 
former,  or  even  rudely  to  sketch  the  latter. 

How,  in  fact,  can  we  poor  weak  creatures, 
crawling  wearily  over  this  miserable  earth,  with 
barely  light  enough  to  see  our  immediate  way  be- 
fore us,  and  not  enough  to  furnish  us  a  clear  view 
even  of  the  small  human  things  which  surround 
us  here  below,  ever  hope  fully  to  understand, 
rightly  to  appreciate,  or  adequately  to  describe 
that  surpassing  vision  of  loveliness,  which  greets 
our  enchanted  eyes,  when  we  lift  them  up  heavily 
and  with  the  aid  of  faith,  to  that  paradise  where 
Mary  is  reigning  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  crowned 
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by  her  Son,  and   honored  by  all  the  heavenly 
court. 

Whatever  we  can  say,  whatever  we  can  even 
imagine,  will  fall  so  far  short  of  the  truth  as  it 
exists  in  the  bright  original,  that  we  feel  almost 
tempted  to  forbear,  and  to  substitute  silent  admi- 
ration for  utterances  so  necessarily  imperfect  and 
halting.  Still,  if  the  fond  child  is  not  arrested  in 
its  rude  attempts  at  speech  to  its  doating  mother, 
by  any  such  prudential  motives,  why  should  we 
l)e?  Time,  the  difference  is  greater  in  our  case, 
than  in  that  of  the  earthly  child  to  the  earthly 
mother;  still,  the  principle  is  the  same,  and  the 
love  of  our  heavenly  Mother  is  so  much  more 
abounding  than  that  of  any  earthly  sister,  that 
it  will  go  fuT  towards  annihilating  the  greater 
distance  between  us,  and  hiding  the  greater  de- 
ficiency on  our  part. 

And  that  Mary  is  our  Mothek— our  beautiful, 
radiant  and  sweet  Mother  in  heaven — we  believe 
with  an  abiding  faith,  an  indwelling  and  unwaver- 
ing confidence.  We  believe  it,  to  the  full  as  much 
with  our  heart,  as  with  our  head.  We  are  as  lit- 
tle tempted  to  reason  on  the  subject  of  this  tender 
relationship,  as  is  the  child  in  order  to  account 
for  its  l>eing  drawn  towards  its  carnal  mother. 
The  latter  feeling  is  an  instinct  of  nature,  the 
former  is  an  instinct  of  grace.  How,  in  fact,  can 
we  believe  and  feel  that  Jesus  is  our  Brother, 
without,  at  the  same  time,  feeling  and  trusting 
that  His  Mother  is  our  Mother  as  well  ?  Could 
we  else  belong  to  His  family,  the  first  model  and 
the  germ  of  His  Church?  If  we  stand  aloof,  do 
not  share  in  the  family  feelings  and  sympathies, 
and  do  not  speak  the  family  language,  we  are  by 
this  very  fact  self-convicted  of  being  outsiders  and 
aliens,  and  as,  therefore,  having  no  share  in  the 
hopes  and  aspirations,  as  we  have  nojie  in  the 
fiimily  relations  and  affections.  With  as  much 
truth  and  force  as  Saint  Cyprian  said :  "  No  one 
can  have  God  for  a  Father,  who  has  not  the 
Church  for  a  Mother,"  we  may  say  to  all  unfeel- 
ing skeptics  and  self-righteous  Pharisees,  who 
think  it  a  religious  duty  to  look  coldly  upon  and 
to  disparage  the  Motlier,  in  order  to  exalt  the  Son : 
"  Ye  cannot  have  Jesus  for  a  Brother,  unless  ye 
have  Hilary  for  a  Mother !" 

Ye  cannot  sever  the  Mother  from  the  Son.  The 
two  are  one,  by  the  teuderest  and  the  most  in- 
dissoluble union  ;  a  union  formed  in  the  eternal 
Councils  of  God  in  heaven  and  cemented  on  earth  ; 
by  a  union  in  woe  as  iu  weal,  in  the  Crib  at  Beth- 
lehem as  at  the  Cross  of  Calvary,  in  life  as  in 
death,  in  heaven  as  oij  earth.    How  dare  ye  sepa- 


rate what  God  hath  so  joined  together  ?  How 
break  the  bonds  of  the  most  tender,  the  most  per- 
fect, the  most  ennobling,  the  most  sublime  family 
union,  which  the  world  ever  saw,  or  ever  could  or 
can  expect  to  behold  ?  And  you  dare  do  it  under 
the  pretense  of  honoring  the  Son,  as  if  He,  who 
vouchsafed  to  l>e  willingly  and  lovingly  subject  to 
her  through  life,  will  be  jealous  of  her  in  heaven ! 
As  well  might  you  blot  out  the  bright  moon  from 
the  heavens,  under  the  pretext  that  its  serene 
light,  though  borrowed  from  the  sun,  casts  a  re- 
liexion  on  the  glory  of  the  latter !  The  cases  are 
precisely  parallel. 

The  virtues,  the  excellencies,  and  glories  of  the 
Virgin  form  an  exhaustless  mine  of  wealth.  You 
may  extract  from  it  not  only  silver  and  gold,  but 
the  richest  jewels,  the  most  precious  stones,  and 
the  brightest  diamonds.  Those  of  California  and 
of  Golconda  are  valueless  in  comi^arison.  This 
mine  has  been  worked  for  eighteen  centuries; 
from  the  days  of  Saint  John  the  Beloved,  to  those 
of  Saint  Alphonso,  the  favored  Child  of  Mary ; 
and  they  are  at  this  day  as  rich  as  they  were  at 
the  beginning.  Beauty,  like  truth  and  virtue, 
is  always  new,  though  ever  old  ;  and  the  Virgin 
is  invested  by  her  divine  Son  with  eternal  youth 
and  unfading  beauty.  Every  time  that  you  glance 
at  her  peerless  image,  as  depicted  to  the  eye  of 
faith,  and  as  it  is  enshrined  in  the  heart  of  the 
true  Christian,  you  are  sure  to  detect  some  line 
of  beauty,  to  feel  some  new,  attractive  charm 
that  draws  you  instinctively  and  tenderly  towards 
her,  all  the  more  potently  because  the  more 
gently  and  sweetly. 

You  feel,  too,  that,  with  all  this  heavenly  glory 
and  transcendent  beauty,  she  is  still  far  from 
you,  and  that  your  earnest  accents  of  filial  love 
will  find  a  ready  echo  in  her  Mother's  heart.  You 
nourish  a  tender  conviction,  that,  however  eleva- 
ted above  your  level,  she  still  lovingly  conde- 
scends to  your  weakness;  that  "she  stoops  to 
conquer,"  bends  downward  to  raise  you  up,  smiles 
on  you  as  (mly  a,  mother  can,  to  win  your  bud- 
ding love,  and  draw  you  lu!.ivenwards.  Mary  is 
your  jMother,  and  you  her  child ;  you  are  herS, 
and  she  is  yours  ;  and  so  abiding  is  her  Mother's 
love,  that  though  you  be  an  unworthy  child,  she 
ceases  not  for  this  to  be  a  worthy  3Iother. 

And  as  the  tender  Mother  does  not  too  nicely 
measure  the  language  in  which  she  proclaims  her 
love,  so  neither  does  the  loving  child  in  its  heart- 
outpourings  to  the  Mother.  On  this  principle,  so 
simple  and  so  natural,  the  Church  of  God  does 
not  too  sternly  check  or  hamper  the  impassioned 
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language  of  her  cbildren  in  giving  expression  to 
their  feelings  of  admiration  and  love  for  the  Vir- 
gin, While  severely  guarding  the  truths  of  faith 
connected  with  the  dread  mystery  of  the  Incarna- 
tion and  of  the  tender  and  indissoluble  ties 
thence  springing  between  the  Man-God  and  His 
Mother,  she  wisely  allows  a  certain  latitude  of 
expression  to  the  enthusiastic  feelings  of  the 
heart,  and  permits  her  children  to  call  to  their 
aid  the  fine  arts  of  painting,  sculpture,  architec- 
ture, and  poesy,  in  sounding  the  praises  of  their 
Immaculate •  Mother.  And  why  not?  Are  the 
Arts  which  adorn  the  walks  of  human  life  and 
literature  to  be  excluded  from  those  which  lead 
to  heaven  ?  Are  the  gardens  and  palaces  of  the 
worldling,  who  forgets  heaven  and  dreams  only 
of  an  earthly  paradise,  to  be  decorated  with  all 
the  appliances  of  art,  and  without  regard  to  ex- 
pense, while  those  which  lie  along  the  pathway 
of  the  children  of  God,  which  are  viewed  only  as 
emblems  of  the  ever-blooming  gardens  and  splen- 
did mansions  of  the  heavens,  to  be  left  waste  and 
bereft  of  all  the  adornments  of  taste  and  genius  ? 
Is  the  best  to  be  given  to  the  world,  and  only  the 
worst  to  God  and  to  heaven  ?  Are  the  Fine 
Arts  to  be  confined  to  prcxilaiming  the  praises  of 
earthly  beauty  and  heightening  the  already  mad 
passions  of  earthly  love,  and  to  be  excluded  from 
the  nobler  and  purer  domain  of  heavenly  persons 
and  things  ?  Puritanism  would  appear  to  have 
settled  the  question  in  this  latter  sense ;  the 
Church  of  God,  and  even  common  sense,  have 
always  given  a  very  different  and  much  more 
reasonable  solution,  because  more  conformable  to 
the  sounder  teachings  of  our  better  nature,  con- 
firmed by  the  sublime  declarations  of  revelation. 
The  genius  of  a  Raphael,  of  a  Murillo,  of  a  Carlo 
Dolci,  and  of  a  Carlo  Maratti,  has  furnished  an 
immortal  commentary  on  this  verdict  of  the 
Church,  in  their  beautiful  and  touching  portrait- 
ures of  the  Virgin. 

We  propose,  in  the  following  papers,  to  furnish 
another  commentary  of  a  different  kind  on  the 
same  subject,  in  presenting  to  the  readers  of  the 
Ave  Maria  a  few  simple  reflections  on  some  of 
the  principal  Anthems,  Prayers,  au<l  Hymns  of 
the  Church,  addressed  to  the  Virgin,.  Of  course, 
it  will  hardly  be  expected,  even  by  the  most  san- 
guine reader,  that  we  will  be  able  to  present  any 
thing  new  on  so  trite  a  subject;  and  we  much 
fear,  that  we  shall  scarcely  be  entitled  to  the 
very  moderate  praise  of  having  said  old  things  in 
a  manner  either  new  or  striking.  Such  as  our 
humble  efforts  may  prove  to  be,  they  are  pre- 


sented, at  the  beginning  of  the  year,  as  a  sincere 
henrt-offering  at  the  shrine  of  the  Virgin,  by  a 
very  earnest,  if  very  unworthy  votary  and  child. 

A.  B. 

[to   BK  CONTrNCED.] 


AN  EXPLANATION  AND  DEFENCE  OP  THE 

CATBOLIO  DOOTEINE  OP  THE  SAC- 

EIPIOE  OP  THE  MASS. 

BY  CLOKFKRT. 

II. — The  VrcTBf. 

What  is  the  victim  offered  in  the  sacrifice  of  the 
Mass*?  The  Catholic  Church  teaches  that  the 
Victim  on  the  Cross  is  the  Victim  in  the  Mass 
also.  The  substance  of  the  bread  and  wine  forms 
no  jjart  of  it :  otherwise  the  identity  on  which 
the  Church  by  the  mouth  of  her  general  Councils 
insists,  between  the  victim  of  the  bloody  and  the 
victim  of  the  unbloody  sacrifice  would  be  de- 
stroyed. No  doubt  as  the  whole  Mass  is  a  work 
of  religion  every  thing  that  takes  place  in  it  tends 
to  the  greater  glory  of  God  :  and  the  substance  of 
the  bread  and  wine  is  destroyed,  or  removed  to 
the  honor  of  His  name.  But  it  is  not  offered  as 
forming  the  whole,  or  part  of  a  true  and  proper 
victim.  For  there  is  but  one  victim,  as  there  is 
but  one  sacrifice,  offered  in  each  Mass :  and  that 
victim,  according  to  the  Council  of  Trent,  is  "  one 
and  the  same"  with  the  Victim  of  the  Cross.  This 
does  not  prevent  us,  however,  from  holding  con- 
sistently with  the  teaching  of  the  Church  that  the 
outward  accidents,  or  appearances  of  bread  and 
wine  form  in  a  certain  sense  part  of  the  victim 
and  are  directly  offered  though  in  a  secondary 
way.  For  the  victim  of  the  Mass  and  the  Victim 
of  the  Cross  will  be  still  mmlantially  the  same. 
For  the  Church  does  not  assert  such  an  identity 
between  the  body  of  Christ  on  the  Cross  and  the 
same  sacred  body  present  on  our  altars  as  to  de- 
stroy all  accidental  differences ;  for  on  the  Cross 
it  was  mortal  and  corruptible,  on  the  altar  it  is 
immortal  and  incorruptible.  Hence  the  teaching 
of  the  Catholic  Church  is — that  the  victim  in  the 
sacrifice  of  the  Slass  is  the  body  and  blood  of 
Christ  under  the  appearances  of  bread  and  wine. 
•The  EkternaIj  Oblation. 

The  Church  has  defined  the  nature  of  the  vic- 
tim, but  she  has  not  tiffined  the  nature  of  the  im- 
molation, which  it  suftei-s.  She  has  limited  her- 
self to  declaring  the  fact  and  manner  {viodas)  of 
its  existence  :  It  is  an  unbloody  oblation.  The  body 
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is  not  pierced  by  the  words  of  consecration  as  it 
was  by  the  nails  and  thorny  crown ;  nor  is  the 
blood  forced  to  desert  the  vessels  and  natural 
channels,  in  which  it  is  contained  ;  and  though 
as  really  present  on  the  altar  as  on  the  Cross  it 
wears  not  the  appearance  of  blood  but  the  ap- 
pearance of  wine.  But  tiie  Church  has  not  in 
words  of  her  own  unerring  choosing  told  us 
whether  this  unbloody  oblation  consists  in  a  physi- 
cal, or  merely  a  moral  destruction  of  the  Victim ; 
nor  in  what  part,  or  parts  of  the  Mass,  or  by  what 
precise  act  of  the  priest  it  is  effected.  She  has 
only  deemed  it  necessary  to  let  the  full  light  of 
her  doctrine  shine  out  in  words  of  her  own  choice 
where  it  was  necessary  to  put  error  to  flight  and 
to  prevent  her  children  from  being  lured  by  its 
false  rays  on  the  hidden  rocks  of  heresy  and 
schism.  For  the  rest  she  leaves  them  to  the  guid- 
ance of  those  Doctors,  whom  in  every  age  she  has 
armed  with  piety  and  learning  and  set  like  senti- 
nels to  guard  the  sacred  deposit  entrusted  to  her 
keeping. 

The  Priest.    . 

The  public  minister  legitimately  chosen  to  oflfer 
this  sacrifice  is  Christ  Himself,  who  has  been  or- 
dained priest  forever  according  to  the  order  of 
Melchisedech  and  who  offers  the  Mass  by  the 
hands  of  His  delegated  minister  and  representa- 
tive. He  Himself  offered  *the  lirst  Mass  without 
the  intervention  of  another  priest.  But  as  accord- 
ing to  the  divine  plan  it  was  necessary  for  Him  to 
pass  through  the  gates  of  death  and  then  present 
Himself  in  His  human  nature  before  the  face  of 
God  in  heaven,  there  to  intercede  for  us,  He  could 
not  remain  always  visibly  interceding  on  earth  for 
us.  Yet  He  did  not  wish  to  leave  us  orphans 
without  a  proper  offering  which  we  might  pre- 
sent before  God  to  remind  Him  of  the  price  paid 
for  our  redemption  and  thereby  obtain  tlie  aids 
and  graces  promised  in  return  for  it.  He  institu- 
ted the  sacrifice  of  the  Mass — the  most  perfect  im- 
age of  that  which  had  been  offered  on  the  Cross — 
and  ordained  and  ordered  His  Apostles  to  offer  it 
as  a  commemoration  of  His  death  to  the  end  of 
time,  thus  appointing  them  and  their  successors 
in  the  priesthood  to  offer  it  in  His  name  through 
all  the  coming  years  of  the  new  dispensation.  If 
it  were  presented  to  God  in  their  own  name,  it 
would  be  the  offering  of  an  earthly  priest  and  we 
"might  doubt  whether  their  sins  did  not  impede 
their  action."*  It  would  be  an  unfaithful  por- 
trait of  the  Cross  where  Christ  offered  Himself  in 
His  own  name  and  would  serve  badly  to  remind 
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the  Father  of  the  price  that  had  l>een  paid  for  our 
sins.  But  the  priest  at  the  altar  is  the  represent- 
ative of  the  Redeemer,  with  whom  he  is  as  it  were 
identified,  when  he  says  the  words  :  "  This  is  my 
body,"  "  this  is  the  chalice  of  my  blood."  The 
victim  is  immolated  through  the  instrumentality 
of  the  earthly  delegate  by  the  power  of  Christ  : 
and  no  matter  what  may  be  the  merits,  or  the  de- 
merits of  that  delegate  the  sacrifice  is  accepted, 
because  'tis  Christ  who  principally  offers. 

Yet  the  minister  who  visibly  officiates  is  a"true 
and  proper"  priest.  He  has  got  his  commission 
and  appointment  from  the  Holy  Ghost ;  and  bears 
upon  his  soul  indelibly  stamped  for  all  eternity 
the  character  of  that  order,  whose  eternal  High- 
Priest  is  Christ  Himself.  By  the  power,  with 
which  he  was  armed  when  enrolled  a  member  of 
it  he  effects  what  no  one  without  it  can  accom- 
plish, that  is,  the  unbloody  immolation  of  the  Son 
of  God.  As  Christ  was  legitimately  appointed 
to  offer  sacrifice  for  the  human  race  when  His  Di- 
vine Spirit  was  poured  forth  upon  His  humanity 
in  the  moment  of  His  Incarnation,  so  his  delegates 
and  representatives  on  earth  are  legitimately  ap- 
pointed to  offer  under  Christ  as  High-Priest,  when 
the  same  Divine  Spirit  is  poured  out  upon  them 
in  the  moment  of  their  ordination. 

Such  is  the  doctrine  of  the  Catholic  Church  re- 
specting the  victim,  the  oblation  and  the  priest  of 
the  Eucharistic  Sacrifice.  Viewing  it  then  with 
respect  to  these  essentials  involved  in  the  idea  of 
sacrifice  it  may  according  to  Catholic  teaching  be 
defined — A  true  and  projyer  sacrijice,  in  which 
Christ  immolates  Himself  by  tlie  instrumentality  of 
the  delegated,  minister  who  offers  in  His  name. 
[to  be  continued.  1 


The  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  of  Baltimore 
has  more  than  realized  our  expectations  by  con- 
tributing from  his  great  wealth  of  devotion  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  not  merely  one  pearl  of 
price,  but  a  complete  casket  of  gems.  The 
pleasure  the  readfers  of  the  Ave  Mari.\  must  feel 
in  reading  the  present  article  from  his  pen  will 
be  enhanced  when  we  state  that  it  will  be  fol- 
lowed by  others. 

The  following  series  of  articles  have  already 
been  received,  with  a  kind  promise  of  more : 

II.  The  Ave  Maria — Gabriel's  Part. 

III.  "  "        —Elizabeth's  Part. 

IV.  "  "        —The  Church's  Part. 
V.     "  Magnificat. 

VI.     "  Crib  of  Bethlehem— The  Gloria  in  Es- 
celsis. 
VII.      "  Angtlus. 
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In  Juda's  gorgeous  temple,  where  the  sons  of  Levi  stand 

Near  the  gold-and  crimson-curtained  ark  of  Israel's  sacred  land, 

Kneels  a  child — a  lovely  child — the  fairest  earth  had  ever  seen, 

Like  a  flash  of  living  beauty — that  star  of  Palestine. 

She  vows  her  souls  first  purity  to  God,  with  childhood's  voice — 

That  purity  Immaculate — that  bids  the  world  rejoice. 

Imperial  child!    how  oft  since  then  has  that  same  vow  been  made 

By  those  who  loved  as  thou  didst  then — the  Sanctuary's  shade. 

Not  Miriam's  glorious  song  of  old,  when  lied  Sea  waves  rolled  back 

To  bide,  for  aye  from  mortal  eyes,  the  fierce  Egyptians'  track, 

Rose  swifter  to  the  Throne  of  God,  than  that  thrice  holy  vow — 

Sweet  Mary:    'tis  the  brightest  star. that  lights  high  heaven  now. 

The  scene  is  changed — the  child  has  grown  to  woman's  fair  estate. 

The  lowliest,  the  loviest  of  God  the  Increate. 

No  princely  hall,  or  lordly  tower,  owns  Mary  for  its  queen, 

Her  dwelling  is  the  humblest  cot  in  regal  Palestine. 

At  morn,  at  noon,  at  eve,  at  night,  she  kneels  in  suppliant  prayer ; 

No  thought  of  sin,  or  selfish  pride,  have  found  an  entrance  there ; 

She  begs  that  God  redeem,  at  last,  the  souls  of  guilty  men — 

Her  own  bright  glory  was  a  thing  she  never  dreamed  of  then. 

Oh  Mary,  Mother,  while  we're  thrown  on  life's  tempestuous  sea, 

When  passions  dark  assail  our  hearts,  may  we  remember  thee ! 

'Tis  midnight — and  with  awful  power  an  Angel  cleaves  the  skies, 

Straight  from  the  Throne  of  God  he  comes,  from  far  oflE  paradise. 

The  high  decree  of  Heaven,  to  save  our  fallen,  ruined  race. 

He  tells  in  burning  words  to  her  he  styles :  "  Hail,  full  of  grace, 

Thou  art  to  be  the  Mother  of  God !"  The  glory  and  the  shame 

Of  this  high  mandate,  burned  at  once  in  Mary's  heart  like  flame. 

Mount  Thabor,  and  Mount  Calvary :   she  saw  them  clearly  then, 

Yet  shrank  not  from  the  sacrifice,  she  too  must  make  for  men. 

Th'  amazement  of  bewildered  scribes,  when  the  Boy-Christ  taught  them  truth ; 

The  agony  of  a  mother's  heart,  when  His  all-glorious  youth 

Was  blasted  in  the  heathen  court,  that  doomed  her  Child  to  death;  ■   \ 

Yet  God's  decretal  triumphed,  and  with  softest,  gentlest  breath 

She  murmured :   "  Be  it  done  to  me  according  to  thy  word. 

Behold  God's  humblest  handmaid !"   her  inmost  soul  was  stirred 

To  depths  of  awful  sanctity,  that  we  may  never  know  ; 

And  Gabriel's  blessing  rested  there  with  warm  angelic  glow. 

Oh  dearest  Mother,  when  we're  crushed  with  all  the  woes  of  life; 

When  aching  hearts  would  gladly  flee  the  spirit's  burning  strife: 

When   tlie  Cross  thou   didst  not  shrink  from  is  threatening  to  destroy: 

Obtain  for  us  the  sweet  submission  thou  didst  then  enjoy! 

The  scene  is  changed — that  fair  young  Mother  kneels  before  her  Son: 

They're  parting  now — Christ  blesses  her,  ere  death's  dark  work  is  done: 

Her  spirit  sees  His  agony  of  blood:  that  mystic  night 

In    spirit  too  she  watches,  till  the  pale  sun's  trembling  light 

Reveals  the  Captive's  fetters — the  chains — the  blows — the  blood  ; 

Yet  Mary  worships  in  His  shame  the  glorious  Son  of  God. 
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Her  virgin  flesh  is  quivering,  while  the  murderers'  scourge  is  heard. 

The  crown  of  thorns  has  pierced  her  too,  her  very  life  was  stirred. 

In  the  deep  stronghold  God  had  built  around  her  nature  then, 

She  would  have  died  a  thousand  deaths  to  save  her  Child  from  men. 

It  must  not  be,  pale  Mother — behold  His  dying  bed  I 

Thou  canst  not  pillow  on  thy  heart  His  bloody,  sinking  head. 

The  Cross — the  rough-hewn  Cross — so  dear  to  our  Redeemer  then— 

Thou  must  stand  by  it — and  its  strength  will  make  thee  live  again. 

Sweet  Mother !   in  thy  agony  no  human  tears  were  shed ; 

Thy  sacrifice  was  all  divine.     The  living  and  the  dead 

Heard  that  dying  God  proclaim  thee  Mother  of  our  race ; 

And  ever  since  that  hour  thou'st  been  the  channel  of  all  grace. 

Dear  martyred  Mother!   when  our  course  on  earth  is  almost  run; 

When  shadows  from  the  spirit  land  trouble  life's  setting  sun : 

Be  with  us  in  our  agony,  the  spirit's  last  dark  strife, 

And  whisper  of  Him  who  died  that  we  might  gain  eternal  life  I 

The  scene  is  changed  again — the  moon  reveals  a  garden-grave: 

Christ's  glorious  ^Mother  there,  the  last  sad  scene  of  death  must  brave. 

Her  Child — her  only  one — Oh,  how  she  worships  His  dead  face  I 

And  in  her  tearless  agony  takes  the  lomg,  last  embrace. 

Joseph,  and  "John  whom  Jesus  loved,"  lay  Him  within  the  tomb — 

The  trembling  earth  receives  its  God  within  its  silent  womb. 

Pale  mourner,  how  thy  spirit  yearned  to  share  His  sacred  gravel 

The  sacrifice  was  over  then — He  died,  lost  man  to  save. 

Yet  thou  must  leave  Him  there,  alone,  in  death's  mysterious  sleep; 

His  Mother  must  depart:    while  God  sends  angels  down  to  weep. 

Sweet  Mary !   even  then  the  will  of  God  was  thy  fir^t  law — 

The  choirs  of  heaven  watched  thy  soft  retreating  steps  with  awe. 

Thrice  holy  martyr,  when  our  hearts  refuse  the  chastening  rod : 

When  we,  like  thee,  must  part  with^  those  we  love,  called  home  by  Grod 

Teach  us  to  bear  the  bitter  stroke,  when  Heaven  shall  so  decree : 

And  while  onr  hearts  weep  tears  of  blood,  may  we  remember  thee ! 

Once  more  we  see  our  Mother — all  gloom  has  passed  away: 

The  glorious  sunlight  heralds  in  the  Resurrection  day; 

The  living  Son  of  God  flings  off  the  icy  chains  of  death 

And  flashes  like  a  meteor  star,  from  out  th' astonished  earth, 

Standing  revealed  to  mortal  gaze,  immortal,  radiant,   bright! 

The  Man- God  who  has  conquered  death:  the  Lord  of  life  and  ligbt. 

Dear  Maiy,  how  that  blaze  of  glory  bursts  upon  thy  soul  1 

Thy  Child  is  risen  from  the  dead — the  grave  is  not  life's  goal. 

Divinest  Mother!   whom  the  maids  of  Israel's  land  passed  by 

With  withering   scorn,  how  glorious  now  is  thy  high  destiny  r 

White  lily  of  the  Tfrinity !     Queen  of  the  ransomed  world ! 

The  banner  of  our  Jioly  Faith  around   thee  is  unfuiled : 

Crowned  Empress  of  the  Universe !    the  lowly  path  thou'st  trod 

Has  won  for  thee  a  starry  throne,  on  the  right  hand  of  God. 


Thy  after  years  were  one  sweet  dream  of  love's  divinest  fire; 
When  Jesus  left  thee  on  the  mount,  thou  hadst  but  one  desire, 
Stronger  than  death,  broader  than  earth — deep  as  thy  spirit's  love : 
To  meet  thy  glorious  Son  and  God,  in  the  bright  land  above. 

Sweet  Mother!   neither  time  nor  tears  can  win  our  souls  from  thee, 

Until  wo  meet  thee  face  to  face  in  immortality. 

Thine  image,  Mary,  was  the  first  that  flashed  upon  our  gaze ; 

Pure  as  the  snows  of  heaven  it  seemed,  in  childhood's  happy  days : 

And  when  the  last  pale  tear  shall  tremble  in  our  dying  eye, 

May'st  thou  whom  we  have  loved -so  well,  receive  our  heart's  last  sigh. 
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Correspondence  or  the  Catholic  Mirror. 

Philadelphia,  Jan.  18,  18G7. 
Messrs.  Editors  : 

I  send  you  a  synopsis  of  the  Lecture  on  Arch- 
bishop Kcnrick  by  Dr.  O'Cunnor.  The  whole 
discourse  is  of  great  length,  and  would,  I  think, 
take  up  six  or  eight  columns  of  the  Mirror.  The 
slips  I  s'jnd  were  kindly  furnished  me  by  the 
CatJu/Uc  Standard. 

LEOTUEE  OF  DE.  O'CONNOR. 

Every  one  acquainted  in  the  slightest  degree 
with  the  aflfairs  of  the  Church  in  this  country,  is 
fully  aware  that  for  holiness  of  life,  erudition, 
wisdom  and  efficiency  of  government.  Archbishop 
Kenrick  has  been  universally  considered  for  many 
years  one  of  its  brightest  ornaments.  He  was  not 
one  of  those  men  whose  names  stand  out  in  the 
recital  of  stirring  events,  whose  past  being  dis- 
tinguished for  brilliancy  in  such  atfairs,  is  easily 
described  by  the  orator  or  the  historian.  His 
mission  was  chiefly  to  live  in  his  age,  to  become, 
as  it  were,  the  leaven  of  the  mass,  to  impart  to 
the  Church  which  he  governed  his  own  strength, 
and  to  move  on  with  it,  thus  invigorated,  ever 
watchful  over  the  development  of  the  life  which 
received  from  him  continuous  and  most  etlicacious 
nourishment.  He  stood  out  conspicuously,  it  is 
true,  on  several  important  occasions,  but  if  we 
would  form  an  idea  of  his  character,  or  of  his 
work,  it  is  not  to  these  especially,  much  less  ex- 
clusively, that  our  attention  should  be  directed. 
We  should,  above  all,  look  to  the  uninterrupted, 
almost  silent  action  by  which  his  whole  life  was 
ever  impressing  itself  on  the  Church,  of  the  United 
States. 

In  studying  the  character  of  Archbishop  Ken- 
rick, the  most  prominent  feature  was  his  faith. 
It  may  seem  strange  that  this  should  be  consid- 
ered a  distinguishing  trait  in  a  Christian  Bishop, 
when,  as  it  might  be  supposed,  that  it  is  pos- 
sessed by  all  of  his  order,  and  by  every  sincere 
Christian.  His  faith  was  vivid  and  clear,  and  its 
light  was  reflected  on  all  else.  He  lived  by  faith 
for  in  it  he  placed  the  guiding  principle,  and 
found  the  main  spring  of  all  his  actions. 

Brought  up  in  the  bosom  of  a  pious  family  in 
Dublin,  devoted  trom  his  childhood  and  in  his 
youth  to  the  practices  of  religion,  he  soon  resolved 
to  devote  himself  to  the  work  of  the  ministry,  and 
gladly  accepted  the  invitation  to  repair  to  Rome 
to  complete  his  ecclesiastical  studies.  At  the  age 
of  eighteen  he  was  able  to  carry  with  him  the  fer- 
vor of  the  faith  of  his  native  land,  and  was  yet 


capable  of  those  deep  impressions  which  the  in- 
fluences surrounding  the  tombs  of  the  Apostles, 
and  the  shrines  of  the  martyr.s,  and  emanating  so 
plentifully  from  thcrchair  of  Peter,  were  calculated 
to  produce. 

He  went  to  Rome  at  a  time  when  the  chief  glory 
of  the  Holy  See  was  derived  from  the  heroism  of 
Pius  the  Seventh,  then  just  returned  from  captiv- 
ity, when  every  lip  related  the  sufferings  of  the 
Holy  Pontiff,  and  the  devoted  clergy  who  had 
been  faithful  to  him.  Heroisui  in  suffering  was 
the  Jewel  in  the  Pontifical  tiara,  which  glittered 
most  brightly  in  those  days.  I  remember  how 
these  things  were  spoken  of  at  a  later  period, 
and  I  can  easily  understand  wliut  impression  they 
were  calculated  to  pmduce,  when  they  were  yet 
more  fresh,  when  everything  reminded  the  faith- 
ful visitor  of  the  sacrilegious  pretensions  of  the 
usurper,  and  the  patient  constancy  of  the  occupant 
of  the  Apostolic  Chair.  I  have  no  doubt  that  this 
circumstance  had  a  peculiar  effect  in  strengthening 
his  determination  to  stand  up  manfully  as  he  al- 
ways did,  for  the  free  action  of  the  Church. 

When  I  went  to  the  Propaganda,  three  years 
after  his  departure,  his  memory  was  fresh  among 
superiors,  professors,  and  students.  I  heard  no 
name  pronounced  more  frequently,  ox  with  great- 
er respect  than  that  of  Kenrick.  It  was  not  his 
career  in  this  country,  which  was  yet  confined  to 
the  little  known  region  of  Kentucky,  but  his  ed- 
ifying life  in  college,  that  had  won  their  admira- 
tion. Being  a  countryman  of  his,  the  first  ques- 
tion I  was  generally  asked,  on  making  a  new  ac- 
quaintance, was,  did  I  know  Kenrick,  and  then 
they  would  launch  out  in  his  praise. 

In  1821,  he  was  selected  by  the  Propaganda  for 
the  mission  of  Kentucky,  whose  Bishop  had  ap- 
plied for  the  aid  of  a  faithful  priest  who  could 
assist  him  particularly  as  jjrofessor  in  his  semina- 
ry. For  nine  years  he  labored  there  assiduously 
as  professor,  as  missionary  and  as  pastor  of  the 
congregation  of  Bardstown,  and  won  the  hearts 
of  all. 

His  discourses  were  always  interesting;  they 
were  frequently  most  eloquent,  but  it  was  this 
faith,  far  more  than  rhetorical  ornament  that  gave 
them  always  such  a  charm.  His  words,  glowing 
with  faith,  his  countenance,  beaming  with  its 
brightness,  the  earnestness  so  visibly  emanating 
from  a  heart  full  of  the  truth  and  the  importance 
of  what  he  was  saying  made  him  always  be 
listened  to  with  delight  and  with  profit.  An  em- 
inent Protestant  gentleman  of  this  city  used  to 
say  that  in  beholding  him,  he  thought  he  saw 
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Paul  addressing  the  Areopagus  at  Athens.  So 
great  was  the  majesty  with  which  he  announced 
the  Word  of  God.  ^ 

You  see  the  same  purity  and  ardor  of  faith  in 
all  that  has  come  from  his  pen. 

He  took  no  part,  and  cared  to  take  no  part,  he 
scarcely  felt  an  interest  in  the  worldly  transaction 
of  the  day.  His  whole  thoughts  were  directed 
to  the  interests  of  God,  and  His  holy  faith,  and 
under  their  light,  he  viewed  all  that  was  passing 
around  him.  When  he  heard  of  any  important 
occurrence,  in  the  glance  to  Heaven,  or  the  knit- 
ted brow  indicative  of  horror,  disgust  or  pain, 
you  could  see  that  it  had  at  once  been  scanned 
and  estimated  in  the  light  of  faith.  Whenever 
any  measure  was  deliberated  on,  the  first  thought 
evidently  that  struck  him,  was  not  the  advantage 
that  might  be  derived,  or  the  inconveniences  that 
might  be  avoided,  but  the  view  of  it  suggested 
by  the  light  of  faith. 

This  he  nourished  in  a  deep  meditation  on  di- 
vine things.  Though  connected  with  the  world 
by  the  duties  of  his  station,  he  lived  within  him- 
self in  interior  recollection.  He  seemed  at  home 
only  when  communing  with  his  own  thoughts 
and  with  God.  In  his  intercourse  with  others, 
although  always  affable,  it  was  easy  to  see  that 
he  was,  as  it  were,  out  of  his  element.  He  would 
never,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  pour  himself 
out  in  conversation.  You  could  always  see  that 
he  held  the  reins  on  himself;  that  even  when 
most  agreeable,  he  was  looking  back  to  that  re- 
tirement, in  which  alone  he  found  repose,  and 
was  acting  under  the  purposes  and  influences 
which  there  had  their  root  and  their  life; 

Faith  made  him  commit  himself  to  the  Church, 
even  apart  from  what  his  own  views  would  sug- 
gest. He  did  not  construct  a  system  in  his  own 
mind  and  then  look  for  means  to  reconcile  it  with 
Church  principles.  His  first  aim  was  to  learn 
with  simplicity  what  she  was,  what  she  de- 
manded, what  she  recommended,  what  l)est  ac- 
corded with  her  spirit,  and  then  made  all  other 
views  conform  to  this. 

For  this  purpose,  he  studied  her  spirit  in  her 
laws,  in  her  liturgy,  in  her  various  jirovisions  for 
the  guidance  of  her  children.  He  became  fami- 
liar with  those  old  councils  in  which  she  embod- 
ied her  life  and  he  received  with  the  same  respect 
the  latter  decrees  in  which  she  aj)plied  the  prin- 
ciples of  that  life  to  our  own  times.  He  well  un- 
derstood and  admired  and  loved  the  ancient 
Church,  and  he  admired  and  loved  the  Church  of 
our  own  day  just  as  much,  for  he  knew  that  in 


ancient  and  modern  times,  she  was  equally  the 
the  mystical  body  of  Christ,  guided  by  His  wis- 
dom, upheld  by  his  power. 

He  saw  no  contradiction  in  her  action  at  dif- 
ferent times,  but  merely  that  variety  which  the 
the  changing  circumstances  of  different  ages  de- 
manded. He  considered  herself  best  able  to 
judge  how  far  those  circumstances  demanded  or 
justified  change,  or  adherence  to  ancient  provis- 
ions, and  he  thus  cherished  equally  reverence  for 
the  past,  and  loyalty  to  her  present  enactments. 

To  some  who  could  not  appreciate  this  abiding 
faith  in  the  wisdom  of  the  Church,  his  course  ap- 
peared at  times  to  partake  of  an  overstrained  at- 
tachment to  provisions  that  were  antiquated,  or 
only  suited  to  other  lands.  But  in  his  faith  in  her 
divine  life,  he  looked  upon  her  sjnrit  as  that  which 
should  guide  all  times  and  places,  and  he  looked 
to  that  guiding  spirit  as  the  best  judge  of  the 
temperaments  which  each  particular  age  de- 
manded. 

As  he  loved  the  Church,  so  he  loved  the  Papacy, 
which  is  its  crown.  He  fully  realized  that  the  life 
given  by  Christ  to  His  Church,  flows  through  the 
head  which  He  Himself  placed  over  it.  "  Simon, 
Simon,  Satan  hath  desired  to  have  yoti,  that  he 
may  sift  you  as  wheat,  but  I  have  prayed  for  tliee, 
th.it  thy  faith  fail  not,  and  thou  being  once  con- 
verted, confirm  thy  brethren."  Christ  placed  Pe- 
ter as  the  rock  on  which  that  edifice  which  He 
called  His  Church,  was  to  be  raised.  To  this  rock, 
first  of  all,  belonged  the  stability  promised  to  the 
edifice,  a  stability  so  great  that  the  gates  of  hell 
itself  could  not  prevail  against  it.  This  perma- 
nent, solid  foundation — Peter,  living  in  his  suc- 
cessors, or,  in  other  words,  the  Papacy,  is  thus,  in 
the  order  of  God's  Providence,  the  source  of 
strength  to  the  Church,  or,  if  you  will,  the  means 
by  which  he  imparts  it.  We  will  all  be  strong  as 
we  loyally  cling  to  it. 

More  than  once  on  other  occasions  did  I  see 
him  pained  to  the  quick  at  his  inability  to  pro- 
vide adequate  aid  for  persons  struggling  to  rise 
from  sin.  There  was  scarcely  any  institution  in 
Philadelphia  in  which  he  felt  such  glowing 
pleasure  as  in  that  of  the  house  of  the  Good  Shep- 
herd, which  affords  a  refuge  and  takes  by  the 
hand  the  victim  of  crime  on  which  society  has 
placed  the  brand  of  the  outcast,  having  first  led 
her,  or  rather  pushed  her  on  in  the  path  of  shame. 

Rigid  with  himself,  both  in  the  confessional 
and  in  private  conversation  he  always  endeavored 
to  smoothen  the  path  of  virtue  to  others,  and  to 
make  easy  the  return  of  the  sinner  to  God. 
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The  man  of  faith,  absorbed  by  the  great  objects 
of  fiiith,  cares  little  for  the  honors,  or  pleasures,  or 
riches  of  the  world,  and  such  eminently  was  Arch- 
bishop Kenrick. 

To  any  one  who  knew  him  intimately,  who  had 
an  opportunity  of  witnessing  the  working  of  bis 
inmost  soul,  the  very  idea  of  his  being  actuated 
by  any  desire  of  lucre  or  by  ambition,  is  a  thing 
not  to  be  imagined.  Duty  to  God,  the  promotion 
of  His  honor,  and  that  of  His  Church,  the  welfare 
of  men,  were  manifestly  the  great  ends  that  he 
proposed  to  himself  in  all  things.  As  to  pleasure, 
the  only  one  he  seemed  capable  of  feeling  was  in 
the  discharge  of  his  duty,  and,  as  a  means  of  this, 
in  study.  He  did  not  even  allow  himself  ordinary 
recrcatiou.  "When  not  engaged  in  pressing  duties, 
you  were  sure  to  find  him  at  his  books. 

When  I  accompanied  him  to  Rome  in  1854,  on 
the  occasion  of  the  Definition  of  the  Dogma  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception,  it  was  with  difficulty 
and  only  to  gratify  other  members  of  the  party 
that  he  could  be  induced  to  pay  a  few  hasty  visits 
to  some  objects  of  interest  in  the  cities  through 
which  we  passed  ;  and  when  we  reached  Rome, 
after  a  few  visits  rendered  necessary  by  courtesy 
or  prompted  by  devotion,  he  betook  himself  to 
his  books,  and  in  a  few  days  he  devoured  the 
nine  volumes  of  documents  on  the  subject,  with 
which  we  were  supplied,  so  as  to  become  perfectly 
familiar  with  their  contents. 

Every  morning,  after  his  devotional  exercises 
were  concluded,  he  would  repair  to  his  study,  and 
there  spend  his  day  until  he  retired  to  rest  at 
night,  engaged  in  study  or  in  writing,  or  attend- 
ing to  any  one  who  called,  seldom  going  out  un- 
less duty  required  it,  and  pursuing  this  course 
from  the  beginning  of  the  year  to  the  end,  allow- 
ing himself  no  excursion  beyond  what  was  re- 
quired to  visit  his  diocese. 

He  came  to  Philadelphia  under  circumstances 
indeed  trying.  A  good  old  man  transferred  after 
a  long  life  of  usefulness  to  a  new  field  for  which 
he  was  entirely  unprepared,  and  then  involved  in 
inextricable  difficulties,  was  the  Bishop.  This 
same  inability  to  cope  with  the  cunning  tricksters 
that  beset  his  path,  made  him  fail  to  avail  him- 
self of  the  aid  which  he  might  have  derived  from 
a  high-minded  administrator.  Those  who  clung 
to  him  in  his  difficulties  looked  with  coldness,  if 
not  with  aversion,  on  one  who  came  to  take  up 
the  reins  which  had  fallen  from  his  powerless 
hands.  His  enemies  were  disposed  to  hail  the 
advent  of  a  new  administrator  as  their  triumph, 
but  they  soon  understood  that  he  came  as  head  of 


the  diocese,  not  of  a  party.  He  thns  remained 
without  any  strong  support  in  the  midst  of  a 
community  torn  by  factions.  He  had  scarcelya 
church  in  which  he  could  feel  at  home.  The  old 
Bishop  was  at  St.  Joseph's,  and  he  was  surrounded 
there  by  those  who  had  faithfully  clung  to  him  in 
his  struggles,  overlooking  minor  mistakes  in  the 
feeling  of  duty  which  they  owed  his  position.  At 
the  demand  of  the  same  duty,  they  were  willing 
to  submit  to  the  new  administration  but  little 
enthusiasm  could  be  expected  while  the  old  man, 
around  whom  they  had  rallied,  was,  in  their  midst, 
dissatisfied  and  complaining.  Trinity  church  was 
used  for  the  Germans,  St.  Augustine's  was  owned 
by  a  religious  community,  on  whom  the  Bishop 
could  not  intrude.  There  remained  St.  3Iary's, 
his  natural  Cathedral,  for  there  were  then  but 
these  four  churches  in  Philadelphia.  But  St. 
Mary's  was  under  the  control  of  trustees  who  did 
not  wish  their  authority  to  ])e  overshadowed  by  a 
mitre.  They  refused  to  recognize  him  as  pastor. 
The  administrator  then  left  without  a  party  and 
without  support,  ejected  from  the  pastoral  resi- 
dence of  St.  Joseph's  by  the  old  Bishop,  had  none 
but  God  to  rely  on.  And  on  Him  he  did  rely, 
and  his  confidence  did  not  fail.  He  rented  a 
respectable  house  on  Fifth  street,  though  human 
prudence  could  not  point  to  any  means  by  which 
his  expenses  were  to  be  supplied.  He  declared 
himself  jjastor  of  St.  Mary's  and  interdicted  the 
church  until  the  trustees  would  acknowledge 
him.  He  commenced  very  soon  in  the  upper  room 
of  his  residence  that  ecclesiastical  seminary  which 
he  knew  to  be  the  most  eflicacious  means  of  pro- 
viding for  the  diocese,  and  he  placed  himself  in 
the  hands  of  Divine  Providence. 

Before  the  man  of  God,  thus  relying  on  faith, 
the  bad  spirit  that  had  hitherto  brooded  over 
Catholicity  in  Philadelphia  was  dissipated  as  the 
mist  before  the  rising  sun.  The  people  soon  ap- 
preciated his  course  and  rallied  round  a  bishop 
with  apostolic  firmness,  which  had  disentangled 
itself  from  personal  quarrels  and  petty  broils. 
They  realized  the  sphere  of  ecclesiastical  author- 
ity, and  compelled  the  trustees  to  come  (o  terms. 
From  that  day  the  tru-tee  question  was  practically 
settled  at  St.  Mary's.  The  trustees,  indeed,  put  in 
salvos  and  provisos  in  their  submission.  Bat  his 
prudent  moderation  cared  not  for  their  reserva- 
tions as  long  as  his  ministry  was  practically  free. 
It  was  not  from  them  that  he  derived  his  author- 
ity. He  held  it  not  under  them.  Their  resolu- 
tions might  express  their  own  views.  He  liad 
declared  his,  and  all  knew  that  he  would  enTorce 
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tbcm  if  interfered  ■with.  So  be  worked  on  in 
peace — his  meekness  was  like  oil  poured  on  the 
tjoubled  waters.  The  good  people  of  the  congre- 
gation, and  many  who  had  before  been  prominent 
in  the  Hogan  schism,  rallied  around  him  cordially ; 
sincere  affection  grew  up  on  both  sides,  and  it  was 
with  sincere  pain  that  he  separated  himself  at  a 
later  period  from  St  Mary's  when  he  thought  that 
the  interests  of  religion  called  him  elsewhere. 

If  we  once  form  a  perfect  idea  of  his  faith  work- 
ing by  charity,  we  can  easily  understand  the  other 
features  of  his  character.  I  need  not  tell  you  that 
he  was  equally  ready  to  sit  in  the  confessional,  or 
to  attend  the  bed-side  of  the  sick,  no  matter  by 
whom  or  when  he  was  summoned,  or  to  any  of  the 
humblest  duties  of  the  ministry,  as  well  as  to  take 
part  in  the  councils  of  the  Church  ;  to  lay  aside 
his  most  serious  studies  that  he  might  prepare  a 
child  for  First  Communion,  as  I  have  seen  him  do 
even  in  his  latest  years.  It  would  be  superliuous 
to  speak  of  the  pleasure  he  felt  in  promoting 
every  good  work  by  which  the  salvation  of  souls 
was  promoted,  or  the  wants  of  humanity  relieved. 
This  and  much  more  you  know,  is  but  the  devel- 
opment of  such  a  faith. 

Yet  notwithstanding  his  occupations  and  his 
trials,  he  could  relish  and  make  a  joke,  he  could 
enjoy  and  exhibit  an  hilarity,  which,  though  not 
boisterous,  was  sincere,  for  it  is  nowhere  more 
genuine  than  in  souls  at  peace  with  God. 

As  a  scholar  and  as  a  writer.  Archbishop  Ken- 
rick  was  not  only  eminent,  but  far  surpassed  all 
others,  that  have  yet  appeared  in  the  Catholic 
Church,  in  America,  and  may  be  counted  amongst 
the  great  men  of  the  age.  There  was  no  branch 
of  ecclesiastical  knowledge  in  which  he  was  not 
eminent.  History  and  Theology,  Canon  Law  and 
the  Sacred  Scriptures  were  familiar  to  him.  He 
was  well  versed  in  the  ancient  languages,  so  neces- 
sary for  the  thorough  understanding  of  the  Holy 
Bible,  and  in  the  modern  languages  of  Europe  in 
which  the  learned  men  of  our  day  have  published 
the  results  of  their  researches.  He  bad  pored  over 
the  writings  of  the  ancient  Fathers,  and  those  of 
modern  scholars,  and  was  able  to  use  them  with 
judgment.  Without  alluding  to  bis  minor  works, 
his  treatise  on  the,  Primacy,  his  course  of  Theology, 
and  his  translation  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures  would 
each  be  sufficient  to  establish  his  reputation  forever 
as  a  man  of  the  most  profound  and  solid  learning. 

His  work  on  the  Primacy  is  full  and  exhaustive, 
and  in  its  later  editions  he  has  embodied  many 
collateral  subjects,  which  he  treats  with  great 
erudition.    In  his  course  of  Theology,  in  classic 


style  and  with  most  profound  learning,  he  has 
brought  that  science  to  bear  on  the  errors  and  pe- 
culiar circumstance  of  our  times,  and  thus  affor- 
ded most  important  aid  to  all  who  devote  them- 
selves to  that  study.  But  his  greatest  work  is  his 
translation  and  notes  on  the  Sacred  Scriptures. 
To  appreciate  this  fully,  it  is  necessary  to  under- 
stand the  difficulties  that  beset  bis  path  and  bis 
skill  in  surmounting  them.  The  correct  reading 
of  the  original  text  has  itself  alone  engaged  the 
whole  attention  of  learned  men.  Even  when  this 
is  fixed,  it  is  a  matter  of  the  greatest  difficulty  to 
fix  the  correct  meaning  of  each  word  so  as  not  to 
embrace  more  or  say  less  in  the  translation  than 
is  contained  in  the  original.  For  this  jjurpose  a 
man  must  be  familiar  with  the  original  and  the 
cognate  languages,  with  the  customs,  laws,  and 
history  of  the  people,  with  whom  the  authors 
were  connected.  He  must  know  how  the  words 
and  phrases  were  understood  by  contemporary 
and  succeeding  generations,  and  must  bring  to  his 
aid  those  other  numerous  appliances  which  critics 
point  out,  but  which  it  is  so  much  more  easy  to 
point  out  than  to  lay  hold  of  and  apply  with 
judgment. 

All  this  he  has  done,  and  done  well.  It  would 
have  been  more  easy  to  have  written  a  learned 
commentary  of  great  length,  than  to  have  perfect- 
ed such  a  translation. 

His  notes  are  short  and  appear  few,  but  they 
are  a  rich  mine.  His  aim  was  to  prepare  an  edi- 
tion that  could  be  read  with  ease  and  safety  by 
all,  and  to  add  only  such  notes  as  were  necessary 
to  meet  real  difficulties  in  the  understanding  of 
the  text,  leaving  out  the  questions  that  might  be 
raised  on  it. 

It  is  amazing  how  much  solid  matter  be  has 
compressed  into  these  short  notes.  I  have  heard 
several  remark,  and  my  own  experience  accords 
with  the  statement,  that  you  seldom  meet  with  a 
serious  difficulty  in  the  reading  of  the  text  that 
yoy  will  not  find  solved  in  these  notes.  At  one 
time  it  is  a  pithy  sentence  from  one  of  the  Fath- 
ers, at  another  a  remark  from  some  modern  critic  ; 
at  one  time  it  is  but  a  word,  at  another  a  refer- 
ence, but  it  lets  in  a  fiood  of  light.  He  has  suc- 
ceeded, particularly  in  these  pithy  remarks  full 
of  learning,  in  establishing  and  vindicating,  by 
the  latest  researches  of  Biblical  science,  the  accu- 
racy of  the  version  in  use  in  the  Catholic  Church. 

The  composition  of  these  learned  works  never 
interfered  with  the  discharge  of  official  duty; 
they  never  prevented  him  fjom  being  ready  to 
receive  and  entertain  any  that  called  on  him.     If 
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even  a  servant  girl  came  to  visit  him,  he  would 
lay  down  bis  pen,  let  lier  feel  at  home  as  long  as 
she  wished  to  stay,  and  then  resume  it  when  she 
thought  fit  to  retire. 

The  Reverend  lecturer  here  dwelt  at  length  on 
Bishop  Kenrick's  hostility  to  the  trustee  system. 

One  of  the  first  places  where  he  found  it  nec- 
essary to  take  a  strong  stand  was  in  Pittsburgh. 

Old  St.  Paul's  the  finest  church  edifice,  perhaps, 
then  in  the  country,  was  almost  completed.  The 
Catholics  of  the  city,  though  few  in  num])ers,  had 
carried  it  through  not  Avithout  great  difficulties. 
Preparations  were  made  for  obtaining  a  charter, 
when  Bishop  Kenrick  visited  the  city.  He  told 
the  people  that  lay  trustees  had  done  mischief 
enough,  and  there  should  be  no  more  of  them  in 
this  diocese.  The  church  should  be  conveyed  to 
him  in  trust  for  the  congregation. 

"  What !  "We  built  the  church,"  they  said. — 
"  What  right  has  the  Bishop  to  it?"  It  looked 
like  taking  away  what  was  theirs  on  every  title. 
But  the  Bishop  put  the  whole  question  before  them 
in  a  nutshell.  "The  church  is  yours,"  he  said  to 
them,  from  the  i)ulpit  of  St.  Patrick's.  "  You 
have  a  perfect  right  to  do  what  you  please  with 
it.  I  claim  no  right  to  interfere  with  any  appro- 
priation of  it  you  wish  to  make.  You  may  make 
of  it,  if  you  will,  a  factory,  and  I  will  not  interfere. 
But  there  is  one  thing  which  I  do  tell  you,  and 
it  is  this :  if  you  wish  it  to  be  a  Catholic  church, 
you  must  comply  with  the  requirement  of  the  law 
which  I  have  laid  down  before  you.  Now,  do  as 
you  please." 

This  view  of  the  case  penetrated  the  minds  of 
all.  The  Bishop  made  arrangements  that  gave 
ample  security  that  their  money  would  neither 
be  squandered  nor  diverted  to  other  purposes  ;  but 
be  was  determined  that  ecclesiastical  authority 
alone  should  govern  the  church.  It  was  like  get- 
ting the  title  to  a  public  monument  to  prevent  its 
desecration,  without  the  power  of  preventing  ac- 
cess or  removing  from  it  one  stone. 

An  old  man  who  had  been  one  of  the  first  Cath- 
olic inhabitants  of  the  city,  more  than  once  related 
to  me  the  part  he  had  acted  on  the  occasion. 
With  that  instinct  and  penetration  of  faith  which 
is  so  natural  to  the  Irishman  vrheu  he  does  not 
fall  into  the  hands  of  tricksters,  he  soon  saw  how 
things  stood.  When  the  congregation  was  coming 
out,  he  met  several  persons  stamping  and  raging. 
"  What's  the  matter  ?"  he  said.  "  Didn't  you 
hear?"  they  replied.  "  The  Bishop  wants  to  take 
our  church  from  us."  "Indeed,"  he  said:  "and 
will  he  take  it  over  the  mountains  with  him?" 


This  was,  then,   the  phrase  in   Pittsbargh   for 

crossing  the  Alleghanies  and  going  to  Philadel- 
phia. "  Oh,  what !  "  was  the  reply.  "  Of  course 
not."  "  And  do  you  think,"  ho  said  again,  "  that 
if  he  gets  it  he  will  let  us  into  it  ?"  "  Oh,  of  course 
he  will,"  was  the  answer.  "  And  hear  Mass  there  ?" 
said  the  old  man.  "Yes,  of  course,"  was  the  re- 
ply. "  And  go  to  confession  and  say  our  prayers  ?" 
"  Oh,  of  course  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  all 
that."  "  Arrah,  then,"  said  the  old  fellow,  "  what 
else  do  I  want  of  it?"  "  On  these  terms,"  he  ad- 
ded, "  he  may  have  it  and  welcome." 

And  in  fact  those  who  built  the  church,  that 
they  might  hear  Mass  there  and  say  their  prayers, 
and  frequent  the  Sacraments,  were  well  pleased, 
for  they  found  all  they  wanted  accomplished  much 
better  than  by  any  other  arrangements.  They 
have  ever  since  been  glad  of  it,  and  even  most  of 
those  who  did  not  at  first  understand  its  propri- 
ety became  its  warmest  supporters,  when  they  saw 
its  practical  working. 


THE  KEYS  OF  TOUSNAY. 
A  Legend  of  the  Pourteenth  Century , 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  d'Appilly.] 
[COKCLUDED.] 

Success  at  first  justified  this  haughty  tone.  In 
vain  did  the  English  multiply  their  attacks, 
whether  noisily  by  daylight,  or  mysteriously  in 
darkness,  the  citizens  always  repulsed  them.  Made 
rash  by  these  victories,  which  self-love  exaggera- 
ted still  more  in  their  eyes,  the  besieged  insulted 
the  enemy's  sentinels  from  the  summit  of  their 
ramparts. 

"  What !  is  not  your  king  returned  from  St. 
Omer  yet?*  W^hat  is  he  doing  then  ?  Shall  we 
be  obliged  to  lend  him  scaling-ladders  ?" 

"Have  patience!  we  will  climb  up  without 
scaling-ladders;  and  moreover  have  the  courtesy 
to  keep  something  for  our  supper." 

The  English  recognized  the  impossibility  of 
storming  a  place  so  valiantly  defended.  They 
contented  themselves  with  observing  all  the  modes 
of  egress,  and  keeping  those  under  blockade. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  August.  The  harvest 
had  been  later  than  common  that  year,  and  the 
wheat,  scarcely  in  the  sheaf,  had  been  carried  oflF 
by  English  foragers.  The  city  had  not  had  time 
to  lay  in  a  store  of  provisions,  and  very  soon  a 
domestic  enemy,  against  whicli  arms  and  bravery 

*  An  EnfirlUh  detachanent,  which  bad  attempted  to  aorpriae 
St.  Omer,  had  been  cut  tu  pieces. 


108 


AVE    MARIA. 


were  worth  nothiug,  arose  in  the  very  heart  of 
the  city. 

The  people  did  not  feel  the  first  symptoms  of 
scarcity :  enthusiasm  made  them  forget  their  pri- 
vations; they  encouraged  each  other  to  endure 
them.  The  rich  gave  an  example  of  frugality ; 
they  banished  all  luxury  and  rarities  from  their 
tables.  Instead  of  assembling  their  friends  and 
relations  around  their  hearths,  they  considered  it 
an  honor  to  invite  a  certain  number  of  poor  peo- 
ple, their  companions  in  the  hour  ot  combat.  The 
women  and  children  found  inexhaustible  alms  at 

their  door. 

But  little  by  little  the  scarcity  stopped  this 
liberality.  The  empty  granaries  would  not  fill 
themselves.  The  markets  were  deserted.  Some 
merchants — for  there  are  some  always  ready  to 
profit  by  public  miseries — bought  up  every  kind 
of  flour,  and  raised  the  price  of  it  beyond  measure. 
Bread  was  sold  by  its  weight  in  silver.  The  op- 
ulent citizens  did  not  yet  suffer  from  want ;  but 
the  working  class  and  the  indigent,  all  those  who 
had  no  other  fortune  than  the  sweat  of  their 
brow,  were  reduced  to  live  upon  the  vilest  food. 

Hatred  of  the  English  sustained  the  courage  of 
the  besieged.  It  was  hoped  that  Philip  would 
soon  raise  the  siege.  The  mayor  dispatched  to 
him  every  day  the  most  rapid  and  cunning  cour- 
iers to  announce  the  distress  of  his  good  city,  and 
to  solicit  prompt  succor.  But  the  besiegers 
watched  all  the  passages  so  carefully,  that  neither 
art  nor  boldness  could  pierce  their  lines.  And 
the  King  of  France  seemed  to  confine  all  his  tac- 
tics to  holding  in  check  the  ardor  of  his  knights, 
and  avoiding  a  general  engagement  with  the 
enemy's  army,  which  he  wished  to  tire  out  by 
harrassing. 

The  scarcity  worsened  into  a  veritable  famine. 
The  women  sold  their  gold  chains  and  wedding- 
rings  to  buy  bread.  Hunger  overcame  the  aversion 
which  unclean  meats  would  have  inspired.  The 
flesh  of  domestic  animals,  of  dogs  and  horses,  was 
a  delicate  dish.  Eight  silver  pounds  were  known 
to  have  been  paid  for  the  shoulder  of  a  lean  ass. 
Necessity  renders  men  ingenious.  The  meal  of 
peas  and  lentils  was  kneaded  into  cakes,  and 
supplied  the  place  of  wheat  flour.  But  all  re- 
sources were  quickly  exhausted,  and  the  famine 
still  increased. 

The  coarsest  food  was  madly  fought  for.  The 
stronger  or  more  determined  snatched  from  the 
hands  of  women  and  children  the  food  they  were 
carrying  to  their  mouths,  and,  as  it  generally 
happens,  those  suffered  most  from  the  famine  who 
were  the  least  capable  of  bearing  its  pains. 


Thanks  to  the  alms  which  Rose  had  treasured 
up,  neither  her  mother  nor  sisters  had  yet  experi- 
enced the  tortures  of  hunger.  The  poor  widow 
now  and  then  looked  upon  her  children  in  des- 
pair. The  day  was  not  far  off  when  they  would 
ask  for  bread,  and  she  would  have  nothing  to  give 
them.  "I  will  kill  my  goat,"  she  thought,  "its 
flesh  will  prolong  their  life  for  some  days — and 
afterwards — Ohl  may  the  Holy  Virgin  remem- 
ber us." 

It  was  necessary  to  accomplish  the  sacrifice.  The 
unhappy  mother  wept  Avhile  she  seized  the  knife. 
She  embraced  the  goat,  and  turned  aside  her 
head.  At  the  moment  she  was  preparing  to  strike 
the  animal  that  licked  her  hand,  some  armed  men 
rushed  into  the  cellar  and  seized  it.  The  poor 
woman  in  vain  cast  herself  at  their  feet,  begging 
them  to  take  pity  on  her  children.  Hunger  has 
no  ears ;  they  repulsed  her  brutally,  and  carried 
off  their  prize. 

Rose  sought  no  longer  to  frighten  the  multi- 
tude,  but  to  console  and    to    encourage  them. 

"  Pray !"  she  cried,  "  your  misfortunes  are  great, 
but  God  will  allow  Himself  to  be  moved,  and  He 
will  turn  aside  the  destruction  that  threatens  you." 

When  she  returned  to  the  house,  her  sisters  ran 
up  and  surrounded  her.  "  Sister;  I  am  hungry ! 
Oh !  I  am  very  hungry !" 

She  brought  them  nothing,  and  she  herself, 
emaciated  by  want,  haggard  and  tottering,  could 
scarcely  bear  up.  The  children  soon  no  longer 
had  strength  enough  to  stand.  Their  mother,  in 
despair  at  the  sight  of  their  suffering,  said  in  her 
heart :  "  O  my  God !  rather  than  let  these  poor 
innocents  suffer,  let  Thy  mercy  withdraw  them 
from  the  earth." 

Heaven  graciously  heard  the  prayer  of  the  despair- 
ing mother.  The  youngest  died  first.  When  they 
were  about  to  bury  her,  they  found  her  mouth 
full  of  earth  which  she  had  tried  to  swallow.  The 
second  died  the  following  day,  after  having  gnawed 
half  her  little  arm. 

"  Good  Virgin,  Our  Lady,"  sighed  the  desolate 
mother,  "I  know  that  they  are  happier  in  thy 
paradise  than  with  me ;  but  grant  that  of  four 
children  I  had  I  may  at  least  save  one !" 

Concealing  the  anguish  that  devoured  him, 
the  mayor  ever  showed  a  serene  and  confi- 
dent countenance.  He  employed  every  stratagem 
which  could  divert  the  population  from  thinking  of 
their  evils.  Now  it  was  the  English,  tired  of  the 
resistance  they  had  undergone,  disposing  them- 
selves to  withdraw;  now  he  had  received  notice 
that    a    convoy    of    provisions    would    restore 
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abundance  to  the  city.  At  other  times  he 
learned  that  the  King  of  France  was  going  to  at- 
tack the  enemy,  and  deliver  the  place.  The  peo- 
ple did  not  investigate  whether  the  news  was  so 
or  not :  they  desired  it — they  believed  it.  And 
thus  some  days  were  gained  before  the  event  dis- 
appointed them. 

At  last  according  to  the  laws  of  war  at  that 
epoch,  he  proposed  to  relieve  the  city  of  useless 
mouths. 

"They  starve  valiant  men,"  said  he  "and  dis- 
courage them  by  their  complaints."  When  this 
was  noised  abroad  through  the  city,  the  terror 
was  as  great  as  if  the  English  had  forced  one  of 
the  gates.  Wives  flung  themselves  on  the  necks 
of  their  husbands,  presented  them  their  little  chil- 
dren, and  conjured  them  not  to  give  them  up  to 
the  mercy  of  enemies.  Moved  by  these  tears,  the 
citizens  were  still  more  affected  by  the  firmness 
of  their  fathers  who  exhorted  them  to  follow  the 
salutary  advice,  and  showed  themselves  ready  to 
be  immolated  to  the  public  interest.  On  every 
side  crowds  flocked  to  tfie  mayor's  dwelling: 
fathers,  sons,  husbands,  declaring  that  they  would 
not  be  separated  from  the  only  beings  for  whom 
they  had  hitherto  been  fighting. 

"  No,  no  !"  cried  they,  "  whatever  destiny  God 
has  reserved  for  us,  they  shall  share  it  with  us. 
We  will  not  lead  them  to  death.  We  will 
defend  them  here  to  the  last  drop  of  our  blood. 
But  if  they  are  snatched  from  our  arms,  what 
care  we  for  a  city  which  contains  nothing  dear  to 
us?  In  the  midst  of  the  sulferings  we  endure, 
honor  has  become  indifferent  to  us,  and  since  the 
King  of  France  has  cast  us  off,  we  will  not  give 
him  our  lives  for  the  preservation  of  a  place  he 
does  not  attempt  to  succor." 

The  mayor  allowed  himself  to  be  persuaded. 
He  only  gave  orders  that  all  the  provisions  that 
remained  should  be  Ijrought  into  the  belfry  tower, 
to  be  distributed  every  morning  in  equal  rations. 
He  was  obeyed  :  the  granaries  of  the  speculators 
were  opened  by  force.  An  exact  census  of  the  in- 
habitants was  taken.  Alas!  by  giving  every  day 
the  half  of  what  a  man  ought  to  eat,  the  provis- 
ions would  only  last  six  days. 

Tbe  fulfillment  of  the  little  beggar-girl's  pre- 
dictions, had  given  great  credit  to  her  words. 
She  was  followed  by  crowds  when  she  summoned 
the  people  to  tbe  churches.  They  prayed  with 
her.  The  most  noble  ladies  appeared  publicly 
•clothed  in  haircloth.  They  offered  to  the  Lord 
the  chastisements  which  He  inflicted  on  them,  and 
in  default  of  voluntary  mortifications,  they  begged 


Him  to  accept  their  patience  and  resignations  in 
penance  for  their  sius. 

A  herald-at-arms  came,  three  days  afterwards, 
to  propose  a  capitulation.  The  principal  among 
the  citizens  united  in  council  to  deliberate,  and 
many  were  of  the  ojiinion  that  they  ought  not  to 
refuse. 

"  Let  us  not  irritate  King  Edward,"  said  they, 
"  we  have  no  more  provisions,  and  in  three  days 
we  must  die  of  hunger  or  surrender  at  discretion. 
We  have  striven  as  long  as  we  have  been  able. 
Philip  himself  if  he  knew  of  our  sufferings,  would 
pity  our  courage  and  advise  us  to  yield.  But 
Philip  does  not  inquire  about  us.  Since  nothing 
can  help  us  upon  earth — '" 

"  You  have  an  ally  in  heaven  of  whom  you  do 
not  think,"  interrupted  a  shrill  and  trembling 
voice.     "  Invoke  her :  she  will  defend  you." 

It  was  Rose  who  had  introduced  herself  into 
the  council.  Her  words  struck  the  assembly,  and 
appeared  as  an  announcement  from  on  high.  Con- 
fidence :  the  herald  is  sent  back.  The  mayor  takes 
the  keys  of  the  city,  he  carries  them  in  the  mid|t  of 
the  concourse  of  the  entire  population,  Intoihe 
church  of  Our  Lady.  He  places  them  on  the  al- 
tar of  the  Virgin,  at  the  foot  of  her  statue  : 

"Our  arms,"  said  he,  "can  no  longer  defend 
these  keys;  we  put  them  under  thy  protec- 
tion. The  English  shall  only  have  them  by  com- 
ing and  robbing  thee  of  them." 

During  the  night  which  followed  this  ceremony, 
the  sentinels  heard  an  extraordinary  tumult  in 
the  camp  of  the  besiegers.  The  inhabitants  ex- 
pected a  general  assault,  and  prepared  to  fight 
with  the  courage  of  despair.  Bnt  the  watchmen 
cried  successively  all  the  hours  of  night  without 
the  attack  commencing.  At  last,  day  put  their 
alarms  to  flight.  The  roads  were  free,  and  no 
banner  of  the  enemy  was  any  longer  to  be  seen 
within  the  boundary  of  the  horizon. 

I  do  not  know  whether  the  besieged  ever  under- 
stood the  stratagetic  motives  which  determined 
the  English  to  this  precipitate  flight,  but  they 
attributed  their  deliverance  to  the  protection  of 
Our  Lady,  in  their  offerings  of  public  thanks- 


O  vision  bright! 

Angels'  delight! 
The  Mother  sits  with  Jesus  nigh  : 

Her  form  He  bears. 

Her  look  He  wears  ;         '^ 
Mary,  our  Mother,  reigns  on  high. 


[Fither. 
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CHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


For  the  Ave  Maria. 

PEAYEK  TO  OUE  MOTHEE. 

BT  M.  H.  O. 

Help  me  walk,  Oh  Virgin  Mother, 
In  the  path  the  Saints  have  trod  ; 
And  I  ask  thee  through  thy  offering 
Of  the  Infant  to  our  God. 
Help  me,  by  that  sword  of  sorrow, 
Which  prophetic  Simeon  told 
Would  pierce  thy  goul  on  some  morrow, 
Through  the  Man-God  thou  didst  hold. 

Help  me  through  this  weary  exile 
By  thy  own  to  Egypt's  shore : 
When  the  tyrant  Herod  sought 
The  life  of  Him  we  all  adore. 
Help  me  bear  the  loss  of  loved  ones, 
By  the  anguish  of  thy  mind, 
Until  within  the  holy  temple 
by  lost  Jesus  thou  didst  find. 

TT(  Ij)  me  bear  my  cross  dear  Mother, 
Xivcr,  never  to  complain; 
Vjv  tlie  meeting  of  our  Saviour 
With  His  cross  and  deep  blood  stain. 
Help  me !  by  thy  silent  sorrow 
When  they  nailed  Hira  to  the  cross — 
Bear  without  a  single  murmur 
Ecery  pain  and  earthly  loss. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


"THE  PEODIGAL'S  EETUEU." 

"  Oh,  the  Lord  save  us!  Grace  O'Brien,  dear, 
what  took  you  out  such  a  terrible  night?  Half 
frozen  and  covered  with  snow  !  Oh,  holy  Moth- 
er of  God  I  if  your  eyelashes  ain't  one  cake  of 
ice :  and  your  fingers  rattle  like  pieces  of  board?. 
Here,  dear,  sit  down  and  let  me  rub  them  with 
snow." 

"I  came  through  the  ravine,  and  the  falling 
snow  blinded  me  .so  that  I  could  hardly  see  a 
step  I  took,  and  I  fell  two  or  three  times  into  big 
piles  of  snow  up  to  my  waist.  But  what  matter 
abeut  me  !  what  matter  about  me !  but  poor  Lu- 
cius !  Mrs.  D'Arcy,  dear,  I  came  to  beg  your  pray- 
ers for  him:"  wailed  her  friend,  in  tones  df 
anguish,  as  she  threw  lier  arms  around  Mrs. 
D'Arcy's  neck,  and  sobbed  convulsively  on  her 
shoulder. 


"  God  knows,  Grace  dear,  that  I  am  heart-sorry 
for  your  grief  and  trouble,  this  night,  and  only 
that  I  am  nearly  doubled  in  two,  as  I  may  say, 
with  tlie  rheumatism,  I'd  walk  to  my  knees  in 
snow  to  see  and  comfort  you  if  I  could.  But  sure 
Mr.  Moore  was  here  the  other  day,  and  told  us  he 
had  been  to  Palmyra  for  both  priest  and  doctor ; 
and  when  the  doctor  saw  Lucius  he  said  there  was 
no  danger." 

"  So  he  was,  God  reward  him  and  remember  it 
to  him  in  his  eternity,  and  at  his  dying  hour;  he 
set  out  at  nightfall,  indeed,  and  God  only  knows 
how  he  ever  reached  there — twenty  miles,  and  the 
thermometer  at  thirty  degrees  below  zero ;  only 
that  I  know  ]\[r.  IMoore  would  go  through  fire  and 
water,  as  the  saying  is,  to  get  a  priest  for  a  dying 
creature.  I  thought  it  my  duty,  Mrs.  D'Arcy, 
dear,  as  of  course  it  was,  to  send  for  the  priest,  to 
talk  to  poor  Lucius,  and  to  see  if  he  couldn't 
bring  him  back  to  the  Faith,  but,  poor  fellow,  he 
was  quite  astray  in  his  mind  when  the  priest  came, 
and  talked  at  random  all  the  time  he  staid ;  and 
then  last  niglit  he  had  a  relapse,  and  became  quite 
unmanageable,  had  to  be  tied  down,  and  at  the 
dead  hour  of  midnight  we  sent  for  Doctors  Wells 
and  Trumbul,  and  they  have  given  him  over," 
gasped  out  the  poor  girl  with  a  fresh  burst  of  grief, 
"  and  say  that  he  will  not  live  many  hours  after 
he  becomes  rational." 

"  But  I  won't  believe  it:  I  will  not  believe  it  I" 
she  continued  as  she  rocked  herself  to  and  fro  in 
her  great  grief.  "  God  will  spare  him — His  bless- 
ed Mother  for  our  Saviour's  sake  will  obtain  it. 
We  begged  the  doctors  to  stay  all  night,  but  doc- 
tor Trumbul  said  it  was  useless  ;  that  Lucius  was 
past  all  mortal  help  ;  that  from  his  own  experi- 
ence, and  from  what  the  most  celebrated  English 
medical  men  and  books  say,  he  has  all  the 
symptoms  of  death,  none  Avhatever  of  recovery  ; 
that  ho  keeps  picking  at  the  bedclothes  and  slid- 
ing towarfls  the  foot :  imagines  he  sees  flies  and 
motes,  and,  keep's  l)lowing  at  them,  and  tliinksall 
the  time  there  is  clay  on  his  feet :  all  these  symp- 
toms are  almost  positively  fatal,  he  told  me.  I 
might  think  liiin  cruel  not  to  hold  out  hopes, 
but  he  deemed  it  a  duty  to  undeceive  me  and  pre- 
pare me.  Doctor  Well-S  being  a  relative,  is  stay- 
ing out  of  pity  for  our  sorrow.  God  who  is  the 
reader  of  all  hearts  knows  that  I  would  not 
repine  or  murmur  if  poor  Lucius  was  prepared, 
even  if  his  children  would  be  houseless,  homeless 
orphans,  if  they  could  be  raised  Catholics.  But 
shortly  after  we  came  to  this  country  he  fell  away 
from  the  Faith — that  Faith  for  which  he  once 
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suflFered  so  much,  and  braved  my  father's  anger, 
and  our  relatives'  tannts  and  sneers  about  our 
degradation  in  joining  it — owing  to  the  millions 
of  infidel  books  that  cover  the  land  like  a  deluge 
and  makes  the  poor  souls  wander  in  worse  than 
Egyptian  darkness,  and  then  as  if  to  shut  out  all 
chance  or  hope  of  his  returning,  he  married  a 
Protestant,  one  that  was  never  baptised,  and  who 
does  not  care,  for  she  was  never  taught  about  the 
'  one  thing  necessary.' " 

•'  Theretjowdear;  there  now,"  said  Mrs.  D'Arcy, 
seeing  her  friend  overcome  by  her  great  anguish 
of  soul,  "  don't  give  way  to  such  terrible  bursts 
of  grief;  it  is  sinful,  dear,  very  sinful ;  as  if  you 
despaired  or  doul^ted  of  our  blessed  Mother's 
desire  to  help  you,  or  of  our  heavenly  Father's 
power  to  grant  it.  Does  not  our  blessed  Redeem- 
er Himself  say ;  "  With  Faith  you  can  remove 
mountains,'  and  'whatever  you  ask  the  Father  in 
my  name.  He  will  grant ;'  and  above  all  in  heaven 
or  earth  He  listens  to  His  own  pure  sinless  Mother 
pleading  for  poor,  blind,  guilty  creatures?  Glory 
be  to  God  for  making  her  so  powerful.  Arc  you 
saying  a  uovena  dear?" 

"  No,  ma'am ;  but  I  will  commence  one  to-mor- 
row morning ;  and  indeed  your  aunt,  Miu  Mar- 
shall, told  me  the  same  thing  about  ten  minutes 
before  I  left  the  house.  She  was  standing  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  looking  at  the  poor  fellow  suffer- 
ing such  terrible  agony ;  and  I  know  her  heart 
bled  for  him,  for  he  was  a  great  favorite  of  hers; 
she  heard  all  the  doctors  said  abimt  him,  and  she 
said  to  me,  '  it  is  prayers  he  wants — it  is  jjrayers 
he  wants — throw  yourself  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross; 
He  is  the  great  Physician,  and  it  is  with  prayers 
He  heals  and  cures ;'  and  though  what  the  doc- 
tors told  me  about  tifteen  miuutes  before  made  me 
almost  speechless,  for  fear  it  might  be  true,  some- 
how her  words  sent  such  a  thrill  of  hope,  yes,  of 
certainty,  to  my  heart,  that  I  snatched  the  first 
shawl  I  came  to,  and  stole  out  and  came  over  to 
you.  Yesterday  I  sent  word  to  the  Catholics  on 
the  Prairie  to  remember  him  in  their  prayers ;  you 
know  there  is  not  one  in  our  settlement." 

"  Well,  now,  dear,  we  will  say  the"  Litany  of 
the  Saints  and  of  Loretto,  and  take  courage  and 
have  faith." 

"  O  Immaculate  Mother  of  my  Divine  Redeem- 
er," said  Grace,  raising  her  tearful  eyes  to  heaven, 
"  most  powerful  with  the  ]\Iost  Powerful !  for  thy 
Son's  sake  deign  to  listen  to  the  cry  of  a  poor, 
miserable  creature,  and  beseech  Him  by  His  bitter 
Passion  and  Death  to  grant  him  life  and  conver- 
sion ;  life  for  his  innocent  children's  sake,  for  I 


know  he  will  permit  me  to  raise  them  Catholics, 
and  conversion  for  his  own  poor  sake,  and  I  prom- 
ise all  my  thoughts,  words  and  actions  to  thee 
during  my  life,  all  my  communions  and  all  the 
holy  Masses  I  shall  get  said,  and  all  the  indul- 
gences God  in  His  infinite  mercy  may  grant  me, 
for  the  benefit  of  that  soul  which  is  next  to  leave 
purgatory,  who,  while  in  this  life,  was  devoted  to 
thee ;  I  shall  consider  myself  no  longer  free,  all,  all 
belongs  to  thee." 

"And  now  dear,  said  Mrs.  D'Arcy,  only  I  know 
you  would'nt  stay  away  from  your  brother  I 
would'nt  let  you  leave  the  house  such  a  night  as 
this  is,  and  how  bad  it  should  happen  when  my 
poor  boys  are  away,  for  they  could  take  you 
home  in  a  short  time  so  comfortably.  Yes,  dear 
Grace,  every  one  has  his  own  troul)le,  and  I  have 
mine.  My  poor  boys  have  left  the  neighborhood 
to  evade  the  draft,  and  it  was  sore  against  their 
will  they  went,  saying  it  was  so  cowardly,  but 
that's  the  way  with  men ;  they  thijik  worse  of 
being  called  cowards  than  they  do  of  the  broken 
hearts  they  leave  behind.  I  had  to  go  down  on 
my  knees  and  beg  of  them  by  all  I  ever  suflFered, 
not  to  leave  me  widowed  and  desolate ;  that  it 
was  enough  to  lose  their  brave  father  and  two 
brothers  by  the  same  war ;  that  it  was  cold  com- 
fort intleed  that  I  would  ever  get  for  all  I  lost 
by  it.  There  now,  dear,  good  night,  and  may 
God  and  His  holy  Mother  have  you  in  their  good 
keeping,  and  above  all  things,  dear,  have  faith 
and  leave  all  to  our  holy  Mother. 

And  all  through  that  terrible  night,  while  the 
wind  howled  and  moaned,  and  anon  would  rise 
to  a  fearful  blast  that  made  the  timbers  of  the 
house  creak,  and  the  angel  of  death  hovered  over 
the  bed  of  sickness  and  flapped  his  dank  cold 
wing  over  the  face  of  the  unconscious  suflferer, 
did  his  poor  sister  keep  watch  and  ward,  cooling 
the  fevered  brow  or  moistening  the  poor  parched 
lips,  the  hot  tears  falling  on  the  unconscious  one's 
face,  and  beseeching  our  heavenly  Mother's  aid 
with  an  agony  and  earnestness  inexpressible,  her 
angel  guardian  putting  words  of  faith  and  confi- 
dence in  her  heart  and  on  her  lips. 

It  was  a  fearful  struggle,  for  ever  and  anon  the 
thought  would  flash  through  her  mind,  what  if 
in  his  last  sane  moments  he  rejected  the  grace 
God  oflered  to  him  ?  and  how  if  lie  let  nature  take 
her  course;  the  thought  was  maddening,  and  des- 
pair followed  close  behind,  and  she  closed  her 
eyes  to  shut  out  the  terrible  thought,  and  clung 
with  greater  tenacity  to  our  Immaculate  Mother 
for  aid.     "  Oh  sinless  Mother,  pray,  pray  that  it 
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may  be  His  holy  will  to  spare  liini !  Ob  it  cnnnot 
be  that  the  Almighty  framer  of  the  human  heart, 
made  it  invulnerable  to  his  grace." 

Tlien  gradually  a  calmness  stole  over  her 
soul  and  she  murmured,  "for  fear  of  being  ir- 
reverent, for  fear  of  being  uncatholic,  I  will  be 
silent,  I  will  be  dumb,  my  mother."  And  then 
Doctor  Tnimbul's  last  words,  "  he  is  past  all  hu- 
man aid,"  clashed  with  Mrs.  Marshall's,  whose 
trusting  hopeful  words  savored  rather  of  the 
times  of  Diocletian,  when  the  faith  of  the  con- 
fessors and  martyrs  made  God  all  but  visible, 
and  which  seemed  so  unattainable  in  this  skej)- 
tical  nineteenth  century.  She  could  not  shut  her 
eyes  to  the  fact  that  Doctor  Wells  was  waiting 
the  sufferer's  return  to  reason,  that  his  worldly 
effects  might  be  settled  and  set  in  order  before 
the  final  catastrophe,  nor  the  look  of  incredulity 
with  which  he  regarded  her  as  she  knelt  down  at 
t^ie  bedside  with  the  innocent  children  around 
her,  lisping  out  between  sobs  and  tears,  petitions 
to  our  Immaculate  Mother,  to  ask  of  Jesus  to 
spare  dear  Pa ;  his  unbelieving  soul  could  not  com- 
-  prehend  it.  Then  how  God  heard  the  prayer  of 
King  Ezechias  and  added  fifteen  years  to  his  life, 
flashed  through  her  mind,  and  she  whispered, 
"  let  me  see  thee  greater  than  Ezechias,  oh  Im- 
maculate Mother." 

"Water;  I  thirst,  I  burn,"  murmured,  or  rather 
gasped  out  the  suffer.  "  Dives  asked  for  a  drop 
and  was  refused.  Oli  my  God,  am  I  there!  dead 
and  judged,  dead  and  judged !"  said  he,  suddenly 
sitting  bolt  upright  in  the  bid,  his  countenance 
indicative  of  the  greatest  horror,  while  his  eyes 
rolled  fearfully  around,  and  the  strong  cords 
which  bound  him  snapped  like  scorched  flax. 
"  Ob,  mother  dear !  is  that  you,"  said  he,  plain- 
tively, as  poor  Grace  bent  over  him.  "I  was 
looking  for  you  every  where,  but  could  not  find 
you,"  he  continued,  covering  her  hands  with 
kisses.  "  My  head  aches, — oh  bind  it  up" ;  then 
looking  more  steadfastly  at  her,  "oh  my  God, 
am  I  dead  or  drer.raing ;  it  is  not  you,  mother 
dear,  you  left  us  years  ago,"  while  the  perspi ra- 
ti n,  the  blessed  forerunner  that  the  crisis  in  his 
sickness  Avas  passed,  oozed  out  from  everj'  pore. 
"  Only  dreaming,  my  darling  Lucius,  only  dream- 
ing," said  his  sister,  quickly  sprinkling  him  with 
holy  water,  and  signing  his  lips,  forehead  and 
breast  with  the  emblem  of  our  Redeemer  on  Cal- 
vary, as  was  her  wont  continually.  After  a  few 
minutes  he  said :  "  Oh,  that's  you  dear  Grace, 
sprinkle  me !  sprinkle  me  and  sign  me  again." 
And  the  poor  invalid  .sank  back  on  the  pillows 


tired  and  exhausted.  And  when  after  a  prolonged 
sleep  he  awoke  not  only  refreshed  but  also  in 
his  fight  mind,  and  the  doctor  pronounced  him, 
with  careful  nursing,  out  of  danger,  Grace  re- 
turned her  heartfelt  thanks  to  God,  the  giver  of 
life  and  health,  and  all  good.  And  to  our  dear 
Immaculate  INfother,  whom  she  feels  convinced 
obtained  that  boon,  life  and  eternity  seemed  too 
short  too  render  her  thanks  sufficiently ;  for  what 
is  guaranteed  by  that?  the  prayers  of  Mary  all 
powerful  with  her  divine  Son,  will  yd;  bring  him 
within  the  pale  of  the  Church;  and  with  regard 
to  the  children  :  as  Grace  surmised,  she  obtained 
his  consent  to  train  them  and  imbue  them  with 
Catholic  principles,  which  would  have  been  frus- 
trated had  he  died  :  the  mother  listened  and  made 
no  objection.  And  .although  ere  the  angel  of 
death  departed  from  that  house  of  mourning  he 
smote  the  first  born  son,  as  he  did  of  old  in 
Egypt,  and  again  of  David,  perhaps  it  was  not  so 
much  for  the  sin  of  the  father,  as  to  secure  for 
the  chosen  one  a  blissful  eternity  in  company 
with  the  angels  of  heaven. 

And  when,  upon  Holy  Innocents',  day, — meet 
time  and  season  for  the  household's  darling,  for 
God's  chosen  one,  to  enter  the  realms  of  eternal 
bliss, — Grace  had  washed  his  otherwise  spotless 
soul  from  the  stain  of  original  sin,  in  the  cleansing 
waters  of  Baptism,  his  Angel  Guardian,  who,  for 
aught  we  know,  might  have  been  waiting  for  that 
Sacrament  to  be  administered,  and  would,  per- 
hajps,  have  waited  longer  if  it  had  been  delayed, 
for  we  know  from  Scripture  that  Angel  Guardi- 
ans do  the  utmost  in  their  power  to  get  for  their 
earthly  charges  spiritual  blessings,  as  the  Angel 
Guardians  of  the  Persians  wished  the  Jews  to  re- 
main among  them — his  Angel  Guardian  bore  him 
away  to  his  heavenly  home.  But  Grace  shed  no 
tear  of  grief  over  that  happy  death,  although  the 
golden-haired,  blue-eyed  darling  breathed  his 
last  in  her  arms.  Ah,  no !  God  forbid  !  she  can 
apostrophise  him  in  the  beautiful  words  of  Mrs. 
Hemans  : 

"  Go4  took  thee  in  His  mercy, 

A  lami),  untaskcd,  untried, 
He  fought  the  fight  for  thee, 

lie  gained  the  victory, 
And  t/iou  art  aandijied. 

Now  like  a  dew-drop  shrined 

Within  a  crystal  stone, 
Thou  art  safe  in  heaven,  my  dove, 

Safe  with  the  Source  of  Love, 
The  Everlasting  One." 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE   MOST  REV.   AKCHBISHOP  SPALDINO. 

II. — The  Ave  Maria — Gabriel's  Part. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  a  modest  little  village, 
nestling  in  the  mountains  of  Galilee.  In  one  of 
the  humblest  cottages  of  Nazareth,  there  dwelleth, 
along  with  her  pious  parents,  Joachim  and  Anna, 
a  maiden  of  regal  lineage  and  transcendent  beau- 
ty. Poor  and  lowly,  according  to  this  world's 
standard,  the  blood  of  the  royal  house  of  David, 
and  probably  also  of  the  priests'  house  of  Levi, 
courseth  in  her  veins.*  She  is  a  noble  scion  from 
a  noble  stock.  She  is  "the  Flower  from  the  root 
of  Jesse,"  the  "  Lily  of  the  Valley,"  the  Mys- 
tical Rose"  from  the  garden  of  Eden.  She  is  the 
glory  of  Jerusalem,  the  delight  of  Israel,  the  or- 
nament of  the  people  of  God.  She  is  all  beauti- 
ful, and  there  is  no  blemish  in  her.  Her  gar- 
ments are  white  as  the  snow,  and  her  face  shineth 
like  the  sun — not  with  a  glaring,  dazzling  light, 
but  with  serene,  though  brilliant  rays,  like  those 
reflected  from  the  moon — Pulchra  ut  lumi.  She 
is  a  maiden  of  unearthly  beauty,  of  surpassing 
loveliness.  Not  Eve  in  all  the  glory  of  her  pri- 
meval innocence,  when  she  first  came  forth  bloom- 
ing from  tlie  plastic  hand  of  God,  rivaled  the 
beauty  of  this  her  loveliest  descendant,  who  was 
chosen  by  God  to  l>e  the  instrument  for  retrieving 
through  her  obedience  the  fortunes  of  a  fallen 
race  ruined  by  the  disobedience  of  the  first  motber. 

"The  name  of  this  Virgin  was  Mary."  The 
most  beautiful  and  perfect  work  which  ever  came 
from  the  hand  of  God,  her  faultless  form  re- 
flected the  manifold  beauties  of  her  faultless 
spirit.  The  casket  was  well  worthy  the  jewel 
which  it  enclosed.  Eye,  lip,  and  brow  reflected 
the  purity,  the  dignity,  the  majesty  of  her  unsul- 
lied and  lovely  soul.    It  would  seem  that  the  cas- 

*  .-^iich  is  the  opinion  of  St.  Hilary,  and  other  Fathers  of 
the  Church. 


ket  was  transparent,   revealing  all  the  glories 
which  lay  enshrined  within. 

The  Maiden  had  retired  to  the  inner  shrine  of 
the  lowly  cottage,  and  was  absorbed  in  holy  con- 
templation, with  her  whole  soul  filled  with  the 
presence  of  God,  on  whose  life  giving  bosom  she 
was  sweetly  reposing,  unmindful  of  herself  and 
the  outside  world.  Behold  !  her  sanctuary  soli- 
tude is  suddenly  interrupted  by  a  wonderful  ap- 
parition I  God's  brilliant  messenger  and  min- 
ister plenipotentiary  stands  revealed  in  serene 
majesty  before  her  eyes,  and  the  beautiful  accents 
of  the  Ave  Maria  break  for  the  first  time  on  her 
startled  ears.  The  Archangel  Gabriel,  in  the 
name  of  God  who  sent  him,  salutes  her  with 
these  words  of  sublime  eulogy,  invaluable  be- 
cause declaring  the  simple  unexaggerated  truth: 
Hail  !  Fci.l  of  Grace  !  The  Lokd  is  with 
THEE  ;  Blessed  art  thou  among  Women  !  He 
could  scarcely  have  said  more  in  her  praise,  with- 
in the  same  compass,  had  he  even  wished ;  the 
truth  did  not  permit  him  to  say  less.  To  be  so 
complimented  by  man  were  high  eulogy ;  to  hear 
such  language  from  God,  who  searcheth  hearts, 
was  a  privilege  reserved  for  Mary  alone.  In  all 
her  beauty  and  loveliness,  she  was  only  what 
God  Himself  had  made  her  for  His  own  high 
and  Holy  purpose;  and  in  thus  praising  her, 
through  His  ambassador,  He  did  but  praise  His 
own  master  work.  No  wonder  His  angelic  mes- 
senger, though  so  brilliant  by  his  intelligence 
and  rank  in  the  heavenly  court,  bowed  down  be- 
fore her,  as  a  superior  being,  and  was  smitten 
with  admiration  for  her  manifold  graces  and  per- 
fections. No  wonder  even  he  could  find  but  gen- 
eral and  comprehensive  terms  to  express  his  ap- 
preciation of  excellencies  so  surpassing  and  so 
cumulative. 

Was  the  Maiden  elated  ?  Did  her  heart  swell 
with  complacency  on  hearing  words  of  praise 
such  as  had  never  before  fallen  on  human  ears  ? 
No,  but  she  is  troubled,  and  she  wonders  with- 
in herself  what  manner  of  salutation  this  might  be. 
Feeling  her  own  lowliness  and  nothingness,  she 
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cannot  realize  her  position,  uor  understand  how 
such  language  can  be  api^licable  to  her.  Even 
when  refused  by  the  eloquent  words  of  the  di- 
vine messenger,  who  solemnly  declares  to  her 
that,  alone  of  all  the  daughters  of  Eve,  she  has 
been  divinely  chosen  to  become  the  Mother  of 
God  in  the  flesh ;  the  elected  Spouse  and  Bride 
of  the  Father,  the  beloved  Mother  of  the  Son, 
the  favorite  Temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  her 
humble  soul  is  not  tempted  to  vanity  at  the  pros- 
pect of  the  dazzling  honor  which  awaits  her. 
The  darling  day-dream  of  a  million  daughters  of 
Israel,  who  with  eager  aspirations  after  the  grand 
privilege,  which  could  not  possibly  be  awarded 
to  but  one  of  their  number — that  of  becoming 
the  Mother  of  the  expected  Messiah  God,  did  not 
enter,  much  less  sway  her  pure,  gentle,  and 
humble  bosom.  It  would  even  seem,  that  the 
possibility  of  such  an  honor  being  bestowed  upon 
her,  had  never  once  crossed  her  thoughts,  much 
less  entered  into  her  expectations. 

Her  maiden  modesty,  on  the  contrary,  is 
alarmed.  She  remembers  the  solemn  vow  of  vir- 
ginity she  had  so  cordially  and  so  generously 
made  at  the  foot  of  God's  altar  in  the  temple,  by 
which  she  had  cheerfully  and  generously  conse- 
crated herself,  body  ond  soul,  to  His  service  and 
love  for  evermore.  She  is  embarrassed,  and  with 
upright  simplicity  goes  straight  to  the  point  of 
difliculty  by  asking :  "  How  can  this  be  done? 
For  I  know  not  man."  She  lays  down  her  con- 
ditions as  a  superior  being ;  and  the  Archangel 
at  once  accepts  them,  on  the  part  of  God.  He  ex- 
plains to  her,  how  by  the  supernatural  operation 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  lier  maternity  was  tobe  made 
compatible  with  her  immaculate  virginity.  And 
now  the  negotiation  is  completed,  and  the  mys- 
tery of  mysteries — that  of  the  Incarnation — is  on 
the  eve  of  its  accomplishment.  The  aspirations 
of  ages  are  to  be  realized  ;  the  prophecies  are  to 
be  accomplished  ;  justice  and  mercy  are  to  meet 
and  to  kiss;  earth  is  to  be  reconciled  to  heaven; 
God  is  to  become  man  in  the  womb  of  a  Virgin ; 
God  is  to  lower  Himself,  to  make  Himself  of  no 
account,  that  man  may  be  exalted  unto  a  partici- 
pation with  the  divine  nature. 

All  her  scruples  removed,  all  her  doubts  solved, 
all  her  conditions  accepted,  Mary  utters  these 
words,  so  significant  in  themselves  and  in  their 
results,  so  indicative  of  her  innate  humility  and 
of  her  entire  conformity  to  God's  will :  "  Behold 
the  Handmaid  of  the  Lord  I  Be  it  done  unto  me 
according  to  thy  word!"  "And  the  Word  was 
MADE  Flesh,  .vnd  dwelt  amongst  us  !" 


III.  The  Ave  Mauia — Elizabeth's  Pakt. 
In  a  city  of  Juda,  lying  among  the  rugged 
hills  of  Galilee,  dwelt  the  sainted  and  aged 
Elizabeth,  wile  of  Zachariah,  at  that  time  the 
officiating  priest,  according  to  his  turn,  in  the 
temple  of  Jerusalem.  Well  stricken  in  years  and 
childless,  she  had  no  human  hope  of  leaving  be- 
hind her  an  heir  of  her  name  and  sanctity.  But 
God's  ways  are  not  man's  ways.  An  Angel  of 
God  had  appeared  to  her  husband,  while  he  was 
offering  the  sacrifice  of  the  law,  and  had  an- 
nounced to  him,  that  his  wife,  in  spite  of  her 
years,  should  become  the  mother  of  the  great 
Precursor  who  was  to  go  before  and  prepare  the 
way  for  the  promised  Messiah.  The  startling  an- 
nouncement called  up  the  smile  of  incredulity  to 
the  face  of  Zachariah ;  and,  as  a  punishment  for 
his  little  faith,  be  was  stricken  with  dumbness 
for  a  time,  till  the  promise  of  God,  through  His 
ambassador,  should  be  accomplished.  Elizabeth 
conceived  in  her  old  age,  and  the  sixth  month  of 
her  pregnancy  already  had  elapsed,  ere  the  Arch- 
angel was  sent  to  Mary,  to  sound  forth  the  first 
portion  of  the  Ave  Maria  ;  the  second  part  of 
I  which  was  to  be  uttered  by  Elizabeth,  inspired 
by  the  Holy  Ghost. 

The  manner  of  it  was  this.  Mary  was  a  rela- 
tive of  Elizabeth,  and  Mary's  heart  was  moved 
to  compassion  when  she  learned  from  the  Arch- 
angel that  her  aged  cousin  was  in  a  condition  re- 
quiring sympathy  and  assistance.  Filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost,  the  fountain  of  divine  and  of 
human  charity,  Mary  went  "  with  haste"  to  the 
relief  of  Elizabeth.  What  if  the  rugged  hills  of 
Galilee  interposed  ?  What  if  her  poverty  al- 
lowed her  none  of  the  ordinary  comforts  of  life, 
or  conveniences  for  travel  ?  The  charity  of 
Christ,  now  her  in-dwelling  Guest  and  Son,  urged 
her  forward  ;  and  all  obstacles  vanished  before 
her  burning  love.     She  flew  rather  than  ran. 

The  journey  is  speedily  accomplished.  Mary 
"entereth  the  house  of  Zac'aariah,  and  saluteth 
Elizabeth.  And  it  came  to  pass,  that  when  Eliz- 
abeth heard  the  voice  of  Mary,  the  babe  leaped 
in  her  woml),  and  EIizal>eth  was  filled  with  the 
Holy  Gliost.  And  she  cried  out  with  a  loud 
voice,   and    said :    Blessed    art    thou    among 

WOMEN,  and  blessed  IS  THE  FRUIT  OF  THT  WOMB  ! 

And  whence  is  this  to  me,  that  the  Mother  of 
my  Lord  should  come  to  me?" 

She  caught  up  the  echo  of  Gabriel's  salutation, 
as  its  sound  reverberated  over  and  died  away  among 
the  hills  of  Galilee,  and  repeating  its  last  sen- 
tence,— Blessed  art  thou  among  women — she 
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added  to  it  the  words  which  constituted  the 
crowning  glory  of  that  Virgin  Mother,  the  foun- 
tain and  source  of  all  her  blessedness — that  the 
God-man  was  the  fruit  of  her  chaste  womb : 
Blessed  is  the  pbuit  of  thy  womb.  This  it 
was,  which,  in  anticipation  and  still  more  in  the 
reality,  had  made  her  so  full  of  grace;  which 
was  the  exhaustless  and  perennial  source  of  her 
joy  ;  and  which  was  to  make  her  the  Mother  of 
all  the  redeemed,  in  making  her  the  Mother  of 
the  Redeemer.  This  great  privilege,  this  sub- 
lime dignity  of  Mother  of  God,  was  peculiarly 
her  own ;  it  could  not  possibly  be  communicated 
to  any  other.  And  this  explains  that  outburst  of 
inspired  enthusiasm  which  was  awakened  in 
Elizabeth  by  the  great  condescension  of  Mary  in 
visiting  her :  "  And  whence  is  this  to  me  that 
THE  MoTHEU  OF  MY  LoKD  should  comc  to  mc  ?" 
How  could  the  Mother  of  God  put  herself  to  so 
much  trouble  and  fatigue,  to  visit  one  who  was 
more  aged  indeed,  and,  perhaps  according  to  the 
world's  standard,  more  respectable  than  hersel:^ 
but  who  was  almost  infinitely  beneath  her  ac- 
cording to  the  standard,  true  and  unerring,  of  God's 
truth.  How  this  could  be ;  how  Mary  could  do 
it  too  with  so  much  simplicity  and  humility,  for- 
getful of  her  lofty  dignity,  and  lowering  her- 
self before  her  relative ;  this  it  was  which  won 
the  admiration  while  it  excited  the  astonishment 
of  Elizabeth.  Truly,  the  Holy  Ghost,  which 
filled  the  hearts  of  both,  leveled  all  distinctions; 
lowered  the  hills  and  lifted  up  the  valleys  ;  raised 
up  Elizabeth  in  proportion,  as  He  made  Mary 
little  in  her  own  eyes. 

And  so,  an  inspired  woman  completed  what  a 
great  Archangel  of  God  had  begun ;  and  the  di- 
viue,  or  inspired  portion  of  the  Ave  Maria  was 
thus  solemnly,  but  jubilantly  intoned  by  a  bright 
Archangel  and  a  sainted  woman ;  and  it  was  to 
be  afterwards  taken  up  and  re-echoed  throughout 
all  the  nations  of  men,  and  by  all  the  generations 
which  were  to  people  the  earth  till  the  end  of 
time.  The  Church  of  God,  in  the  fulfillment  of 
prophecy,  did  this,  as  we  shall  presently  see,  and 
she  will  continue  to  do  it  till  the  consummation 
of  the  world.  A.  B. 

[to  be  CONTINUED.l 

-«» 

The  sermon  of  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Elder,  delivered 
at  the  late  Plenary  Council,  is  taken  from  the  book 
published  by  Messrs.  Kelly  &  Piet,  Baltimore.  The 
subject  of  the  sermon  explains  why  we  have  cho- 
sen it  for  publication.  In  fact,  the  Ave  Maria  has 
a  claim  upon  it — so  the  Rt.  Rev.  Prelate  himself 
thought,  as  he  gave  us  a  half  promise  of  the  MS. 


For  the  Avu  Habix. 

THE  HOLT  CHILDHOOD. 

BT  MARIE. 

O  favored  cave  of  Bethlehem ! 

Within  thy  rock-built  shrine 
Heaven  hid  its  angel-guarded  Gem — 

Its  Light  and  Life  Divine. 

O  bleak  yet  blessed  desert  sands ! 

Rare  beauty  graced  the  wild. 
When,  clasped  in  Mary's  sinless  hands, 

It  saw  the  Holy  Child. 

Land  of  the  lotus-freighted  Nile  I 

Long  held  in  demon-thrall. 
Love  sent  an  Infant's  magic  smile 

To  bid, thine  idols  fall. 

O  rock  encircled  Nazareth ! 

His  presence  made  thee  fair; 
His  seraph  court  with  incense  breath 

Pilled  all  thy  favored  air. 

O  cottage  walls,  enriched  with  gleam 

Of  heaven's  wondrous  glow ! 
O  new  and  lasting  Eden-dream ! 

O  Paradise  below ! 

The  scions  of  a  royal  race 

Lived  here  unknown,  obscure. 
The  just  man  rich  in  ev'ry  grace, 

A  toiler  'mid  the  poor. 

The  lily-bloom  of  Israel, 

Blest  Sharon's  queenly  flower. 
Fair  Cades'  Palon,  content  to  dwell, 

Within  her  lowly  bower. 

The  Child  that  "grew  in  age  and  grace," 

Their  treasure — who  is  He  ? 
That  Child — with  sweet  and  smiling  face 

And  brow  of  majesty — 

Is  God!  at  whose  supreme  command 
'     The  radiant  sunlight  shone — 
Wliose  glory  bids  the  cherub-band 
Bow,  veiled  before  His  throne. 

Messiah  !  theme  of  psalmist's  song, 

And  hope  of  holy  seer; 
The  King  of  Juda,  promised  long — 
Earth's  Saviour  hideth  here  ! 

Through  haughty-browed  Jerusalem 
A  "  Child  of  twelve  years"  trod — 

Emmanuel — with  the  diadem 
And  sceptre  of  a  God  ! 
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O  self-willed  teachers  of  the  law ! 

That  youthful  Sage  ye  heard — 
O  error !  blinded  ones  who  saw 

Yet  would  not  believe  "  the  Word." 

Child-Saviour !  Thou  from  Christian  eyes 

Hast  rent  the  veil  of  pride. 
We  own  Thee,  'neath  Thy  human  guise, 

Our  Model  and  our  Guide. 

Thy  mystic  Childhood's  graces  fair 

Our  heritage  must  be, 
That  so,  our  white-robed  souls  may  share 

Thy  crowning  legacy. 

Obedience — bloom  of  hcay'nly  soil — 

A  spirit  simple,  pure, 
And  patient  diligence  to  toil, 

E'en  nameless  and  obscure. 

And  so,  each  heart  by  sin  defiled. 
Freed  thus  from  evil  leaven  ; 

Becoming  "  even  as  a  child," 
Shall  win  its  mirrored  heaven. 


SERMOIST 

OPTHB 

EIGHT  BEV.  WILLIAM  H.  ELDEE,  D.  D., 
Bishop  of  Natchez. 


Subject:-" DEVOTION  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN 
MARY." 


"  My  sonl  doth  magnify  the  Lord,  and  my  spirit  hath  re- 
joiced in  God  my  Savioar. 

"  Because  lie  liath  regarded  the  humility  of  His  handmaid  : 
for  hehold  from  henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  me 
blessed."— iwJfca  1,  46— 4S. 

You  have  heard  many  bcaiitiful  and  glorious 
things  during  these  past  few  days  concerning  the 
grandeur  of  God's  holy  Church.  You  have  seen 
how  sanctity  marks  her  character;  how  infalli- 
bility guards  her  from  error ;  how  the  Holy  Ghost 
animates  her.  You  have  heard  of  her  trials  and 
her  triumphs. 

The  subject  presented  to  you  this  evening  is 
not  an  interruption  of  this  course  of  topics,  for 
she,  whose  words  have  just  been  recited  from  the 
Gospel,  is  the  Queen  of  that  wondrous  Church — 
the  Mother  of  Ilim  who  founded  it.  He  established 
it^on  the  sufferings  which  he  endured  in  His  hu- 
man flesh ;  all  its  graces  and  glories  He  purchased 
by  His  most  precious  blood.  And  that  adorable 
Flesh  and  Blood  were  precisely  what  He  received 
from  His  ever  blessed  Mother.  Thus  Mary, 
Mother  of  Jesus,  is  the  Mother  likewise  of  all  who 


have  been  redeemed  by  Jesus'  blood,  and  the 
Mother  and  Queen  of  His  holy  Church.  And 
when  she,  inspired  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  declared, 
that  all  generations  should  call  her  blessed,  she 
uttered  a  divine  prophecy,  both  of  her  own  glory, 
and  of  the  perpetuity  of  the  Church,  two  works 
of  God  inseparably  interwoven  together. 

I  have  promised  to  speak  especially  of  devotion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin — that  is,  of  the  exercise  of 
our  affections  towards  her  by  addressing  our  pray- 
ers to  her,  thanking  her  for  her  services,  praising 
her  for  her  glories,  and  directing  our  words  and 
acts  to  the  advancement  of  her  honor  in  heaven 
and  on  earth.  And  in  this  view  again  we  see 
how  Mary  and  the  Church  are  so  associated,  or 
rather  identified,  that  what  is  true  of  the  one  may 
be  said  of  the  other ;  and  as  the  Church  has  been 
rstablished  by  God,  both  for  our  assistance  and 
for  His  glory,  so,  also,  our  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary  rests  at  the  same  time  on  our  weak- 
ness and  on  God's  designs  for  the  advancement 
of  His  honor. 

It  rests  on  our  weakness,  because  we  need  help 
in  our  struggle  against  the  enemies  who  surround 
us.  It  is  not  necessary  to  argue  at  any  length  for 
establishing  this  truth.  We  all  know  too  well 
that,  of  ourselves,  we  are  but  weakness  and  mis- 
ery ;  that  the  devil,  like  a  roaring  lion,  goes 
about  seeking  to  devour  our  souls,  and  that  our 
own  sinful  passions  would,  every  day,  lead  us  into 
evil  if  we  trusted  only  to  our  own  watchfulness 
and  fortitude,  and  did  not  seek  for  help.  But 
seeking  for  help,  dearly  beloved,  does  not  mean 
simply  asking  aid  from  God ;  it  always  includes 
making  use  of  the  means  which  God  has  put  in 
our  reach.  If  a  good  Christian  finds  his  house  in 
danger  of  burning,  he  will  not  only  ofi^er  prayers 
to  God  for  its  protection,  but  he  will  likewise 
pray  his  neighbors  to  come  to  his  assistance. 
And  these  can  hardly  be  called  two  diflfcrent 
methods  that  he  has  recourse  to,  but  different 
parts  of  the  same  method,  for  his  prayer  to  God 
is  that  God  may  furnish  him  means  to  battle 
against  the  flames,  and  his  prayer  to  his  neigh- 
bors is  that  they  would  use  the  strength  which 
God  has  given  them,  and  lend  him  that  aid  which 
God  desires  they  should  lend.  He  has  made  us 
weak,  but  has  furnished  us  with  remedies  for  our 
weakness,  and  it  is  both  His  will  and  our  interest 
that  we  seek  help,  not  only  from  Himself  directly, 
but  from  those  creatures  to  which  He  has  given 
power  to  help  us. 

And  this  holds  good  in  our  spiritual  wants  as 
truly  as  in  our  boiily  ones.    God  has  provided 
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us  with  creatures  to  aid  us  in  the  salvation  of  our 
souls.  He  loves  to  work  by  intermediate  instru- 
ments. Men  use  instruments,  because,  in  their 
weakness,  they  cannot  work  without  them ;  but 
God  works  through  instruments,  because,  in  His 
omnipotence,  He  can  communicate  to  creatures  a 
portion  of  His  divine  power.  Man,  in  his  weak- 
ness, has  need  of  the  horse  to  carry  his  burdens. 
God,  in  His  omnipotence,  instead  of  transporting 
them  by  a  direct  act  of  His  will,  communicates  to 
a  dumb  animal  a  strength  denied  to  man  himself. 
Thus  God  mercifully  comes  to  the  help  of  man, 
but  gives  that  help  through  a  creature,  and  makes 
the  poor  beast  an  intermediary  between  Himself 
and  man. 

In  like  manner  He  has  appointed  higher  crea- 
tures to  help  us  in  the  labors  required  for  our 
souls.  His  Sacraments  are  creatures — outward 
acts  and  words  to  which  He  gives  virtue  to  con- 
vey His  graces.  His  Angels  are  ministering  spir- 
its, Saint  Paul  tells  us,  sent  to  minister  for  our 
salvation.  And  in  nothing  is  their  ministry  more 
needed  than  in  the  work  of  prayer.  This  is  our 
first  and  last  and  unceasing  labor,  because  He  has 
ordained  that  all  goods  shall  be  obtained  by 
prayer.  Would  He  leave  this,  then,  to  be  the  only 
work  in  which  we  should  have  no  help  ?  This  is 
the  true  question.  To  say  that  we  must  pray  to 
God  alone,  without  the  intercession  of  His  Saints 
and  Angels,  is  really  to  say  that,  in  the  great 
work  of  prayer,  we  are  left  without  assistance.  It 
is  true  that  He  can  give  us  grace  to  pray  alone, 
just  as  He  can  give  the  poor  orphan  girl  her  live- 
lihood while  she  struggles  alone  through  a  world 
of  pains.  But  if  He  leaves  her  an  elder  brother, 
a  man  of  strong  arm  and  loving  heart,  a  brother 
who  will  provide  for  her  wants  and  supply  her 
with  comforts,  and,  at  the  same  time,  guide  her 
through  difficulties  and  defend  her  from  harm,  is 
it  an  injury  to  God  that  she  accepts  her  brother's 
aid  ?  Is  it  not  rather  a  duty  she  owes  to  the  Al- 
mighty that  she  should  look  to  the  brother  whom 
the  divine  mercy  has  spared  to  her ;  recur  to  him 
in  her  wants,  and  receive  through  him  the  favors 
which  God  sends  through  him  ?  And  so  with  our 
prayers.  We  may,  indeed,  offer  them  by  ourselves, 
but  is  it  not  among  the  greatest  of  God's  bless- 
ings that  He  gives  us  help  in  the  discharge  of  this 
holy  duty  ;  and  that,  whereas  prayer  is  the  high- 
est and  most  necessary  of  our  works,  so  He  allows 
the  greatest  and  the  best  of  His  creatures  to  help 
us  in  it,  His  Saints,  His  Angels,  His  own  ever 
Blessed  Mother  ?  And  is  it  not  both  our  duty  and 
our  joy  to  invoke  their  assistance  ?    Is  it  not  the 


best  exercise  of  our  loving  confidence  in  God,  that 
since  He  has  given  us  such  powerful  intercessors, 
we  should  always,  and  in  all  circumstances,  have 
recourse  to  them  to  obtain  the  favors  which  He 
wishes  to  send  to  us  through  their  intercession  ? 
The  Angel  Raphael,  as  we  read  in  the  beautiful 
book  of  Tobias,  was  not  only  sent  to  guide  and 
defend  the  young  Tobias,  but  the  prayers  of  the 
aged  Father  had  been  carried  to  God  by  him ; 
and  St.  John,  in  the  Apocalypse,  describes  the 
Angels  who  stand  around  the  eternal  throne,  with 
golden  censers,  offering  to  the  adorable  Trinity 
the  prayers  of  holy  souls  on  earth. 

Thus  in  prayer,  as  in  all  our  other  works,  we 
need  assistance,  and  God's  mercy  has  provided  it 
in  the  intercession  of  His  ever  Blessed  Mother 
and  all  the  Angels  and  Saints  of  His  heavenly 
court. 

Besides  our  weakness,  and  consequent  need  of 
help,  the  other  foundation  of  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  is  the  design  of  God's  wisdom. 
These  two  cannot  be  entirely  sejjarated  from  each 
other.  God's  wisdom  is  shown  in  all  that  I  have 
just  said  of  His  mercifully  providing  to  assist  our 
weakness. 

But  beyond  and  above  our  wants  is  the  glory 
of  God's  divine  majesty,  and  in  various  ways  does 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  contribute  to  that 
great  last  end  of  all  creation. 

First,  it  is  a  humbling  of  ourselves,  and  what- 
ever makes  us  humble  wins  the  heart  of  God  and 
exalts  His  majesty.  "A  contrite  and  humbled 
heart,  O  God,  Thou  wilt  not  despise."  And  He 
who  came  to  restore  glory  to  God  and  peace  to 
man,  began  by  humbling  Himself  and  giving  us 
for  our  first  lesson  "  to  be  humble  and  meek  of 
heart."  Now  refusing  to  make  use  of  God's  crea- 
tures, whom  He  has  given  to  aid  us  in  prayer,  is 
an  act  of  spiritual  pride ;  and,  on  the  other  hand, 
our  having  recourse  to  them  to  come  to  our  assist- 
ance, is  a  humbling  confession  of  our  own  unwor- 
thiness,  and  a  most  pleasing  acknowledgment  of 
God's  infinite  goodness  and  power  in  providing 
us  with  such  noble  intercessors.  The  friends  of 
Job  had  offended  God  by  their  pride,  and  to  hum- 
ble them  God  commanded  they  should  ask  Job 
himself  to  pray  for  them.  He  promised  before- 
hand that  He  would  listen  to  Job's  prayer  in  their 
behalf,  exhibiting  thus,  in  the  same  act,  the  glory 
of  His  justice  and  of  His  goodness ;  of  His  good- 
ness, because  He  wished  to  pardon  them,  and  of 
His  justice,  because  He  would  have  them  attribute 
their  pardon  to  the  prayers  of  Job.  And  so  did 
He  humble  Mary,  the  sister  of  Moses,  and  vindi- 
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cated  His  own  glory  hy  striking  her  witli  a  lep- 
rosy, until  she  obtaiuei  the  prayers  of  Moses 
against  whom  she  had  murmured. 

And  in  these  instances  we  see  another  way  in 
which  God's  glory  is  promoted  by  our  invoking 
the  intercession  of  His  holy  servants.  God  was 
pleased  to  have  the  virtues  of  Job  and  of  Moses 
known  and  acknowledged  by  those  who  asked 
their  prayers,  because  these  virtues  were  His  own 
gifts,  and  the  acknowledgment  of  them  was  the 
acknowledgment  of  His  divine  munificence.  One 
great  object  that  He  had  in  view  in  creating  the 
beauties  of  the  material  world,  the  richness  of  the 
earth,  the  splendor  of  the  sun,  the  profuseness  of 
the  starry  firmament,  was  that  man  might  admire 
and  praise  them,  for  the  praise  of  them  is  the  glory 
of  Him  who  made  them.  But  what  are  all  these 
in  comparison  to  the  spiritual  beauties  of  one  of 
His  Saints,  adorned  with  virtues  purchased  by 
the  precious  Blood  of  our  Lord  ?  "  The  Lord  is 
wonderful  in  His  Saints."  And  what  are  all  the 
Saints  united,  in  comparison  with  the  Queen  of 
heaven  and  earth  ?  What  are  all  the  friends  of 
God  in  comparison  with  His  beloved  and  ever 
Blessed  Mother  ? 

Here,  then,  we  see  a  reason,  far  above  the  want 
arising  from  our  weakness,  a  reason  identified 
with  the  interests  of  the  divine  majesty.  His 
Blessed  Mother  is  the  greatest  of  all  His  crea- 
tures; the  one  on  whom  He  has  lavished  the 
largest  treasures  of  His  wisdom  and  goodness, 
and,  therefore,  the  one  through  whom  He  expects 
to  receive  the  largest  tributes  of  our  praise.  He 
has  given  His  Eternal  Son  to  us,  and  the  Apostle 
argues,  that  He  who  gave  His  Son  has  not  kept 
back  from  us  any  thing  that  is  less  in  value. 
"  How,  then,  with  Jesus — hath  He  not  given  us 
all  things  V"  Then  Mary,  too,  is  given  to  us;  all 
her  glories  and  virtues  are  for  our  use  and  benefit, 
and  we  are  ungrateful  to  God  and  rob  Him  of  the 
glory  that  is  due  to  Him,  if  we  do  not  freely  and 
abundantly  make  use  of  her  glories  to  give  Him 
praise,  and  avail  ourselves  of  the  jjower  which 
He  has  granted  to  her  prayers,  to  draw  down  on 
earth  the  blessings  that  He  desires  to  send  through 
her. 

And  in  this  view,  perhaps,  we  see  an  explana- 
tion of  great  things  which  certain  holy  servants 
of  God  have  uttered  concerning  the  increase  of 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.'  The  doctrine 
which  the  Church  teaches  with  regard  to  her  has 
no  increase  nor  diminution.  What  God  revealed 
to  His  Apostles,  all  that,  and  nothing  more,  has 
the  Church  handed  down  through  all  ages,  as  we 


clearly  see  in  the  writings  of  the  earliest  Fathers. 
But  the  affections,  which  the  contemplation  of 
this  doctrine  awakens  in  men's  souls,  and  the  out- 
ward acts  by  which  their  affections  are  manifest- 
ed— these  of  course  continually  vary,  according  to 
innumerable  circumstances — of  time  and  place 
and  disposition.  And  these  affections,  and  exhi- 
bitions of  affection,  are  what  we  call  devotion. 
Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  then,  may  and 
will  be  more  strong  and  more  lively  in  one  person 
than  in  another ;  it  will  prevail  more  widely  at 
one  time  than  at  another ;  in  one  country  than  in 
another ;  and  we  can  understand  how,  in  one  age, 
it  may  grow  wider  and  more  intense  throughout 
the  whole  Church  than  it  was  in  ages  which  pre- 
ceded. 

Now,  some  men,  of  extraordinary  holiness  and 
wisdom,  have  foretold  that  the  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  should  have  an  immense  increase 
as  the  world  grows  older.  Their  predictions  are 
not  a  teaching  of  the  Church.  We  may  credit 
them  or  not,  according  as  we  judge  them  worthy 
of  credit.  But  apart  from  the  authority  of  the 
men  who  uttered  them,  if  we  consider  the  inter- 
ests of  God's  glory,  we  can  sec  ourselves  in  the 
signs  of  the  times,  which  are  coming  on  us,  good 
reason  for  expecting  that  our  Lord  may  i)robably 
80  direct  the  conduct  of  His  holy  Church,  and  the 
thoughts  and  hearts  of  her  faithful  children,  as  to 
make  the  devotion  to  His  beloved  Mother  more 
intense  and  more  active  than  it  has  been  before. 

Time  would  fail  me  to  develop  those  reasons, 
especially  as  I  feel  that  my  discourse  must  be 
drawing  to  its  close.  I  may  only  briefly  mention 
some  of  them.   , 

This  is  an  age  of  pride,  more  than  the  most  pre- 
ceding ages — pride  of  the  acquirements  of  human 
science  and  of  the  powers  of  human  reason.  It  is 
an  age,  also,  of  material  interests,  of  commerce,  of 
manufactures,  of  bodily  comforts.  Now,  in  such 
an  age  it  will  greatly  redound  to  the  glory  of 
God,  if  more  than  ever  is  held  up  for  men's  rev- 
erent admiration  the  wonderful  woman  whose  im- 
mense dignity  is  the  reward  of  God's  regard  for 
her  humility.  "  The  Lord  hath  regarded  the  hu- 
mility of  His  handmaid :  and  He  that  is  mighty 
hath  done  great  things  in  me."  And  since  the 
beauty  and  riches  of  God's  material  creation,  in- 
stead of  filling  men  with  love  for  His  goodness, 
seem  to  be  dragging  them  down  from  Him  and 
fixing  their  thoughts  and  hearts  on  the  playthings 
of  earth,  the  most  befitting  remedy  is  to  draw 
their  attention  to  the  greatest  of  His  spiritual 
works,  and  lift  uj)  their  souls  to  Him  by  the  study 
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of  lier  in  whom  are  concentrated  the  treasures  of 
His  power,  and  wisdom,  and  goodness. 

Still  more — this  is  an  age  of  incredulity.  Not 
exactly  of  infidelity  in  the  most  odious  meaning 
of  the  word;  that  is,  not  of  an  imjiiety  which 
makes  a  boast  of  denying  God,  but  of  a  more  re- 
fined, and  in  some  respects  more  dangerous,  unbe- 
lief which  acknowledges  God  and  professes  rever- 
ence for  His  name,  but  will  not  acknowledge  the 
authority  of  His  teachings  when  they  come  in  con- 
flict with  the  temporal  interests  of  men,  with  pub- 
lic opinion,  or  popular  movements,  or  the  errone- 
ous conclusions  of  men  of  science.  There  is  a 
want  of  practical  belief  of  realizing  in  fact  what 
is  professed  in  words. 

Now,  the  foundation  of  all  practical  faith  among 
Christians  is  a  clear  and  realizing  belief  in  the 
incarnation  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ;  and  I  need 
not  explain  to  you  how  powerfully  this  belief  is 
advanced  by  all  our  devotions  to  His  Blessed 
Mother.  Every  thing  that  we  know  about  her, 
and  every  thing  we  can  possibly  say  about  her,  is 
intimately  connected  with  Jesus,  the  Son  of  God 
made  Man.  Every  event  of  her  life,  every  virtue 
of  her  soul,  was  either  a  preparation  or  a  conse- 
quence of  God's  becoming  man.  Every  festival 
celebrated,  and  every  practice  of  devotion  per- 
formed in  honor  of  her,  necessarily  brings  the 
name  of  Jesus  to  our  lips  and  sets  Him  before  our 
minds  and  hearts,  not  as  some  speculative  or  myth- 
ical person  of  fabulous  ages,  not  as  some  abstract 
ideal  source  of  spiritual  good,  but  as  the  true,  liv- 
ing Son  of  Mary,  who  was  nursed  by  her  at  Beth- 
lehem, who  lived  subject  to  her  at  Nazareth,  who 
suflFered  in  the  Flesh  she  gave  Him,  and  who  now, 
in  that  same  flesh  received  from  her,  sitteth  at 
the  right  hand  of  God,  the  Father  Almighty,  the 
divine  model  of  all  good  sons,  keeping  His  dear 
Mother  in  the  nearest  place  to  Him,  and  loving 
her  beyond  all  His  other  creatures. 

The  honoring  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  then,  nec- 
essarily preserves  and  promotes  the  knowledge 
and  the  love  of  our  Lord,  and  since,  as  we  have 
seen,  God  ordinarily  works  through  instruments, 
it  is  easy  to  understand  that  in  an  age  when  men 
are  practically  losing  sight  of  the  Incarnation, 
He  should  inspire  His  Church  and  her  children 
with  a  livelier  devotion  to  her  than  ever,  as  a  pro- 
test against  the  prevailing  unbelief,  and  as  a 
means  to  make  His  divine  Son  more  known  and 
loved. 

It  is  a  continuance  of  the  old  mystery  of  Beth- 
lehem and  Nazareth.  Our  Lord  still  vouchsafes 
to  have  Mary  give  Him  to  the  world,  and  He 


chooses  to  grow  in  our  hearts  as  He  grew  at  Naz- 
areth under  the  care  of  Mary. 

You  can  see  it  illustrated  in  the  history  of  re- 
ligion among  yourselves.  Some  of  you  can  recall 
when  first  began  to  be  common  the  practice  of 
wearing  the  medal  of  her  Immaculate  Conception. 
And  more  of  you  can  remember  when  the  devo- 
tions of  the  Month  of  May  were  not  yet  heard  of. 
Now,  as  these  devotions  have  grown,  so  also  have 
grown  the  devotions  to  Jesus  in  His  Childhood; 
to  Jesus  on  the  Cross ;  to  His  Sacred  Heart ;  to 
His  most  Precious  Blood;  to  His  Five  Sacred 
Wounds ;  the  Way  of  the  Cross ;  the  Visiting  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament ;  the  Forty  Hours'  Adora- 
tion. 

And  this  grand  occasion,  in  which  we  are  now 
rejoicing — this  Plenary  Council — is  a  testimony 
given  to  the  same  great  truth,  from  the  entire 
country,  in  all  its  broad  extent. 

I  need  not  describe,  what  every  one  so  clearly 
see^,  the  wonderful  spread  of  the  holy  Church 
throughout  this  land,  and  the  solid  foundations 
of  God's  heavenly  grace  on  which  it  rests.  If,  on 
the  map,  you  draw  a  line  across  the  continent, 
from  Maine  to  Vancouver's  Island,  and  then  circle 
around  through  California,  Texas  and  Florida, 
and  along  the  Atlantic  coast  to  Maine  again,  from 
all  these  points,  and  from  all  the  country  inter- 
vening, are  gathered  the  forty-seven  Bishops  and 
Archbishops,  and  the  two  hundred  Priests  who 
represent  the  thousands  of  clergy  and  religious, 
and  the  millions  of  the  laity  rejoicing  in  the  holy 
Catholic  faith,  where,  but  a  few  years  ago,  the 
Church  was  hardly  known.  In  one  diocese,  as  an 
illustration,  and  this  in  an  Eastern  State,  in  the 
year  1847,  there  were  sixteen  churches — now  there 
are  one  hundred  and  seventy-two. 

If  we  seek  for  causes  of  this  wonderful  growth, 
we  must  not  fail  to  reckon  among  them  that  our 
Lord  holds  this  country  in  especial  favor,  because 
it  is  especially  associated  with  the  honor  of  His 
Blessed  Mother.  The  great  Columbys,  in  coming 
to  seek  the  land,  chose  for  his  ship  the  name  of 
Santa  Maria.  The  first  island  he  discovered  he 
named  after  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  and  to  the 
second  he  gave  the  name  of  the  most  pure  Con- 
ception of  His  Blessed  Mother.  It  is  a  sdH  and 
significant  illustration  of  the  spirit  of  the  ages 
which  have  followed — that  the  sacred  name  of 
San  Salvador  has  been  changed  by  late  naviga- 
tors into  a  mean  appellation,  which  I  do  not 
choose  to  mention  here. 

The  first  Bishop  of  the  United  States  chose  for 
the  day  of  his  consecration  the  day  of  our  Lady's 
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triumphant  Assumption  into  heaven,  and  this 
venerable  Cathedral  is  dedicated  likewise  in  hon- 
or of  the  same  great  festival.  The  entire  Cliurch 
of  the  United  States  has  for  its  Patronal  Feast  her 
Immaculate  Conception,  and  at  least  one  church 
in  eveiy  five  throughout  the  whole  country  has 
for  its  Patroness  the  ever  glorious  Mother  of  God. 

Thus,  my  dearly  beloved,  has  God  inspired  our 
people  to  fulfill  the  prophecy  that  "  all  genera- 
tions should  call  her  blessed,"  and  yonr  o^nn  eyes 
witness  in  these  days  how  abundantly  lie  accom- 
plishes, in  our  favor,  the  other  part  of  her  glori- 
ous song:  "He  that  is  mighty  hath  done  great 
things  for  me." 

And  as  for  the  country — so  far  each  one  of  us 
in  our  own  hearts — if  we  desire  that  Jesus  take 
full  possession  of  them  and  reign  supreme,  let  us 
every  day  more  and  more  magnify  His  power  and 
love  by  pouring  out  our  praise  and  blessing  on 
His  mightiest  work  and  His  dearest  friend,  His 
own  blessed  and  beloved  Mather.    Amen. 


AN  EXPLANATION  AND  DEPENOE  OF  THE 
CATHOLIC  DOOTEINE  OF  THE  SAC- 
RIFICE OF  THE  MASS. 

BY   CIX>NFEKT. 

The  End  fob  which  the  Mass  was  iNsriTtrrED 
BY  Christ. 
According  to  the  doctrine    of  the    Catholic 
Church,  the  end  for  which  the  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  was  instituted  is  threefold  : — 

1.  To  leave  to  the  Church  a  form  of  worship, 
worthy  of  the  divine  excellence  and  accomodated 
to  man's  nature. 

2.  To  represent  vividly  and  commemorate  to 
the  end  of  time  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Cross,  by  which 
our  redemption  was  purchased  fully. 

3.  To  apply  that  redemption  to  our  souls. 

The  Mass  is,  therefore,  (1.)  a  latreutic  ;  (2.)  an 
eucharistic  ;  (3.)  an  appUcatory  and  a  commemo- 
rative sacrifice. 

(  1. )  It  is  latreutic :  that  is,  a  sacrifice  offered 
to  God,  and  to  God  only,  in  adoration  of  His  infi- 
nite majesty,  excellence  and  perfections.  It  thus 
forms  a  fitting  link,  binding  together  the  visible 
society  of  the  faithful  on  earth,  with  one  Supreme 
worship.  It  is  eucharistic:  that  is,  a  sacrifice 
which  may  be  appropriately  offered  to  God  in 
thanlisgiving  for  the  countless  favors  bestowed 
upon  His  creatures.     No  other  mode  of  thanksgiv- 


ing is  higher,  or  more  excellent,  or  more  suitable 
to  the  Divine  goodness. 

( 2.  )  It  is  a  commemorative,  or  representative 
sacrifice ;  it  exhibits  the  sacrifice  of  the  Cross  to 
view  more  accurately  than  the  mirror  exhibits  the 
object,  or  the  echo  the  sound  which  caused  its 
birth.  For  it  contains  not  only  the  image,  but 
also  the  reality  which  it  represents.  Thus  the 
separate  pronunciation  of  the  consecrating  words 
over  the  separated  elements  signifies  the  separution 
of  the  Body  and  Blood,  and  effects  it  according  to 
the  extent  and  manner  of  the  signification.  In 
the  first  place,  the  words  "this  is  My  Body," 
prononnccd  over  the  Host,  act  immediately  and 
directly  on  the  Body  otUy  and  by  near  contact,  as 
it  were,  draw  and  unite  it  to  the  accidents  of 
bread ;  and  the  words,  "  this  is  the  Chalice  of 
My  Blood,"  pronounced  over  the  cap  directly  affect 
the  sacred  Blood  only,  and  similarly  place  it  under 
the  appearances  of  wine.  The  double  form  acts 
upon  the  Victim  like  a  sword  with  a  double 
blade,  one  of  which  touching  the  Body  only,  and 
the  other  the  Blood,  would  actually  separate  them, 
if  the  link  by  which  they  are  united,  could  ever 
again  be  severed.  In  the  second  place,  they  ap- 
pear as  if  they  were  actually  separated.  For  the 
Body  is  visibly  present  under  the  appearance  of 
bread,  in  one  place,  the  Blood  under  the  appear- 
ance of  wine,  in  another.  In  this  manner  the 
Victim  is  invested  with  all  the  outward  signs  of 
that  bloody  immolation  He  once  suffered  in  the 
flesh,  — an  immolation  effected  and  consummated 
by  the  gradual  and  total  separation  of  His  blood 
from  the  channels  of  His  body.  This  seems  to 
be  the  sense  in  which  the  Catholic  Church  calls 
the  Mass  a  representative  and  corrnnemoratiise  sacrifice. 

In  the  third  place,  if  we  pass  in  fancy  within 
the  shell  in  which  the  Victim  lies  upon  our  al- 
tars, and  view  Him  in  the  state  to  which  He  is, 
(so  to  say,)  reduced,  we  shall  discover  another  and 
perhaps  a  more  striking  likeness  between  His 
bloody  and  His  unbloody  immolation.  The 
crowning  part  of  His  immolation  on  Calvary  was 
the  death  which  followed.  His  body  became  stiff 
and  motionless ;  His  soul  lost  all  influence  over 
it;  and  life,  which  is  the  principle  of  action,  be- 
came extinct.  All  this  is  very  vividly  represented 
in  the  sacrifice  of  the  altar.  There  the  rigidity 
of  death  seems  again  to  have  seized  on  His  sacred 
Body  :  it  can  not  (as  in  that  state,  according  to 
the  almost  unanimous  teaching  of  theologians) 
move  a  single  muscle ;  it  can  not  see,  it  can  not 
hear ;  it  lies  motionless  and  powerless  in  the  Sac- 
rament as  in  the  sepulcher.     The  soul  can  excer_ 
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ciac"  •  influence  over  it ;  the  intellect  can  not  see 
it  as  the  medium  through  which  it  looks  out 
upon  and  acquires  a  knowledge  of  the  world 
around.  If  the  will  were  to  call  upon  it  in  this 
sacramental  condition,  it  could  not  obey  its  voice 
by  any  physical  movement.  The  link,  that  unites 
the  Body  and  the  Soul  in  this  unbloody  state  of 
immolation,  is  almost  as  useless  for  all  purposes  of 
life  and  action  as  if  the  separation  af  death  again 
took  place.  Hence,  it  may  be  justly  said,  that  the 
Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  is  a  licrfect  image  of  the 
hloody  death  upon  the  cross:  it  not  only  repre- 
sents to  view  the  separation  of  the  body  and  blood, 
but  the  separation  of  the  body  and  soul :  that  is, 
not  only  the  manner  of  the  death,  but  equivalently 
the  death  itself.  It  is  representative,  therefore,  and 
commemorative  in  a  sense  far  diflferent  from  that 
in  which  we  apply  the  same  word  to  the  patriar- 
chal and  Mosaic  sacrifices.  These  were  figures 
without  the  reality,  shadows  without  the  sub- 
stance, which  were  cast  upon  the  elder  ages  to 
announce  its  promised  coming,  and  were  destined 
to  pass  away  when  its  beams  would  have  dawned 
upon  the  world. 

(  3. )  It  is  an  applicatory  sacrifice,  by  which 
Christ  applies  to  us  the  merits  of  the  Cross.  That 
application  is  made,  no  matter  what  may  be  the 
merits  of  the  secondary  minister  who  visibly  oflFers. 
The  good  dispositions  of  the  earthly  delegated 
priest,  have,  of  course,  their  own  reward.  But  we 
speak  here  of  that  efficacy  which  it  has,  in  as  much 
as  it  proceeds  from  Christ,  who  principally  offers. 
This  efficacy  does  not  in  any  way  derogate  from 
that  of  the  great  Sacrifice  on  Calvary,  which  was 
the  full  and  only  price  paid  for  our  redemption. 
On  the  contrary,  it  supposes  and  depends  on  it. 
The  efficacy  of  the  sacrifice  of  the  Cross,  consisted, 
first :  in  purchasing  God's  consent  to  have  us  re- 
stored to  His  friendship ;  second :  in  purchasing 
the  immense  treasury  of  grace  necessary  for  that 
restoration  ;  and  third :  in  purchasing  the  internal 
and  external  means  by  which  we  lay  hold  indi- 
vidually of  the  riches  it  contains.  Of  these  means 
the  Mass,  according  to  the  Catholic  Church,  is 
the  first  and  chiefest.  It  is  a  channel,  through 
which  the  waters  of  grace  flow  in  upon  us;  but 
these  waters  have  their  source  in  the  Cross.  It  is 
the  very  perfection  of  that  mediation  by  which 
Christ  not  only  "  merited  pardon,  but  applies  it 
also," — applies  it  not  as  in  other  ordinances  He  has 
established  for  the  same  purpose.  For  here  He  is 
really  and  substantially  present,  body  and  blood, 
soul  and  divinity,  and  places  us  in  possession  of 
those  goods  He  bought  and  fully  paid  for  eighteen 


hundred  and  odd  years  ago  on  the  slope  of  Cal- 
vary.    A  few  questions  may  be  usefully  asked : 

Firstly :  For  whom  does  the  Mass  procure  these 
graces  ? 

It  procures  them  for  all  persons  in  this  life  and 
in  the  next,  in  proportion  to  their  different  con- 
ditions and  capacities  of  receiving  them.  Unlike 
the  Sacraments,  which  apply  the  merits  of  the 
Cross  only  to  those  by  whom  they  are  received, 
the  Sacrifice  applies  them  to  all,  for  whom  it  is 
offered  ;  it  applies  them  to  ourselves  and  others, 
to  the  living  and  the  dead.  Firstly,  for  the  dead, 
who  have  fought  the  good  fight  and  have  won  the 
crown,  but  who  must  suffer  for  a  time  before  they 
can  receive  it :  the  Mass  obtains,  according  to  the 
mode  appointed  by  God,  remission  of  the -tempo- 
ral punishment  due  when  they  departed  this  life. 

Secondly :  for  the  living  it  obtains  remotely,  or 
proximately,  the  remission  of  their  sins,  as  well 
as  of  the  punishment  and  satisfaction  due  for 
them.  Finally,  for  all :  it  appeases  God's  wrath, 
and  arrests  His  avenging  arm.  It  is,  therefore,  a 
truly  propitiatory  sacrifice.  Nay,  it  not  only  pro- 
pitiates God  when  angered  by  sin,  but  also  pro- 
cures from  him  all  temporal  and  spiritual  blessings 
suited  to  our  different  wants  and  states.  It  is 
an  universal  instrument,  which,  unlike  the  Sacra- 
ments, is  not  limited  to  any  one  function  in  the 
dispensation  of  God's  graces.  It  takes  in  on 
all  sides,  like  a  spiritual  prism,  the  lights  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  and  communicates  them  to  us. 

Secondly  :  In  what  manner  does  it  produce  these 
effects? 

For  the  dead  it  obtains  immediate  and  direct 
release  from  the  temporal  punishment  according 
to  the  measure  of  the  remission.  For  tJie  living  it 
obtains  release,  or  the  means  of  release  from  sin, 
by  placing  at  their  disposal  the  "grace  and  gift 
of  penance."  As  reason  leads  the  soul  through 
the  darkness  of  unbelief  to  the  portals  of  Faith, 
so  these  graces  lead  it  through  the  darkness  of 
its  sinful  condition  to  the  portals  of  justification. 
But  it  must  not  reject  their  guidance ;  it  must  not 
cling  with  lingering  attachment  to  the  sins  from 
which  they  would  divorce  it.  Otherwise  the  Sac- 
rifice, like  the  Sacrament,  will  be  powerless  to 
assist  them. 

The  Church  does  not  tell  us  whether  it  produ- 
ces these  effects  according  to  a  fixed  law  or  prom- 
ise, by  which  its  divine  Founder  might  have 
annexed  them  to  it :  or  whether  the  measure  of 
its  fruits  be  not,  in  the  present  economy  of  the 
dispensation  of  grace,  dependent  without  any 
promise  as  to  the  amount  on  the  free  will  and 
goodness  of  God,  who,  seeing  His  well-beloved 
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Son  placed  upon  the  altar,  like  the  Lamb  that 
was  once  slain,  is  moved  thereby  to  give  us  the 
graces  we  ask  or  need,  according  to  the  measure 
of  His  own  good  will  and  pleasure. 

Again,  the  Catholic  Church  teaches,  that  the 
Mass  may  be  offered  for  the  saints  also.  It  is 
offered  for  them  but  not  to  them :  for  it  is  a  true 
and  proper  sacriflce,  the  crown  of  public  worship, 
and  can,  therefore,  be  presented  to  God  alone. 
It  is  offered  for  them  to  thank  Him  for  the  graces 
He  has  bestowed  upon  them,  for  the  rich  merits 
with  which  He  has  enabled  them  to  fill  the  treas- 
ury of  the  Church,  and  for  tlie  light  of  their  ex- 
ample which  illumines  her  from  their  thrones  on 
high,  as  from  countless  "  stars  that  shine  in  the 
kingdom  of  heaven."  It  is  offered  to  excite  their 
sympathy  for  us  poor  pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears, 
and  for  the  faithful  but  suffering  members  of  the 
Church  in  that  sadder  vale  of  tears  beyond  the 
grave,  the  purgatorial  prison. 

Finally,  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  contains  in  a 
transcendent  degree  all  the  perfections  of  the 
Mosaic  sacrifices,  gathers  the  scattered  rays  beam- 
ing through  the  other  ordinances  of  grace  into  a 
single  focus,  and  sjjreads  them  with  an  infinitely 
increased  lustre  abroad  over  the  wide  domain 
of  the  Catholic  Church ;  aye,  and  into  the  abode 
of  the  faithful  souls  departed,  and  puts  its  pain 
and  gloom  to  flight.  It  unites  together  the  dif- 
ferent portions  of  God's  people  in  this  life  and  in 
the  next, — unites  them  in  thanksgiving  and  ado- 
ration around  the  altar  on  which  the  living  God 
is  present,  as  they  shall  be  hereafter  united  around 
His  throne  in  heaven. 

Such  is,  in  brief,  the  Catholic  doctrine  of  the 
Eucharistic  Sacrifice.  No  well-regulated  mind, 
considering  it  calmly  and  dispassionately,  can 
deny  that  its  parts  make  harmony  with  themselves. 
No  well-regulated  heart,  if  prejudice  did  not 
mar  its  promptings,  would  hesitate  to  choose,  in 
preference  to  every  other  system,  that  which 
brings  us  into  such  close  relationship  not  only 
with  the  angelic  choirs  and  blessed  dead,  but 
with  God  Himself.  One  of  the  ablest  opponents 
of  the  Mass,  admits  that  it  is  among  the  most  beau- 
tiful creations  of  the  "human  genius"  of  that 
Church,  which  knows  so  well  how  to  accomodate 
its  doctrines  and  its  practises  to  the  wants  and 
sympathies  of  fallen  nature.  But  is  it  "  a  creation 
of  human  genius  ?"  This  question  brings  us  to 
the  second  part  of  the  promise  made  in  the  com- 
mencement of  these  papers,  to  the  proof  of  the 
doctrine  we  have  explained. 

[to  bk  continued.] 


From  a  recent  number  of  the  8an  Fr^^i^^sco 
Monitor,  which  a  kind  friend  has  sent  xis,  we 
learn  that  we,  unintentionally,  did  injustice  to 
that  able  Journal,  by  crediting  an  article  that  first 
appeared  in  it,  to  another  paper  from  which  we 
took  the  article. 

Of  course  we  were  not  to  blame.  Who  ever  ad 
mits  that?  But  really  in  this  case  we  were  not ; 
having  had  but  rarely  the  pleasure  of  reading  the 
Monitor,  as  it  never  finds  its  way  directly  from 
San  Francisco  to  the  Ave  office,  we  had  no 
means  of  knowing  that  the  gifted  writer  of  the 
poetry  we  copied,  wrote  exclusively  for  that  pa- 
per. On  the  other  hand,  the  paper  to  which  we 
gave  credit  coming  to  us  every  week,  and  always 
welcomed,  (as  would  be  the  Monitor  if  it  came)  * 
had  impressed  us  with  the  firm  conviction  that  the 
learned  Editor  was  a  good  judge  of  poetry,  how- 
ever much  our  faith  in  him  as  a  judge  of  pictures 
may  have  been  shaken ;  we  therefore  thought  it 
quite  natural  that  excellent  poetry  should  be 
found  in  its  columns. 

In  the  present  number  we  present  our  readers 
with  a  poem  from  the  pen  of  Marie,  written  ex- 
pressly for  the  Ave  Maria  ;  and  we  feel  assured 
that  the  Monitor  will  be  pleased  that  our  Blessed 
Mother  has  received  this  valuable  accession  to  the 
ranks  of  the  regular  contributors  to  her  journal. 

We  would  that  all  were  animated  by  the  same 
sentiments  as  those  expressed  in  the  letter  of  Ma- 
rie, from  which  we  take  the  following  extracts, — 
assuring  her  that  we  think  the  edification  that 
may  be  derived  from  them  will  more  than  justify 
us  in  disregarding  any  reluctance  on  her  part  to 
publishing  them : 

"  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  Jan.  7,  1867. 

"  Bev.  Father :  Having  seen  your  .very  kind 
notice  of  my  attempt  at  verse-making,  entitled 
"  The  Royal  Catechist,"  I  take  the  liberty  to  ad- 
dress you,  and  to  comply  with  your  invitation  to 
add  my  small  mite  to  your  literary  store  of  the 
beautiful  Ave  Maria.  Accordingly  I  enclose  a 
poem  on  '  The  Holy  Childhood.'  Should  you 
deem  it  worthy  a  place  in  the  pages  of  your  ex- 
cellent periodical,  I  shall  feel  truly  honored ;  for 
it  is  indeed  a  privilege  to  sing  the  praises,  of  our 
Blessed  Mother  and  of  her  Divine  Son. 

"  I  have  also  the  presumption  to  beg  a  favor — 
may  I  be  permitted  to  become  a  member  of  the 
Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  ? 

"With  an  earnest  request  that  you  will  occa- 
sionally remember  me  in  your  prayers,  I  remain, 
"  Very  Rev.  Father,  very  respectfully, 

"  MARIE." 
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THE   LION'S   DEN. 

A  LEGEND. 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'Appi.ly.] 

If  in  their  fervent  devotion  to  Mary,  her  faith- 
ful servants  sometimes  accomplish  prodigies,  how 
many  miraculous  favors,  in  recompense,  has  not 
the  Blessed  Virgin  conferred  upon  them  ! 

The  Abyssinians,  converted  by  the  first  disci- 
ples of  the  Apostles,  peaceably  followed  the  re- 
ligion of  their  fathers,  and  obeyed  their  dark- 
hued  emperor  without  murmuring,  for  he  was  the 
descendant,  they  affirmed,  of  the  great  King  Sol- 
omon. After  ten  centuries,  however,  a  Nestorian 
heretic  came  to  alarm  their  consciences,  to  sap 
their  faith,  and  to  overthrow  their  whole  creed. 

Philip  was  tall  of  stature  and  noble  of  counte- 
nance. He  had  a  powerful  voice  and  an  imposing 
command  of  language ;  he  knew  how  to  orna- 
ment his  discourses  with  those  magic  words  which 
inflate  the  popular  imagination  and  ring  again  in 
the  hearts  of  multitudes.  He  had  the  art  of  tak- 
ing reason  by  surprise  and  putting  wisdom  at 
fault ;  he  did  not  claim  to  be  a  rigorous  logician, 
but  he  made  use  of  seductive  images  and  compar- 
isons; in  default  of  arguments,  he  multiplied 
phrases,  amused  the  ear,  and  mirrored  before  the 
eyes  the  false  pearls  of  a  brilliant  but  empty  elo- 
quence. 

The  eastern  nations  arc  always  disposed  to  feed 
their  minds  with  high-sounding  terms,  and  the 
deceitful  words  of  the  Nestorian  led  astray  a 
great  number  of  Abyssinians. 

Philip  did  not  content  himself  with  denying 
the  hypostatic  union  of  the  divine  nature  with 
the  human  in  the  Person  of  Jesus  Christ;  he 
strove  also  to  establish  that  the  Holy  Ghost  did 
not  proceed  from  God  the  Father,  and  he  de- 
claimed against  the  holy  Virgin,  whose  crown  he 
robbed  of  the  most  glorious  of  her  titles — that  of 
Mother  of  God. 

The  laxity  of  his  doctrine]  drew  to  his  party 
many  people  who  were  indifferent  to  religion,  but 
who  hoped,  under  the  cloak  of  heresy,  to  glut 
their  passions  the  more  easily,  or  to  follow  the 
stratagems  of  politics  more  securely. 

The  scourge  spread  with  such  rapid  contagion 
that  the  Negus,  sovereign  of  the  country,  to  arrest 
the  evil,  sent  for  a  celebrated  monk,  named  Elsa, 
to  come  to  his  court. 

Elsa  was  an  Indian,  but  his  virtues,  his  talents, 
and  his  zeal,  had  rendered  him  worthy  of  admis- 
sion into  the  order  of  Friar-Preachers. 


He  was  small  and  unattractive  in  appearance. 
Nurtured  in  fast  and  abstinence,  he  seemed  to 
have  scarcely  strength  enough  to  stand.  Never- 
theless, his  eyes  shot  forth  fire,  and  when  his 
shrill  voice  was  raised  among  the  multitude  it 
had  the  irresistible  force  of  the  thunderbolt. 

Surprised  at  his  modest  and  poor  exterior,  the 
Negus  could  scarcely  restrain  himself  from  treat- 
ing him  with  contemjit ;  he  did  not  believe  him 
capable  of  fulfilling  the  task  he  had  intended  to 
trust  to  him,  and  he  repented  of  having  sum- 
moned him  to  his  court. 

"  Is  it  thou,"  he  asked  distrustfully,  "  who 
causest  all  my  dominions  to  re-echo  with  the  re- 
nown of  thy  preaching?" 

AVounded  in  his  humility  by  this  flattering 
question,  the  religious  stammered,  hesitated,  and 
could  scarcely  articulate  a  short  answer. 

The  regret  of  the  monarch  was  redoubled.  He 
despaired  of  him,  and  now  only  sought  for  some 
means  of  sending  him  home  without  affronting 
him. 

"Heresy,"  observed  he,  with  the  design  of 
frightening  him,  "has  roared  around  us  more 
loudly  than  tigers  and  lions.  I  have  summoned 
thee  to  make  it  lower  its  head  and  reduce  its  voice 
to  silence." 

"  My  Lord,"  replied  Elsa  modestly,  "  God  has  no 
need  of  human  aid  to  accomplish  His  works ;  He 
can  confound  error  by  the  voice  of  the  humblest 
of  His  servants." 

"  Dost  thou  dare  to  undertake  it,  and  wilt  thou 
strive  against  the  eagle  of  our  mountains  ?" 

"  I  dare,  with  the  help  of  the  AU-Powerful." 

"  But  thou  dost  not  know  the  heretic ;  he  has 
the  stature  of  a  cedar,  and  his  voice  distills  the 
wine  of  the  palm  tree ;  his  gaze  fascinates  like 
that  of  the  serpent ;  he  has  already  deceived  the 
half  of  my  subjects." 

"The  Holy  Spirit  whom  he  blasphemes  will 
speak  against  him  and  destroy  all  his  charms." 

"  May  God  speed  thy  words,  then !  Since  thy 
confidence  is  strong  as  the  ebony-tree,  I  will  give 
orders  for  the  strife." 

He  summoned  Philip  to  appear  on  the  morrow 
in  the  grand  square  of  Gondar,  his  capital,  there 
to  sustain  the  truth  of  his  doctrines  against  the 
monk,  in  presence  of  the  great  men,  of  the  chiefs 
of  tribes,  and  ancients  of  the  "people,  who  would 
decide  on  which  side  lay  truth  and  faith. 

The  rest  of  the  day  was  employed  in  preparing 
the  place  for  this  theological  tournament.  An 
enclosure  was  made  and  furnished  with  seats. 
Two  pulpits  were  set  up  for  the  two  orators,  and 
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a  throne  was  erected  for  the  Negus,  whence  he 
could  view  the  whole  assembly. 

The  heretic  flattered  himself  that  he  would  ob- 
tain a  brilliant  triumph.  He  passed  the  whole 
night  in  studying  the  speech  he  intended  to  de- 
liver. He  did  not,  however,  apply  himself  to  the 
arrangement  of  his  arguments,  as  a  general  would 
arrange  his  battalions,  but  he  sought  for  ideas  the 
most  likely  to  dazzle ;  he  collected  all  those 
phrases  which  would  act  upon  the  masses  and 
please  the  fancy  of  the  multitude. 

"When  he  had  completed  his  work  he  found  it 
so  perfect  that  he  admired  it  himself,  and  went  to 
sleep  in  the  proud  certainty  of  success. 

On  his  side,  Elsa  prepared  himself  for  the  strife, 
but  by  prayer  and  mortification.  He  asked  of 
God  to  put  into  his  heart  the  necessary  inspira- 
tion, and  to  give  him  persuasive  words. 

At  the  appointed  hour  the  Negus  ascended  his 
throne,  surrounded  by  all  the  luxury  of  these  cli- 
mates, and  escorted  by  his  whole  court.  The 
chiefs  of  tribes  placed  themselves  gravely,  each 
one  according  to  his  rank,  on  the  benches  destined 
for  them.  The  people,  attentive  and  silent, 
thronged  the  bars  of  the  enclosure,  and  the  two 
orators  ascended  the  pulpits. 

The  contrast  between  their  respective  statures 
and  attitudes  forcibly  struck  that  vast  assemblage, 
who  attached  so  much  importance  to  bodily  vig- 
or ;  no  one  doubted  that  the  Dominican  would  be 
vanquished. 

"  What !"  said  they,  in  their  imaginative  lan- 
guage, "  shall  the  panther  compare  himself  with 
the  tiger,  or  the  hyssop  equal  the  palm  tree  ?" 

"  God  is  great,"  answered  an  old  man.  •'  The 
cedar  is  the  king  of  our  forests,  and  yet  produces 
no  fruits ;  it  is  the  humble  herbs  that  furnish  the 
bread  upon  which  we  live." 

"  I  hope,"  said  a  young  man,  "  that  the  giant 
will  chastise  the  pride  of  this  dwarf." 

There  was,  perhaps,  among  all  that  concourse, 
but  one  single  man  who  desired  the  triumph  of 
the  religious, — it  was  the  monarch,  and  in  desir- 
ing it  he  did  not  hope  for  it. 

But  all  comments  suddenly  ceased.  Philip  had 
begun  to  speak. 

lie  perceived  the  prepossession  of  the  auditory 
in  his  favor,  and  he  used  it  to  crush  the  monk 
with  the  weight  of  his  haughty  raillery.  He  re- 
proached him  with  the  smallness  of  his  stature, 
and  with  the  simplicity  of  his  exterior  ;  he  then 
displayed  all  the  pomps  of  his  phrases  and  hyper- 
bole. He  thought  to  silence  the  modesty  of  the 
religious,  to  disconcert  his  courage,  and  to  put  him 
out  of  countenance. 


Such  is  the  advantage  of  humility.  Elsa  was 
in  no  way  discompose  I  by  the  contempt  and  the 
insult  which  the  heretic  heaped  upon  him.  He 
did  not  feel  cast  down,  because  he  had  never 
puffed  himself  uj),  and  since  pride  had  built  him 
no  throne,  he  could  not  be  precipitated  from  it. 

He  listened  then  to  the  Nestorian  without 
anger  or  grief,  and  penetrating  the  very  depths  of 
his  discourse,  he  remembered  all  his  arguments. 

When  Philip  had  ceased  to  speak,  his  parti- 
sans arose  with  one  accord,  and  overwhelmed 
him  with  acclamations. 

"  He  is  right,"  cried  they,  "  he  is  right !"  "  "Why 
should  we  stay  to  hear  more  ?  And  what  does 
this  white-hooded  monk  want  to  say  ?" 

Enthusiasm  is  contagious,  even  when  it  is  fac- 
titious, and  the  entire  multitude  agitated  their 
arms  in  the  air,  and  would  have  hindered  the 
Dominican  from  speaking. 

A  single  look,  however,  from  Elsa,  astonished 
the  people  and  imposed  silence  upon  them.  The 
preacher  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  no  one 
dared  to  interrupt  him  In  as  great  a  measure  as 
Philip  had  been  haughty,  insolent,  contemptuous, 
the  monk  showed  himself  modest,  charitable, 
logical.  Then,  when  he  had  captivated  his  au- 
ditors, he  examined  one  after  another,  all  the  argu- 
ments produced  by  his  adversary,  weighed  them, 
and  showed  their  futility  and  emptiness. 

When  he  came  to  the  praises  of  the  Virgin, 
his  accents  became  so  sweet,  so  powerful  and  so 
persuasive,  that  the  throng  believed  they  heard  a 
seraph  singing  a  hymn  to  the  glory  of  the  Queen 
of  the  angels.  Transjwrted  by  the  brilliancy 
and  the  truth  of  his  teachings,  the  people  could 
not  let  him  finish  his  discourse,  and  interrupted 
him  by  their  applause. 

Philip  retired,  attended  by  confusion  and 
hisses,  and  a  great  number  of  heretics  were  con- 
verted that  day  to  Catholic  orthodoxy. 

The  grand  N«?gus,  glad  and  joyous,  descended 
from  his  throne  and  embraced  the  Dominican. 
He  did  not  permit  him  to  retire,  but  retained  him 
near  his  person,  and  lodged  him  in  his  palace. 

The  favors  his  adversary  enjoyed,  and  the 
shame  of  his  defeat,  far  from  enlightening  the 
Nestorian,  only  embittered  him  the  more.  In- 
stead of  nobly  confessing  his  errors  and  return- 
ing to  the  truth,  he  connected  himself  with  all 
the  factious  and  discontented,  and  now  worked 
not  only  to  sap  the  faith,  but  also  to  overthrow 
the  throne  and  authority  of  the  Negus. 

The  monarch  was  not  long  in  ignorance  of  his 
designs.     Certain  faithful  subjects,  whom  the  con- 
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spirators  had  the  imprudence  to  tempt,  divulged 
the  whole  plot  laid  agaiust  him,  and  named  the 
author  of  it. 

Seized  with  fury  at  this  news,  the  sovereign 
would  have  had  Philip  beheaded,  if  the  religious 
had  not  interceded  in  his  favor.  He  ordered  the 
Nestorian  to  be  brought  before  him,  and  ad- 
dressed him  the  following  reproaches  and  threats  : 

*'  Why  dost  thou  seek  to  stir  up  children  against 
their  father,  and  subjects  against  their  king?" 

"My  lord,"  answered  Philip,  hypocritically, 
"  my  enemies  have  two  tongues  in  their  mouths, 
and—" 

"  The  lie  in  thy  throat !"  interrupted  the  Negus, 
more  irritated  still.  "  Death  was  on  thy  breast, 
if  Elsa  had  not  turned  it  aside.  Without  his 
prayers,  the  heel  of  my  indignation  would  have 
broken  thy  head.  But  have  a  care,  the  viper  is 
under  the  paw  of  the  lion  ;  and  if  it  turns  and 
hisses  at  him,  he  will  crush  it," 

Philip  did  not  profit  by  this  warning.  On  the 
contrary  he  redoubled  his  intrigues ;  he  pressed 
his  accomplices  to  hasten  the  hour  and  hurry  the 
execution  of  their  plot. 

When  he  was  made  aware  of  this,  the  Negus 
had  the  conspirator  seized ;  they  bound  him  hand 
and  foot  and  cast  him  alive  into  a  den,  where  the 
king  kept  four  Nubian  lions. 

The  ferocious  animals  sprang  upon  him  roar- 
ing ;  they  tore  him  limb  from  limb  whilst  quar- 
reling over  the  body.  Scarcely  could  the  shreds 
of  the  garments  be  found  which  the  unfortunate 
man  wore. 

The  conspirators,  furious  at  seeing  their  de- 
signs paralyzed  and  their  chief  punished,  to- 
gether with  the  heretics  who  were  attached  to 
him  from  a  religious  motive,  reunited  their 
strength  to  avenge  him. 

They  excited  the  mob, — unstable  ocean  moved 
by  every  puflF  of  air, — ami  stirred  up  a  tumult 
about  the  royal  palace.  Then  mixing  with  the 
seditious  throng,  they  clamored  for  the  death  of 
the  Dominican. 

"By  Solomon,  author  of  my  race,"  cried  the 
Negus,  "I  will  not  condemn  the  innocent.  Ye 
have  seen  the  heretic  torn  in  pieces  by  the  teeth 
of  lions :  if  he  had  preached  true  doctrine,  God 
would  not  have  failed  to  send  his  angels  to  snatch 
him  from  the  jaws  of  ferocious  beasts." 

To  this  imprudent  justification  of  his  severity 
the  factious  replied :  "  Let  Elsa  be  exposed  to 
the  same  beasts.  If  God  saves  him,  we  will  be- 
lieve in  his  doctrine." 

The  prince  found  himself  in  a  greater  dilemma 


than  before.  He  would  not  deliver  up  the  monk 
to  certain  death,  and  he  saw  that  the  excited 
multitude  only  waited  for  a  pretext  to  rush  to 
arms.  He  was  alarmed,  and  had  neither  the 
weakness  to  yield  to  their  clamors,  nor  the  cour- 
age to  resist  them  openly. 

In  this  perplexity,  and  whilst  one  of  his  offi- 
cers was  amusing  the  populace  with  negotiations 
and  harangues,  the  Negus  hastened  to  the  relig- 
ious, and  frankly  explained  to  him  the  situation. 
He  begged  him  to  escape  by  a  secret  door,  and 
place  himself  in  safety, 

"Please  God,"  said  Elsa,  "my  life  shall  never 
be  a  danger  to  your  mightiness!  I  will  go  down 
into  the  lion's  den.  If  God  would  save  the 
people  by  a  miracle,  he  will  draw  me  from  the 
abyss,  and  at  least,  these  men  who  ask  a  sign 
shall  see  that  martyrs  know  how  to  die," 

He  made  them  open  the  door  of  the  palace, 
and  presented  himself  to  the  multitude,  saying 
in  a  loud  voice  : 

"  Cast  me  to  the  lions  !" 

Astonished  at  his  heroism,  the  Abyssinians  be- 
gan to  compassionate  him.  They  gave  way  re- 
spectfully to  let  him  pass,  and  many  pitied  him, 
and  murmured  in  his  favor, 

Elsa  walked  with  a  firm  step,  but  with  a  mod- 
est countenance.  He  went  to  die  without  display 
or  ostentation,  with  evangelical  simplicity,  and 
the  sublime  humility  of  a  confessor. 

It  was  within  a  little  of  the  hour  at  which  the 
lions  were  supplied  with  their  ordinary  meal, 
and  these  sanguinary  animals  were  impatiently 
tossing  about  in  their  den,  their  throats  burning, 
beating  their  sides  and  uttering  hungry  roars. 

The  heretics,  thirsting  none  the  less  for  the 
blood  of  Elsa,  rejoiced  among  themselves  and 
gloated  in  desire  over  the  spectacle  of  his  tortures. 
They  frightened  those  who,  moved  with  pity, 
offered  up  their  prayers  for  the  religious. 

Elsa  would  not  consent  that  they  should  bind 
his  hands  and  feet.  He  went  down  quietly  into 
the  den,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross  and  invok- 
ing the  Holy  Virgin. 

At  the  sight  of  him  the  lions  roared  with  fury 
and  delight.  They  precipitated  themselves  upon 
him.  The  throng  could  not  restrain  a  cry  of  an- 
guish, and  recoiled  in  spite  of  itself  by  a  move- 
ment of  fright  and  compassion. 

The  Negus  shut  himself  up,  weeping  with  re- 
gret for  having  trembled  in  presence  of  the  mob, 
and  he  prayed  heaven  to  watch  over  the  monk, 
whom  he  had  not  the  power  to  save  from  death. 

However,  some  men  of  the  multitude  advanced 
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inquisitively  to  the  brink  of  the  den,  and  called 
their  companions  to  show  them  the  sight  they  be- 
held there. 

They  saw  Elsa  sitting  peacefully  in  the  midst 
of  the  lions.  These  monsters,  less  cruel  than  men, 
were  lying  around  him.  He  was  caressing  them 
with  his  hand,  and  they  were  licking  his  feet. 

The  monarch,  being  told  of  the  prodigy,  ran  to 
the  spot,  and  made  the  Dominican  come  out  of 
the  den.  The  multitude  followed  him  to  the 
Church.  After  hymns  of  thanksgiving,  Elsa  had 
the  joy  of  seeing  the  greater  part  of  the  heretics 
return  to  the  orthodox  faith,  being  converted  by 
the  miracle. 


APPEOBATION  OF  ET.  EEV.  J.  SWEENY. 


Saint  John,  New  Bkunswick, 
January  31st  1867. 
Fcry  Rev.  Dear  Sir :  I  should  have  sent  my 
subscription  long  since  for  the  Aye  Marlv,  which 
you  have  had  the  kindness  to  send  me  since  its 
commencement ;  but  my  absence  in  Europe  dur- 
ing a  considerable  portion  of  the  past  year,  as 
well  as  the  difficulty  of  procuring  your  currency, 
prevented  me  from  sending  it  sooner.  I  enclose 
you  a  twenty  dollar  bill,  ($20)  as  my  life  sub- 
scription. 

I  wish  you  every  success  in  your  excellent  and 
pious  undertaking,  and  pray  that  it  may  be  in- 
strumental in  spreading  devotion  more  and  more 
over  this  wide  continent,  towards  the  most  Holy 
and  Immaculate  Mother  of  Our  Lord. 
I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Very  faithfully.  Yours  in  Christ, 

J.  SWEENY, 
Bishop  of  Saint  John,  New  Brunswick. 


We  have  received  the  full  report  of  the  mirac- 
ulous cure  that  occurred  on  the  1st  of  January,  at 
Point  Levy,  near  Qael)ec.  The  document  is  writ- 
ten by  the  Rev.  Mother  Superioress  of  the  Con- 
vent in  which  it  happened,  and  of  itself  is  ex- 
ceedingly interesting.  The  testimony  of  the  Doc- 
tor is  appended  thereto,  and  leaves  no  doubt  in 
any  candid  mind  as  to  the  supernatural  interfer- 
ence to  which  the  cure  is  attributed.  The  Cath 
olic  papers  have  already  given  to  the  public  the 
substance  of  this  wonderful  cure,  and  have  even 
spoken  of  the  Episcopal  declaration  warranting 
the  fact.  We  regret  the  good  Mother  did  not 
subjoin  that  additional  document. 

In  justice  to  the  excellent  Community  where 


the  cure  took  place,  as  well  as  to  our  readers  and 
ourselves,  we  have  deemed  it  better  to  postpone 
the  publication  of  the  moving  account,  until  we 
have  received  the  written  judgment  of  His  Grace, 
the  Archbishop  of  Quebec,  to  whom  it  belongs 
by  right  to  pronounce  authoritatively  on  the  na- 
ture of  such  facts.  Our  course  is  the  more  openly 
dictated  by  the  publicity  the  event  has  already 
obtained,  and  by  the  general  edification  it  is  cal- 
culated to  create,  when  presented  to  the  reading 
public,  as  such  facts  should  always  be  presented, 
viz  :  accompanied  with  the  evidences  and  the  tes- 
timonies from  which  they  borrow  their  weight 
and  value. 


For  the  Ave  Maria. 

AN  INVITATION. 

Come  to  Mary,  all  that  labor, 

See  her  tender  heart  invites, 
For  her  children  sympathizing, 

Mary  here  with  love  unites. 
O  come,  if  thou  art  weary ! 

Of  the  ways  of  sin  and  strife ; 
She  will  cheer  thy  exile  dreary 

And  add  sweetness  to  thy  life. 
If  thy  soul  is  faint  and  bleeding 

With  the  wounds  that  sin  hath  made; 
Mary,  for  thy  soul  is  pleading, 

Ask,  and  she  wall  surely  aid. 
Come,  and  thou  wilt  ever  find  her 

Solace  in  thy  ev'ry  grief? 
Safety  in  thy  ev'ry  danger. 

For  thy  ev'ry  pain,  relief. 
'Neath  the  cross  in  tears  she  brought  thee. 

To  the  life  of  faith  and  grace ; 
Weak  and  faithless,  though  thou  may  be. 

Ne'er  canst  thou  her  love  effiice. 
Canst  thou  doubt  that  she  doth  love  thee. 

For  whom  He  in  torments  hung  ? 
Whom  she  offered  ransom  for  thee, 

When  her  gentle  heart  was  wrung. 
Come  to  Mary,  great  and  lowly, 

Saint  or  sinner  though  thou  be ; 
She  will  make  the  just  more  holy, 

And  of  sinful  fetters  free. 
Come,  and  she  will  safely  guide  thee, 
To  a  blissful  home  above. 

Where  in  glory  thou  wilt  e'er  be, 
Brilliant  trophy  of  her  love. 


A  penitential   tear  surpasses  in   value  the 
wealth  of  the  world. 
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THE  NOBLE  GUEST. 

Some  years  since,  there  dwelt  in  the  beautiful 
city  of  Florence  a  holy  Priest,  whose  entire  time 
and  care  were  devoted  to  the  spiritual  welfare  of 
the  flock  committed  to  his  charge.  Wholly  for- 
getful of  himself,  he  lived  solely  to  procure  glory 
to  God,  and  to  secure  the  salvation  of  the  souls 
entrusted  to  his  j)astoral  care.  His  flock,  com- 
bining all  classes  of  society,  from  the  haughty 
noble  to  the  humble  peasant,  shared  equally  in 
his  paternal  love  and  solicitude ;  everywhere  was 
he  welcomed,  whether  in  the  mansions  of  the 
great,  or  in  the  lowly  cottage.  The  domestic 
hearth  was  never  more  cheerful  and  happy  than 
when  visited  by  him,  and  it  seemed  as  if  he  mul- 
tiplied himself,  to  be  everywhere  present,  to  an- 
swer the  calls  and  needs  of  his  devoted  charge. 
Yet,  there  was  one  place  to  which  he  always  re- 
fused his  presence,  and  no  solicitations,  however 
urgent,  could  induce  him  to  yield  his  determined 
resolutioa  on  this  point ;  this  was  the  haunt  of 
pleasure  and  worldly  enjoyment ;  the  evening 
party,  the  assembly  for  entertainment  were  strict- 
ly shunned  by  him — shunned,  but  not  neglected, 
for  these  too  concerned  his  flock,  and  when  made 
acquainted  with  an  anticipated  pleasure  and  in- 
vited to  be  one  of  the  guests,  while  he  politely 
declined  the  invitation,  he  withheld  not  the 
kindly  admonition  so  needed  and  useful  on  such 
occasions,  for  the  maintenance  of  proper  decorum 
by  imposing  such  restraints  as  religion  and  con- 
science require,  and  which  without  this  admoni- 
tion would  have  been  often  violated. 

On  one  occasion,  a  lady  and  gentleman  among 
the  elite  of  Florence  purposed  a  grand  entertain- 
ment, to  which  much  time  and  many  preparations 
were  devoted.  The  good  pastor  was  passed  by 
this  time ;  no  invitation  was  given  him,  whether 
because  it  was  deemed  wholly  useless,  or  because 
wishing  to  give  full  scope  to  the  enjoyment  of 
their  guests,  they  sought  to  avoid  the  advice  the 
good  priett  never  failed  to  give  on  such  occasions. 
The  holy  man,  noticing  the  neglect,  and  suspect- 
ing the  cause,  ingeniously  sought  a  means  to  at- 
tain his  end,  of  imposing  the  necessary  restraint, 
which  he  feared  would  not  otherwise  be  observed 
in  so  large  an  assembly  and  so  splendid  an  enter- 
tainment, for  which  diversions  of  various  kinds 
were  being  prepared. 

On  the  morning  of  the  festive  day,  he  called  on 
the  lady  and  gentlemen  in  his  usual  kind  and 
familiar  manner  of  visiting  his  flock.     Not  a  little 


abashed  on  seeing  him,  and  alluding  to  their  en- 
tertainment, they  excused  themselves  for  their 
neglect  in  not  inviting  him,  adding  :  "Reverend 
Father,  we  would  consider  ourselves  highly  hon- 
ored by  your  presence,  but  knowing  you  never 
appear  in  assemblies  of  pleasure,  we  thought  it 
useless  to  invite  you ;  it  is  not  too  late  however, 
and  we  hope  you  will  yield  to  our  solicitations, 
and  gratify  our  guests  and  us  by  your  presence." 

The  good  Father  ofiered  his  accustomed  excuse, 
and  added,  "  although  I  decline  your  invitation, 
with  your  leave,  I  will  transfer  it  to  another; 
among  my  acquaintances  is  a  lady  of  great  merit 
and  respectability,  whose  friendship  I  wish  you 
to  cultivate.  I  will,  in  your  names,  invite  her  to 
your  entertainment,  and  will  conduct  her  to  your 
mansion  at  the  appointed  hour ;  you  will  be  most 
hajjpy  in  her  company,  and  will  be  indeed  hon- 
ored by  her  friendship.  She  is,  as  I  have  said,  a 
person  of  distinguished  merit  and  high  birth ; 
her  sentiments,  her  manners,  her  whole  deport- 
ment are  fully  in  accordance  with  her  exalted 
rank,  and  while  I  am  sure  you  my  friends  will 
act  towards  her  in  a  manner  becoming  her  dig- 
nity, I  trust  your  guests  will  be  equally  decorous 
and  respectful,  and  allow  nothing  to  escape  them, 
whether  in  word  or  action,  which  would  not  be 
altogether  worthy  the  presence  of  your  distin- 
guished guest." 

Charmed  by  the  proposal  of  the  holy  priest, 
and  anxious  to  see  the  unknown  lady  who  ranked 
so  high  in  the  estimation  of  their  excellent  pastor, 
the  host  and  hostess  not  only  acceeded  to  his  wish, 
but  earnestly  urged  their  invitation,  and  feared 
nothing  so  much  as  a  disappointment,  by  a  refusal 
on  the  part  of  the  lady. 

Evening  came,  and  the  brilliantly  illuminated 
mansion  with  its  splendid  decorations  bespoke  no 
ordinary  festivity.  The  assembled  visitors,  all 
mirth  and  gaiety,  looked  forward  to  unbounded 
pleasure  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  proposed  diver- 
sions. Soon  the  whisper  passed  around  that  a 
lady  of  exalted  rank  and  merit  was  expected  to 
honor  them  with  her  presence,  and  the  conversa- 
tion of  the  good  pritst  on  that  morning  was  fully 
detailed ;  the  guebts  shared  in  the  anxiety  to  see 
the  noble  lady,  and  many  were  the  opinions  and 
surmises  expressed  regarding  her,  and  soon  they 
were  gratified.  A  liveried  domestic  entered  the 
brilliant  saloon,  announcing  the  holy  priest,  bear- 
ing in  his  hands  a  large  and  splendid  painting  of 
the  Madonna,  magnificently  framed,  and  the  paint- 
ing itself,  a  master-piece  of  art.  For  a  moment 
every  eye  was  fixed  on  the  venerable  priest,  then, 
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as  if  drawn  by  some  powerful  and  irresistible  at- 
traction, rested  on  the  heavenly  countenance  of 
Mater  Amabilig,  whose  charms  the  painting  beau- 
tifully portrayed.  The  mild  dark  eye  seemed  to 
rest  on  every  beholder,  and  each  might  have 
thought  himself  or  herself,  the  favored  one  on 
whom  this  modest  yet  penetrating  eyo  was  fixed. 
Did  he  or  she  by  a  change  of  position  view  from 
another  place  the  lovely  Madonna,  that  mild  eye 
seemed  also  to  move,  and  rest  as  before  on  the  en- 
raptured beholder ;  then  too,  the  parted  lips  as  if 
about  to  speak  in  accents  of  maternal  love, 
gently  whispered  to  the  hearts  of  the  assembled 
guests — the  effect  was  almost  miraculous,  and  the 
design  of  the  holy  priest  accomplished. 

This  was  indeed  the  noble  lady,  the  familiar 
friend  of  the  venerable  priest,  in  w^hose  company 
he  passed  his  happiest  hours,  whose  virtues  he 
studied,  whose  counsel  he  solicited,  and  in  who.se 
footsteps  he  sought  to  guide  his  own,  and  those 
of  his  flock. 

"Were  any  disappointed  in  the  noble  guest,  the 
unknown  lady  ?  disappointed  !  oh  no,  but  grati- 
fied, far  beyond  expression  ;  and  each  one  sought 
to  give  utterance  to  his  joy  and  delight  in  lavish- 
ing thanks  on  the  good  priest,  for  introducing  in 
their  midst  one  of  whose  presence  they  were  so 
unworthy ;  one  under  whose  maternal  eye  they 
resolved  to  enjoy  their  diversions  with  deport- 
ment becoming  the  presence  of  their  noble  guest, 
Mater  Admirahilis.  The  excellent  priest,  gratified 
with  the  reception  of  one  whom  be  so  tenderly 
loved,  then  deposited  his  painting  in  the  most 
conspicuous  place  in  the  saloon,  and  assuring  him- 
self of  the  success  of  his  mission,  retired  to  his 
quiet  and  humble  home,  there  to  enjoy  in  silence 
and  retirement  his  favorite  occupation,  to  com- 
mune with  his  dear  Madonna,  and  through  her, 
with  her  Divine  Son. 

But  let  us  return  to  the  festive  hall ;  there  in 
the  midst  of  that  worldly  assembly,  remained  the 
gentle,  the  modest,  the  retiring  Madonna,  calmly 
smiling  on  all ;  silently  speaking  to  all.  Happy 
house  to  claim  so  great  a  guest !  happy  company, 
to  have  for  companion  her  who  is  tbe  object  of 
the  veneration  and  admiration  of  the  angels,  and 
the  whole  heavenly  court !  But  was  she  not  a 
restraint  on  tlie  amusements  of  the  festivity?  yes, 
she  was  a  restraint ;  a  becoming  one,  a  necessary 
one ;  a  restraint  on  every  excess ;  a  restraint  on 
vanity,  indulgence,  extreme  of  every  kind.  Was 
the  youthful  maiden  tempted  to  be  vain  of  her 
personal  charms,  seeking  to  gain  to  herself  admi- 
ration and  attention  ?  this  she  could  not  do  in  the 


presence  of  the  modest  and  humble  Madonna ; 
that  gentle  yet  reproving  eye  was  upon  her,  as  a 
silent  admonitor,  and  not  without  eflfect.  "Were 
words  [of  envy,  jealousy  or  detraction,  (too 
often  introduced  into  the  best  society,)  about  to 
be  uttered ;  again  there  was  the  Madonna,  listen- 
ing to  all,  inspiring  by  her  sweet  smile  that  kind- 
ness, that  charity  without  which  the  Christian 
vainly  calls  himself  a  Christian  ;  therefore  no  un- 
becoming words  were  uttered  in  her  presence,  and 
the  topics  of  conversation  were  altogether  cheer- 
ful, pleasant  and  agreeable. 

When  summoned  to  repair  to  the  banquet  hall, 
could  they  leave  their  noble  guest  alone  ?  was  not 
her  presence  needed  there  too  ?  Well  then,  the 
dear  Madonna  must  accompany  them,  and  each 
was  anxious  to  be  the  honored  one  to  conduct  her 
to  the  festive  board.  '  But  this  honor  was  unani- 
mously accorded  to  the  happy  host  and  hostess, 
who  led  the  way,  bearing  between  them  their  no- 
ble charge,  and  entering  the  hall  placed  the  beau- 
tiful Madonna  on  a  seat  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
to  the  perfect  satisfaction  of  all. 

No  festivity  ever  passed  more  happily,  more 
cheerfully,  more  innocently;  every  excess  was 
strictly  avoided  to  the  end.  Far  from  being 
wearied  by  the  restraint  imposed  by  the  presence 
of  this  exalted  personage,  all  retired  peaceful  and 
happy,  having  appointed  a  deputation  to  wait  on 
the  venerable  priest,  to  return  him  their  earnest 
thanks,  and  to  request ^the  favor  that  he  would 
allow  his  dear  Madonna  to  be  copied  by  one  of 
the  first  artists  of  Florence,  each  one  determined 
to  place  her  at  the  head  of  his  own  household, 
there  to  exert  her  mild  yet  peaceful  influence. 


The  Coat  op  Arms  of  Martin  V. — Pope  Mar- 
tin the  Fifth  took  for  his  coat  of  arms  a  blazing 
fire,  which  he  got  engraved  on  his  seal,  for  the 
purpose  of  reminding  him  of  three  things : 

1.  The  bonfires  that  were  made  at  his  corona- 
tion ;  which  by  their  short  duration,  warned  him 
that  his  dignity,  glory,  and  life,  were  soon  to  have 
an  end. 

2.  The  fire  of  the  last  day,  which  is  to  destroy 
the  whole  world ;  that  universal  conflagration, 
which  is  to  consume  tiaras,  scepters,  crowns,  and 
reduce  all  to  ashes. 

3.  The  fire  of  eternity,  lighted  by  the  breath  of 
an  angry  God ;  that  tire,  which  is  never  extin- 
guished ;  that  burning  furnace,  where  they,  who 
shall  have  abused  their  authority,  and  the  goods 
of  this  life,  shall  burn  eternally;  that  pool  of 
brimstone,  that  place  of  torments,  into  which  each 
sinner  falls  at  his  death. 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE   MOST   REV.   ARCHBISHOP   SPAXDINa. 

IV. — The  Ave  Maria — The  Church's  Part. 

In  the  beautiful  city  of  Ephesus,  where  ere- 
while  arose  the  magnificent  pagan  temple  of  Di- 
ana, within  and  without  whose  walls  the  people 
were  wont  to  shout,  "  Great  is  Diana  of  the  Ephe- 
sians,"  there  arose,  in  the  early  days  of  Christian- 
ity, a  spacious  and  noble  church  to  the  God  of 
the  Christians,  bearing  the  hallowed  name  of  the 
Virgin,  and  sacred  to  the  tender  memories  con- 
nected with  the  name.  John,  the  Beloved,  had 
here  fallen  asleep  in  the  Lord,  the  last  survivor  of 
the  apostolic  band  ;  and  Mary,  whom  he  had  so 
lovingly  taken  as  his  Mother,  while  she  had  as 
lovingly  taken  hira  for  her  Son,  in  accordance 
with  the  dying  wish  of  Jesus,  though  she  had 
probably  never  dwelt  here,  and  had  certainly  died 
in  Jerusalem,  was  so  intimately  associated  with 
John,  that  she  was  tenderly  remembered  whenever 
his  name  was  pronounced.  From  the  early  dawn 
of  Christianity,  the  name  of  Mary  had  been,  ac- 
cordingly, most  reverently  invoked  by  the  Ephe- 
sians ;  and  her  manifold  excellencies  and  virtues 
had  been  deeply  enshrined  in  their  hearts.  She 
had  been  the  divinely  assigned  Mother  of  the  fi%- 
vored  Apostle,  who  had  completed  the  founda- 
tions of  their  church  commenced  by  Paul  and 
Timothy  ;  and  she  was  warmly  welcomed  to  their 
hearts,  as  their  own  Mother  and  Protectress.  Tlie 
chosen  Patrons  of  Ephesus  were  "John,  the  The- 
ologian, and  the  Holy  Virgin  Mary,  Mother  of 
God."* 

It  was  the  year  of  our  Lord  431,  near  the  close 
of  the  Pontificate  of  Coelestine  I,  that  two  hun- 
dred Bishops  from  various  portions  of  the  Church, 
especially  of  the  East,  were  assembled  in  solemn 
Council  in  this  the  principal  church  of  Ephesus, 

♦  In  qua  Joannes  Theologus,  et  Dcipara  Virgo  Sancta  Ma- 
ria—Labb.  ConcJll.  Tom.  III.  Coucil.  Ephes. 


to  which  we  have  already  referred.  They  had 
been  convened  by  the  PontiflF,  as  a  complement  to 
the  great  Council  of  the  Western  Bishops,  whom 
he  had  lately  assembled  in  Rome  under  his  own 
immediate  presidency.  In  his  name  and  as  his 
Legate  in  chief,  Cyril,  Patriarch  of  Alexandria, 
presided  over  the  august  assembly.  The  matter 
to  be  pronounced  upon  was  one  of  thrilling  inter- 
est and  vital  importance,  nearly  affecting  the 
great  doctrine  of  the  Incarnation,  and  the  high 
prerogatives  of  the  Virgin  so  intimately  associa- 
ted with  that  ineffable  mystery.  Nestorius,  the 
proud  and  superficial  bishop  of  Constantinople, 
had  impiously  divided  Christ  into  two  distinct 
persons,  thereby  destroying  the  great  initial  mys- 
tery of  our  faith,  as  well  as  the  consequent  efficacy 
of  the  redemption,  and  denying  to  Mary  the  title 
of  Tlieotocos — Mother  of  God,  which  all  Christian 
antiquity  had  so  unanimously  and  so  lovingly 
awarded  her.  She  was  no  longer  the  Mother  of 
God,  but  of  the  Man  Christ  Jesus  only  ;  and  the 
Man,  not  God,  had  died  on  the  Cross  for  our  ran- 
som. Between  the  two  distinct  natures,  the  di- 
vine and  human,  there  was  only  a  moral,  not  a 
personal  connection ;  there  were  two  Christs,  not 
one  "  the  God,  blessed  for  ever." 

All  Christendom  at  once  and  simultaneously 
took  the  alarm.  Not  only  were  the  foundations 
of  Christianity  threatened  to  be  undermined,  but 
its  magnificent  superstructure  was  rudely  attacked 
and  battered.  Not  only  were  the  fruits  of  the 
garden  Catholic  to  be  destroyed,  but  all  its  beau- 
tiful and  fragrant  flowers  were  to  be  blighted. 
In  assailing  the  Fruit  of  Mary's  womb,  the  im- 
pious innovators  sought  to  trample  down  and  to 
crush  the  immaculate  double  lily  of  her  divine 
maternity  and  virginal  integrity.  It  has  always 
been  so.  You  cannot  attack  the  Son  without  as- 
sailing the  Mother,  as  you  cannot  disparage  the 
Mother  without  disparaging  the  Son.  They  are 
as  closely  conjoined  in  logic,  as  they  are  intimately 
united  in  fact,  by  the  tender  relationship  of 
Mother  and  Son. 

So  thought,  and  so  felt  in  their  iQaMat^aouls 
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and  hearts,  the  Christians  who  lired  in  the  eariy 
portion  of  the  fifth  century.  The  sword  of  heresy 
which  divided  Jesus,  rent  also  in  twain  the  heart 
of  His  glorious  Mother,  and  with  it  the  hearts  of 
all  her  loving  votaries  and  devoted  children.  The 
filial  piety  of  the  Ephesians  was  rudely  shocked ; 
they  assembled  in  vast  multitudes  around  the  por- 
tals of  the  Virgin's  Church,  in  which  the  Fathers 
had  convened  to  deliberate  on  the  heresy  of  Nes- 
torius,  and  to  render  their  solemn  official  verdict 
thereon,  in  the  name  of  ChrLst,  and  in  accordance 
with  the  faith  handed  down  in  their  several 
churches  from  the  beginning.  Their  deliberations 
were  not  of  long  duration.  Every  heart  bounded 
with  joy  as  the  Letters  of  Coplestine  were  read, 
setting  forth  with  authority  the  faith  of  the 
Church,  and  placing  the  Seal  of  apostolic  con- 
demnation on  the  nascent  heresy.  It  needed  not 
the  confirmation  of  the  Papal  Legate ;  the  Pon- 
tiffs decision  was  received  with  acclamation,  and 
entered  entire  on  the  official  acts  of  the  Council, 
as  the  decision  of  the  Bishops,  cheerfully  and 
unanimously  adhering  to  their  visible  head  on 
earth.  Nestorius  was  solemnly  condemned  and 
deposed  from  his  office ;  the  question  was  set- 
tled— causa  Jinita  est. 

The  pious  enthusiasm  of  the  people  could  not 
be  restrained.  They  rent  the  air  with  their  ac- 
clamations— the  echoes  of  their  hearts  so  warmly 
beating  with  love  for  Mary  :  "  Long  live  the  Tfte- 
otocos — the  Mother  of  God !"     Says  Darras : 

"The  people  of  Ephesus  had  besieged  the 
church-doors  during  the  whole  day,  in  anxious 
expectation  of  the  decision.  As  soon  as  it  was 
publicly  announced,  the  people  broke  out  into 
enthusiastic  transports  of  joy.  The  Bishops  were 
escorted  to  their  dwellings  with  lighted  torches ; 
they  were  covered  with  flowers,  carried  in  tri- 
umph ;  the  whole  city  was  illuminated  ;  and  the 
smoke  of  precious  incense,  going  up  before  the 
statues  of  Mary,  filled  the  atmosphere  with  a  rich 
fragrance."*  The  pious  instinct  of  the  people  did 
but  seize  up  and  carry  out  the  theological  sen- 
tence of  the  Fathers.  Their  acclamations  were 
but  the  response  of  the  popular  heart  to  the  offi- 
cial declaration  and  fervid  accents  of  eloquence 
of  Saint  Cyril,  the  Papal  Legate.  In  his  sermon, 
delivered  at  the  second  session  of  the  Council,  he 
greeted  Mary  with  the  following  tender  words: 

"  Hail,  Mother  of  God  !  Mary,  rich  treasure  of 
the  universe,  ever-burning  lamp,  light  of  the 
Church,  crown  of  virginity,  scepter  of  orthodoxy, 
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imperishable  temple,  Mother  and  Virgin,  through 
whom  He  is  who  cometh  Blessed  in  the  name  of 
the  Lord  !  We  hail  thee,  who  didst  in  thy  virginal 
womb  contain  Him  who  is  immense,  incompre- 
hensible !  Thee,  through  whom  the  Holy  Trinity 
is  adored  and  glorified,  the  cross  honored  and 
venerated  throughout  the  universe ;  in  whom 
heaven  triumphs,  the  angels  and  archangels  re- 
joice, the  demons  are  put  to  flight ;  thee,  through 
whona  the  fallen  creature  is  raised  np  to  heaven  ; 
thee,  through  whom  the  whole  world,  when 
crushed  under  the  yoke  of  idolatry,  was  brought 
to  the  light  of  truth  ;  through  thee,  holy  baptism 
and  the  unction  of  spiritual  joy  are  imparted  to 
the  faithful ;  through  thee  all  the  churches  of  the 
world  were  founded,  and  nations  brought  to  pen- 
ance." 

And  all  the  churches  of  the  world  re  echoed 
these  pious  and  beautiful  sentiments.  The  East 
responded  to  the  West,  the  Council  of  Ephesus  to 
that  of  Rome,  Cyril  and  his  Colleagues  to  Cosles- 
tine  and  his  Brethren ;  and  the  people  of  East 
and  West,  with  one  acclaim,  sounded  forth  the 
praises  of  Mary,  and  proclaimed  with  loud  voices 
and  willing  hearts  her  glorious  and  incommuni- 
cable title  and  prerogative  of  Mother  of  God, 
The  Pontiff'  did  but  embody,  in  a  pennanent  form, 
this  universal  sentiment  when  he  added  the  title, 
with  the  tender  supplication  annexed,  to  the  Ave 
Maria;  thereby  completing  an  Anthem  and 
Prayer,  which  had  always  been  in  every  Chris- 
tian's heart,  and  was  now  destined,  more  than 
ever,  to  be  upon  eveiy  Christian's  lips: 

Holy  Mary  !  Mother  of  God,  pray  for  us 
sinners,  now  and  at  the  hour  of  our  death  ! 

Thou,  who  art  so  holy,  because  full  of  grace  ; 
thou,  who  art  so  near  to  God,  because  the  Mother 
of  God  ;  thou,  who  hast  therefore  so  much  influ- 
ence with  God,  who  cannot  resist  the  pleadings 
of  one  so  pure  and  so  dearly  loved :  Oh  !  forget 
not  us  poor  sinners,  redeemed  by  thy  Son,  but 
still  struggling  on  amidst  the  darkness  and  dan- 
gers of  our  earthly  pilgrimage  ;  pray  for  us  now, 
and  more  especially  at  the  hour  of  the  last  great 
conflict  between  life  and  death,  at  the  hour  which 
will  immediately  precede  the  awful  moment  from 
which  depends  an  eternity  ! 

Is  it  wonderful  that  this  petition,  with  the  pre- 
ceding portions  of  the  Ave  SLvria,  should  have 
become  so  very  dear  to  every  Christian  heart,  and 
should  start  so  very  readily  to  all  Christian  lips ! 
In  the  dignity  of  its  origin,  in  the  simple  terse- 
ness and  comprehensiveness  of  its  language,  in 
the  sweet  memories  and  hopes  which  it  inspires. 
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the  Ave  Maria  is  unequaled  by  any  other  prayer 
than  that  only  which  Jesus  Himself  taught.  An 
Archangel  of  God,  in  the  name  of  God,  intoned 
its  first  sentences  in  the  cottage  of  Nazareth  ;  the 
last  of  these  was  caught  up  and  repeated  by  the 
inspired  Elizabeth,  who  added  thereto  a  fit  sequel 
and  pregnant  complement ;  and  after  these  angelic 
and  inspired  accents  had  been  floating  over  the 
earth,  and  filling  all  hearts  and  tongues  with 
sweetness  and  melody  for  four  centuries,  a  sublime, 
because  universal  sacerdotal  and  pojjular  accla- 
mation, awakened  into  life  by  an  impious  heresy 
thrusting  at  Mary's  great  prerogative,  took  them 
up,  reechoed  them  again  through  the  world ;  and 
added  to  them  the  plaintive  cry  of  the  poor  sinner 
earnestly  pleading,  through  her  intercession,  for 
pardon,  for  grace,  and  for  final  admission  into 
heaven.  A.  B. 

[to  be  continued.] 


For  the  An  Maoia. 


MAET. 


BY  M.    K. 


Mary !   The  Hand,  which  e'en  in  simplest  flow'r, 

Makes  beauty  that  a  God  alone  could  make, — 

Beauty  that  our  most  perfect  arts,  with  toil, 

But  roughly  imitate, — that  hand  divine. 

Created  her,  of  all  its  works  most  fair. 

The  voice,  that  by  its  mighty  word,  called  light, 

Fair  image  of  the  breath  of  God,  to  thrill 

A  world's  great  veins  w^ith  bright  and  wond'rous 

life. 
Name  her,  most  perfect.     And  the  searching  Eye, 
That  sees  a  stain  e'en  on  an  infant's  soul. 
In  her  saw  none ;  pure  as  His  own  pure  thought 
God  made  that  favored  heart.     The  royal  pow'r 
From  which  nobility  finds  birth,  as  we 
Find  vision  from  the  light,  placed  her  above 
The  noblest  of  the  noble,  in  its  realm. 
The  Mind  that  glances  at  a  Universe, 
And  in  that  glance,  masters  the  mysteries 
That  men  call  science,  and  with  craving  brains, 
Toil  but  to  gain  uncertain,  wond'ring  thoughts 
Of  all  the  mighty  laws  God  treasures  there, 
Breathed  into  hers,  more  of  its  light  sul^lime 
Than  mortal  intellect  e'er  owned.     The  Heart, 
That  in  its  Godlike  depth  of  tenderness, 
Its  infinite  capacity  of  love. 
Thought  not  e'en  Calv'ry's  sacrifice  too  great. 
For  token  of  its  boundless  love  for  us ; 
That  Heart  of  God,  pulse  of  the  Universe, 


In  whose  great  throbbings,  countless  worlds  find 

life. 
Held  her  as  Mother,  clung  around  her  heart 
In  the  sweet  ^raspings  of  a  baby's  hand  ! 
O  marvel  of  a  God's  grand  workmanship ! 
0  jewel  worn  upon  His  holy  Breast ! 
O  thought  of  God,  called  Mary !  did  the  world, 
A  palace  of  its  richest  and  its  best, 
Build  for  thy  dwelling,  while  thou  honoredst  it? 
Did  men  crowd  round  thee,  homage  proud  to  give  ? 
Did  nature's  every  tongue,  thy  glories  sing  ? 
And  where  the  brightness  of  thy  presence  shone, 
Did  mortals  turn  to  thee  with  wond'ring  love  ? 
Nay,  like  the  dew  in  heart  of  folded  fiow'r, 
Unseen  by  all  save  Him,  who  placed  it  there. 
Within  thy  modesty's  fair  temple  hid, 
Germ  of  the  Universe !  earth  saw  thee  not  : 
Its  shallow  heart  beat  on,  and  did  not  know, 
The  glory  of  thy  presence  was  it's  own. 
O  miracle  of  virgin  motherhood ! 
At  best  beheld  in  thee  the  cheerful  spouse 
Of  the  obscure  and  humble  carpenter. 
O  treasurer  ot  God's  most  precious  wealth  1 
It  only  knew  in  thee,  the  housewife  poor. 
Who  kept  the  goods  his  simple  cottage  held. 
Mother  of  God  !  it  only  saw  in  thee. 
The  Mother  of  the  lowly  Joseph's  son. 
And  when  the  lofty  Ruler  of  all  things. 
Climbed  on  thy  breast  and  whispered  in  thy  ear. 
Toning  the  Voice,  that  Heaven's  own  music  forms, 
To  lisp  in  baby  accents,  syllables. 
That  Mothers'  hearts  interpret  into  love. 
It  could  not  see  the  marvel  God  then  wrought ! 
It  knew  not  that  each  office  of  fond  care 
Thy  favored  hands  performed,  was  to  thee 
A  privilege  the  best  that  Heaven  could  give ! 
It  knew  not  that  each  movement  of  thy  Child, 
Each  wordless  I>abble  of  His  baby  lips. 
Each  infantine  caress  He  gave  to  thee, 
Each  human  want  His  helpless  body  owned, 
Was  in  itself  a  miracle  divine  ! 
Pride  of  God's  Heart,  thus  wert  thou  hidden  then ! 
Now — coimtless  souls  in  one  voice  rising  up 
To  where,  in  Heaven,  thou  list'nest  tenderly. 
Say  "  Full  of  Grace !  through  thee,  all  grace  we 

find !" 
Now — God's  whole   Church,   arrayed   in  sacred 

pomp. 
With  His  anointed  gathered  in  grand  crowds, 
With  incense  rising,  and  with  music  sweet 
In  solemn  chorus  fioating  through  proud  domes. 
With  bowed  hearts  swelling,  and  with  moved  souls 

hushed, 
Assembleth  to  do  honor  to  thv  name. 
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Now — angels  call  thee  Queen,  and  Heaven  holds  not 
A  throne  more  high  than  thine,  save  that  of  God ! 
Now — peerless  one  !  God  honors  thee  Himself! 
Thou  art  the  dear  dispenser  of  His  gifts, 
Thou  art  the  beauteous  mirror  of  His  love, 
Thou  art  the  most  beloved  of  His  heart, 
Empress  of  all  the  worlds  He  rules  and  owns, 
And  oh !  most  lofty,  noblest  far  of  all, 
Mary  !  He  calU  thee  "  Mother,'''  like  a  child." 


SANCTITY  SEEKS  OBSOUEITY. 


BY  DR.   O.    A.   BK0WN80N. 


"My  kingdom  is  not  of  this  world."    [St.  Jobn,  xvlii,  36.] 

"When  our  Lord  says  His  kingdom  is  not  of  this 
world,  He  does  not  mean  that  His  kingdom  or 
His  Church  is  not  established  in  this  world ;  or 
that  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  affairs  or  the 
government  of  this  world,  for  it  was  set  u^  on  the 
earth,  and  its  design  is  to  make  the  kingdoms  of 
this  world  the  kingdoms  of  God  and  of  His  Christ. 
He  simply  means  that  His  kingdom  does  not  hold 
from  the  kingdoms  of  this  world,  is  not  founded 
on  the  principles  of  this  world,  and  is  not  sus- 
tained and  advanced  by  the  means  and  methods 
approved  and  adopted  by  earthly  kingdoms. 
*'  If  My  kingdom  were  of  this  world.  My  servants 
would  strive  [struggle  or  fight]  that  I  should  not 
be  delivered  into  the  hands  of  the  Jews." 

The  authority  of  our  Lord  was  unlimited.  He 
held  all  power  in  heaven  and  on  earth.  He  held 
it  by  an  original,  underived  title  as  God,  by  in- 
heritance as  the  only  begotten  Son  of  God,  and  by 
the  gift  of  the  Father.  "  All  power  is  given  to 
Me  in  heaven  and  on  earth."  He  could  ask  His 
Father,  who  would  send  Him  twelve  legions  of 
angels  to  defend  or  to  deliver  Him  from  His 
enemies ;  He  could  with  a  word  or  a  look  strike 
to  the  ground  any  forces  sent  to  arrest  Him, 
and  walk  away  in  perfect  freedom.  Yet,  He  offers 
no  resistance :  suffers  His  servants  to  attempt  no 
rescue  :  bids  Peter  put  up  his  sword ;  as  a  lamb  be- 
fore the  shearer  He  was  dumb :  He  opened  not  His 
mouth  in  His  own  defence,  or  to  proclaim  His  inno- 
cence :  and  suflfered  Himself  to  be  led  as  a  sheep  to 
the  slaughter.  He  was  a  King,  greater  than  any 
earthly  king,  and  yet  He  acted  in  a  way  which  was 
by  no  means  that  of  earthly  kings.  They  require 
their  subjects  to  fight  for  tjicm,  and  even  to  lay 
down  their  lives  for  tliem ;  He,  on  the  contrary, 
lays  down  His  own  life  for  His  subjects,  and  dies 
on  the  cross  that  they  may  live. 

The  kings  of  this  world  place  their  glory  in 


their  success,  and  their  success  in  slaying  or  tri- 
umphing over  their  enemies ;  He,  in  being  slain 
or  crucified  as  a  malefactor  for  His,  and  in  look- 
ing for  victory,  glory  and  honor  from  defeat  and 
disgrace.  We  may  well  say,  then,  that  His  king- 
dom is  not  of  this  world,  and  is  neither  founded 
on  the  principles,  or  advanced  by  the  means 
that  earthly  kings  adopt.  Indeed,  He  reverses  all 
the  maxims  of  this  world,  or  at  least  gives  them 
a  sense  the  world  does  not  give  them,  and  does 
not  and  can  not  understand.  The  world  says : 
blessed  are  the  rich,  and  cursed  are  the  poor; 
our  Lord  founds  His  kingdom  on  the  maxim  : 
Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit,  for  theirs  is  the 
Kingdom  of  heaven.  The  world  blesses  those  who 
are  high  spirited,  quick  to  resent  injuries,  and  to 
vindicate  what  they  call  their  honor ;  He  says : 
Blessed  are  the  meek,  for  they  shall  inherit  the 
earth.  The  world  blesses  those  who  are  prosper- 
ous, joyous,  and  know  no  sorrow;  He  says: 
Blessed  are  they  who  mourn,  for  they  shall  be 
comforted.  The  world  blesses  those  who  seek 
successfully  after  riches,  honors,  and  place ;  He 
says:  Blessed  are  they  who  hunger  and  thirst 
after  righteousness,  for  they  shall  be  filled.  The 
world  has  no  respect  for  peacemakers,  and  blesses 
those  who  stir  up  strife,  and  are  powerful  in  war ; 
but  He  says:  Blessed  are  the  peacemakers,  for 
they  shall  be  called  the  children  of  God.  The 
world  turns  its  back  on  those  who  are  unpopular^ 
and  in  disgrace ;  but  He  says :  Blessed  are  they 
that  suffer  persecution  for  justice'  sake,  for  theirs 
is  the  Kingdom  of  heaven.  Blessed  are  ye  when 
men  shall  revile  you,  and  persecute  you,  and  shall 
say  all  manner  of  evil  against  you  falsely,  for  My 
sake. 

The  world  worships  success,  and  turns  away 
with  contempt  from  those  who  suflfer  defeat.  It 
makes  success  the  test  of  merit,  and  failure  a 
proof  of  demerit.  The  cause  that  succeeds  on 
earth,  is  for  it  the  just  cause.  It  cries :  all  hail  to 
the  victor,  and  woe  to  the  vanquished.  It  holds  all 
causes  lost  on  earth  as  bad  causes,  and  causes  that 
ought  to  have  been  lost.  Had  Austria,  in  the  re- 
cent struggle,  succeeded  against  Prussia  and  Italy, 
she  would  have  been  in  the  right ;  but  Prussia 
and  Italy  having  .succeeded,  they  are  right ;  and 
the  world  does  homage  to  Von  Bismark  and  Vic- 
tor Emmanuel.  The  Holy  Father  having  failed 
to  preserve  against  the  powers  of  this  world  his 
temporal  possessions  unmutilated,  and  being  de- 
serted and  betrayed  by  the  princes  of  the  earth, 
is  manifestly  in  the  wrong,  and  the  judgment  of 
the  world  is  against  him :  only  the  weak,  the 
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superstitious,  or  the  craven  can  desire  his  blessing. 
The  world  counts  all  causes  lost  on  earth  as  bad 
causes,  and  all  causes  that  succeed  on  earth  as  just 
causes,  visibly  approved  by  Heaven.  It  knows 
not  that  causes  may  be  lost  on  earth  to  be  found 
in  heaven. 

The  world  is  always  heathen.  The  heathen 
worshiped  success,  counted  the  successful  the  fa- 
vorites of  the  gods,  and  held  the  unsuccessful,  the 
unfortunate,  to  be  under  the  divine  wrath,  and 
regarded  it  as  flying  in  the  face  of  the  gods  to 
pity  them,  or  to  seek  to  relieve  them.  So  holy 
Job's  friends,  when  they  saw  his  worldly  posses- 
sions gone,  himself  reduced  to  poverty,  and  cov- 
ered over  with  boils,  held  that  he  was  a  great  sin- 
ner, or  he  could  not  suffer  such  things,  and  called 
upon  him  to  confess  hie  sin.  Though  unable  to 
convict  of  any  sin,  they  still  insisted  that  a  great 
sinner  he  must  be,  and  charged  him  with  adding 
to  his  other  sins  the  sin  of  hypocrisy.  Yet  the 
righteous,  they  who  are  just  before  God,  are  rare- 
ly, in  a  worldly  sense,  the  most  prosperous,  and 
seldom  fail  to  prove  that  whom  the  Lord  loveth 
He  chasteneth,  and  scourgeth  every  son  that  He 
receiveth.  The  unsuccessful  on  earth  may  be  suc- 
cessful in  the  world  to  come. 

The  saints  are  rarely  the  popular  men  of  their 
age,  and  they  almost  invariably  incur  the  opposi- 
tion, often  the  real  persecution  of  those  whom 
their  age  and  country  count  the  greatest,  wisest, 
and  best,  and  most  delight  to  honor.  Mordechai 
sits  in  the  king's  gate  unheeded,  while  Haman  is 
grand  vizier  to  the  king.  The  lives  of  the  saints 
all  bear  witness  to  the  fact  that  if  the  world  is 
ready  to  build  the  tomb  and  garnish  the  sepul- 
cher  of  the  saint  when  he  has  passed  to  his  reward, 
and  the  Church  has  canonized  him,  it  has  little 
power  to  detect  his  sanctity,  and  seldom  fails  to 
treat  him  with  dishonor  and  contempt  while  he 
lives  in  its  midst.  Good  men,  learned  men, 
Priests,  Bishops,  and  even  Popes  not  unfrequently 
fail  to  discern  the  saint  when  he  appears,  and 
treat  him  as  half  insane,  as  wild,  and  extravagant, 
or  as  an  impostor,  moved  by  an  unholy  rather 
than  by  a  holy  spirit.  St.  Teresa's  spiritual  di- 
rectors for  a  long  time  were  doubtful  whether 
she  was  under  satanic  delusions  or  really  in- 
spired by  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  order  dismissing 
St.  Francis  Regis  from  the  Society  of  Jesus,  was 
made  out,  and  would  have  been  issued  if  he  had 
not  died  before  it  could  be  done.  The  holy 
founders  of  religious  grders  and  congregations 
have  always  had  to  labor  long  in  obscurity 
with  their  supernatural  virtues  unrecognized,  to 


encounter  opposition,  often  downright  persecu- 
tion, not  from  the  worldly  and  profane  alone, 
but  from  good  men,  earnest  men,  devoted  to  the 
interests  of  religion  and  humanity. 

Why  is  this  so?  It  is  because  the  principles 
and  methods  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  are  not  those 
of  this  world ;  because  as  the  Son  of  God 
when  He  came  to  redeem  mankind,  veiled  His 
Divinity  under  the  form  of  a  man,  and  when  He 
gives  Himself  as  food  for  the  sustenance  of  the 
faithful.  He  veils  both  His  Divinity  and  His  Hu- 
manity under  the  forms  of  bread  and  wine,  so 
does  sanctity  always  veil  itself  under  humble 
forms,  and  we  recognize  it  not.  We  may  say  of 
the  saint  when  he  appears,  as  of  our  Lord  Him- 
self: there  is  no  beauty,  or  comeliness  in  him, 
that  we  should  desire  him ;  his  look  is,  as  it  were, 
hidden  and  despised,  and  we  esteem  him  not. 
Sanctity  seeks  concealment,  for  it  shrinks  from 
the  ijraise  of  men.  The  saint  would  not,  nay, 
does  not  know  his  own  sanctity ;  he  would  be 
known  of  God  alone.  God  is  the  Beloved,  the 
Spouse  of  liis  soul,  and  he  would  be  to  Him  and 
with  Him  alone.  He  fears  the  praise  of  men — 
glory  from  the  world,  as  coming  between  him  and 
his  Love,  and  painfully  distracting  his  thoughts 
from  his  God.  He  not  only  conceals  his  sanctity 
from  others,  but  even  from  himself.  It  is  not 
strange,  then,  that  the  world  should  mistake  him, 
and  that  his  life  in  the  world  should  be  lowly 
and  obscure.  It  is  humility  which  makes  him 
count  himself  nothing,  and  God  everything,  and 
which  is  the  root  of  every  Christian  virtue,  that 
deceives  the  wisdom  of  this  world.  He  is  humble 
after  the  example  of  our  Lord,  and  has  that  mind 
which  was  in  Christ  Jesus,  who,  being  in  the 
form  of  a  man,  thought  it  no  robbery  Himself  to 
be  equal  with  God,  but  made  Himself  nothing : 
taking  the  form  of  a  servant,  being  made  in  the 
likeness  of  man,  and  in  shape  formed  as  a  man. 
He  humbled  Himself;  becoming  obedient  unto 
death,  even  the  deathof  the  cross.  The  Blessed 
Virgin,  the  holy  Mother  ofGod,  was  the  humblest, 
and,  therefore,  the  most  blessed  of  women.  Be- 
fore men,  before  the  world,  s})f>  was  nobody ;  she 
was  only  the  poor  carpenter's  spouse  ;  but  she  was 
full  of  grace,  the  Mother  of  Her  Creator,  Queen  of 
Saints,  Queen  of  Angels,  Queen  of  Heaven. 

Well  might  our  Lord  say,  "  My  kingdom  is  not 
of  this  world."  It  surely  is  not,  and  because  it  is 
not,  because  its  subjects  seek  not  their  own  glory, 
and  look  only  to  the  glory  hereafter  to  be  revealed, 
is  it  able  to  overcome  the  world,  and  maintain 
faith,  truth,  justice  and  love  on  the  earth.    Its 
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subjects  are  jrowerful,  precisely  because  they  assert 
not  themselves,  but  live  the  life,  and  rely  on  the 
}X)wer  of  Him  "who  is  all-powerful;  and  glory 
follows  them  even  among  men,  because  they  seek 
it  not,  studiously  avoid  it,  and  seek  only  the  glory 
of  God.  Fit  type  is  Mai7  of  sanctity,  nay,  of  the 
Church  herself. 


EHGLISH  SYMPATHY  WITH  ITALY. 

[From  the  London  Month.] 
It  would  be  absurd  to  question  the  fact  that 
the  symi^athles  of  Englishmen  are  perhaps  more 
largely  enlisted  in  favor  of  the  new  kingdom  of 
Italy  than  of  any  other  cause  or  institution  out  of 
their  own  country.  It  seems  certain,  that  at  the 
time  of  the  invasions  of  Sicily,  Naples,  and  the 
Pontifical  States  by  the  Piedmontese,  under  the 
leadership  of  Garibaldi  and  Cialdini, — invasions 
utterly  indefensible  in  morality,  and  in  the  former 
case  solemnly  disavowed  by  Count  Cavour  in  the 
face  of  Europe  at  the  very  time  that  he  was  its 
main  author  and  support, — not  only  did  English 
feeling  run  entirely  on  the  side  of  the  aggressors, 
but  the  English  Government  and  the  English 
fleet  lent  the  most  important  assistance  (in  the 
case  of  both  the  Sicilies)  to  an  enterprise  against 
the  very  existence  of  a  monarchy  with  which  the 
crown  of  England  was  at  the  time  on  terms  of 
professed  friendship.  Were  the  American  Gov- 
ernment to  protect  by  force  the  landing  of  a  Fe- 
nian army  in  Ireland,  at  the  very  time  that  it  was 
proposing  friendship  and  tendering  advice  to 
England,  it  would  perhaps  hardly  do  more  than 
what  was  done  at  Marsala  and  Messina  in  1860. 
That  this  should  have  been  done  is  a  proof  of  the 
depth  of  feeling  in  this  country  in  favor  of  the 
Italian  revolution.  The  same  may  be  said  of  the 
extraordinary  enthusiasm  created  in  England  by 
the  visit  of  Garibaldi,  and  the  popularity  which 
still  hangs  about  his  name.  The  causes  of  this 
feeling  for  Italy  are  not  far  to  seek,  and  in  many 
cases  they  are  not  such  as  can  fairly  be  found  fault 
with.  Italy  had  long  been  oppressed  and  mis- 
governed, at  least  according  to  our  ideas  of  the 
facts  and  our  notions  of  government :  some  of  her 
fairest  provinces  were  in  chains  to  an  alien  power : 
her  aspirations  after  national  unity  could  not  but 
command  sympathy.  Many  of  her  princes  seemed 
weak  and  selfish,  and  to  be  reigning  over  unwil- 
ling subjects  by  the  support  of  foreign  bayonets. 
The  air  was  full  of  tales  of  Austrian  severities 
against  patriots,  and  of  the  horrors  of  Neapol- 


itan prisons,  Italian  eailes,  moreover,  worked 
with  extreme  skill  the  mine  of  English  sympathy 
and  Protestant  credulity.  Many  of  them  found 
their  way  into  society,  some  allied  themselves 
profitably  with  English  families,  others  exercised 
a  powerful  influence  in  the  press,  helped  by  the 
absurdly  one  sided  statements  of  English  corres- 
pondents abroad.  Behind  all  these  influences 
and  motives  of  sympathy,  good,  bad,  and  indif- 
ferent, lay  the  secret  pleasure  felt  by  Englishmen 
in  the  belief  that  the  most  Papistical  country  in 
the  world  was  the  most  disordered,  and  the 
thought  that  the  revolution  in  Italy  might  bring 
about  trouble  to  the  Roman  Pontiff. 

It  is  now  more  than  six  years  since  the  accom- 
plishment of  the  Italian  revolution;  though  Ve- 
netia  has  only  within  tl*e  last  few  months  been 
joined  to  the  national  unity.  No  men  have  ever 
been  more  favored  by  the  external  circumstances 
in  the  attainment  of  their  object,  than  those  who 
have  during  this  period  had  the  management  of 
affairs  in  the  kingdom.  Every  thing  has  been 
done  for  them :  the  two  most  powerful  military 
nations  in  the  world,  France  and  Prussia,  have 
dealt  with  their  enemies  for  them,  while  the  Pied- 
montese themselves  have  no  greater  victories  to 
show  than  the  disgraceful  triumphs  of  Castel  Fi- 
dardoand  Ancona,  except  those  achieved  over  the 
Neapolitan  armies,  most  of  whose  generals  had  al- 
ready been  bought  by  Cavour.  They  have  had 
most  obsequious  Parliaments  to  vote  them  what- 
ever sums  of  money  they  required,  and  no  oppo- 
sition has  been  made  to  the  sweeping  measures  of 
confiscation  with  which  they  have  still  further  re- 
plenished the  treasury,  or  professed  to  do  so.  They 
have  been  allowed  to  govern  provinces  which  were 
supposed  to  have  joined  the  Piedmontese  king- 
dom with  enthusiasm,  with  as  much  rigor  and 
arbitrariness  of  rule  as  if  they  were  inhabited 
by  conquered  rebels  ;  and  Europe  has  looked  on 
in  silence  while  they  have  gagged  the  press,  im- 
posed martial  law  on  a  great  part  of  the  new  king- 
dom, shot  down  peasants  by  scores  without  mercy, 
and  filled  prison  after  prison  with  captives  against 
whom  no  charge  is  made.  Our  press  was  loud 
against  the  domestic  despotism  of  Ferdinand  the 
Second :  but  we  have  shut  our  eyes  against  what 
is  in  fact  the  foreign  domination  of  Victor  Em- 
manuel over  territories  to  which  he  has  no  right 
except  that  of  a  robber,  unless  it  be  true  that 
the  inhabitants  desire  his  rule.  We  can  cry  out 
loudly  enough  against  tiie  cruelties  practiced,  in 
the  frenzy  of  excited  fear,  against  the  negroes  in 
Jamaica :  and  yet  when  Italians  put  in  exercise 
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on  Italians  measures  of  barbarous  oppression 
which  have  but  few  parallels  in  history,  except  in 
the  Vendean  excesses  of  the  French  Revolution- 
ists, our  press  is  deliberately  silent,  and  we  excuse 
what  cannot  be  altogether  hidden  from  the  world 
by  an  indulgent  consideration  of  the  necessities 
of  the  case,  and  of  the  iniquities  of  Bourbonism. 
Surely  it  is  time  for  Englishmen  to  ask  on  what 
it  is  that  their  sympathy  and  their  confidence 
have  been  lavished  ?  Is  it,  in  reality,  the  Italian 
nation  that  has  triumphed  ?  or  is  this  like  so  many 
other  revolutions  in  history,  the  victory  of  in- 
trigues, fraud,  and  violence  over  weak  govern- 
ments and  helpless  masses,  brought  about  by  the 
most  nefarious  means,  and  only  maintained  by  the 
extremest  and  most  tyrannical  rigor?  Are  the 
"  twenty-five  millions  of  Italians"  of  whom  the 
King  lately  spoke  to  the  Parliament  at  Florence, 
more  free,  more  happy,  more  contented,  better, 
richer,  wiser,  and  more  united  than  they  were  be- 
fore 1860 — or  has  the  countrj'  been  oppressed, 
drained,  impoverished,  and  tyrannized  over  to  a 
degree  unknown  to  the  rule  of  Austrians  and 
Bourbons,  under  the  pretense  of  establishing  the 
fair  but  delusive  imaginations  called  by  the  names 
of  liberty  and  unity  ? 

We  confess  we  should  be  glad  to  know  that  the 
majority  of  Englishmen  are  prepared  to  entertain 
this  question,  and  to  receive  evidence  on  the 
points  which  it  involves.  The  public  press,  which 
so  faithfully  reflects  the  national  prejudices,  is,  as 
we  have  said,  ominously  silent :  yet  its  Italian 
and  Sicilian  correspondents  could,  no  doubt,  tell 
a  great  deal,  if  they  did  not  feel  that  their  reve- 
lations would  be  received  with  indignation.  And 
yet  surely  Englishmen  ought  to  be  willing  to 
listen  to  their  favorite  evidence — that  of  facts, 
and  of  facts  which  they  can  themselyes  appre- 
ciate. It  would  be  idle  to  suppose  that  they 
can  understand  the  misery  of  a  Catholic  popu- 
lation at  the  suppression  of  religious  houses  : 
some  three  centuries  ago  England  had  experience 
of  that,  but  she  is  now  past  feeling  on  such 
matters.  Nor  again,  can  we  suppose  that  the 
banishment  or  imprisonment  of  bishops,  and  a 
system  of  petty  vexations  on  the  part  of  the 
Government  towards  the  clergy,  can  weigh  for 
much  as  elements  of  distress  with  our  own  coun- 
trymen. They  would  resent  injustice  to  any  one 
speedily  enough,  and,  therefore,  injustice  to  their 
clergy  ;  but  the  sense  of  wrong  done  to  respect- 
able gentlemen  would  be  their  keenest  pang,  if 
all  the  Anglican  bishops  were  transported  to- 
morrow. But  Englishmen  may  surely  be  expected 


to  sympathise  with  jwpulations  ground  down  by 
an  unparalleled  weight  of  taxation ;  with  prov- 
inces, whose  commerce  has  been  destroyed,  and 
whose  exchequers  have  been  plundered  by  the 
peculations  of  so-called  patriots ;  with  countries 
into  which  that  cruel  weapon  of  modern  despot- 
isms, the  conscription,  has  l)een  introduced  for  the 
first  time,  against  the  will  of  the  inhabitants,  and 
in  which  the  sisters  of  refractory  conscripts  are 
carried  off  by  the  soldiers  as  a  punishment  on 
their  families.  They  may  be  expected  to  estimate 
rightly  the  character  of  a  government  which  sub- 
sidises the  press  and  tribes  members  of  parlia- 
ment in  one  part  of  the  country,  while  it  ex- 
tinguishes the  press  by  prosecutions  and  seizures, 
and  carries  its  elections  by  the  intimidation  of  a 
few  voters  and  the  utter  abstention  of  the  ma- 
jority in  another.  They  may  be  supposed  to  feel 
strongly  when  they  hear  of  hundreds  of  jjersons 
arrested  and  imprisoned  on  mere  suspicion,  kept 
for  months  upon  months  not  only  without  trial, 
but  without  a  charge  being  made  against  them, 
or,  if  condemned  by  packed  juries,  subjected,  for 
simply  political  offenses  (in  a  country  where  the 
legitimate  sovereign  is  in  exile),  to  all  the  hard- 
ships inflicted  in  southern  Europe  upon  the  worst 
criminals.  If  facts  like  these  can  be  substantia- 
ted against  the  present  system  of  government  in 
Italy,  surely  that  system  ought  no  longer  to  re- 
ceive the  moral  support  of  England. 

A  pamphlet  now  lies  before  us,  printed  in  the 
course  of  the  last  year  at  Paris,  which  has  every 
claim  on  the  consideration  of  those  who  may 
wish  to  know  the  real  state  of  things  in  Italy 
under  the  government  of  Victor  Emmanuel.  It 
deals  particularly  with  the  kingdom  of  the  Two 
Sicilies,*  which  is,  of  course,  the  part  of  the  new 
State  which  has  suffered  most  under  the  new  Gov- 
ernment, if  we  except,  as  far  as  the  conscrpition 
goes,  the  provinces  detached  from  the  Pontifical 
territory,  in  which,  as  in  Sicily,  that  terrible  evil 
was  before  unknown.  The  pamphlet  is  certainly 
not  the  work  of  a  ijartisan,  if  we  may  judge 
of  an  author  from  the  tone  of  his  pages.  There 
is  no  declamation,  no  violent  language,  and  no 
scope  is  given  to  the  imagination.  "We  have  no 
doubt  that  M.  Gamier  would  gladly  see  Francis 
the  Second  restored  to  his  throne :  but  his  point 
is  to  prove  that  nineteen-twentieths  of  the  inhab- 
itants of  the  Two  Sicilies  would  rejoice  at  it  as 
much  and  even  more  than  himself,  and  the  evi- 
dence of  this  fact  is  stated  in  the  calmest  and 


*  Le  Eoyaume  det  Deux  SicUet. 
Gamier.    Patis,  iseo. 
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most  methodical  manner.  The  pamphlet  is  as 
uniiupassioned  as  a  "  blue  book ;"  but  "  blue 
books"  can  often  tell  terrible  tales  by  their  sta- 
tistics and  their  quotations,  and  it  is  in  this  man- 
ner that  M.  Garuier's  pamphlet  tells  a  terrible 
tale  also.  We  cannot  imagine  any  one  reading  it, 
and  not  being  convinced  that  the  whole  of  South- 
ern Italy  and  Sicily  is  simply  held  by  force  for  the 
Piedmontese  crown,  and  that  the  invaders  have 
been  obliged  to  trample  under  foot  every  vestige 
of  liberty  and  to  violate  the  commonest  laws  of 
humanity  in  order  to  establish  and  to  maintain 
their  rule.  A  year  after  the  "  annexation,"  Massi- 
mo d'AsMJglio  expressed  in  his  letter  to  Matteucci 
the  conclusion  which  every  fair-minded  reader 
will  form  from  the  accumulated  evidence  in  this 
pamphlet :  that  the  Neapolitans  ought  to  be  left 
to  decide  for  themselves,  whether  they  wish  to 
belong  to  the  new  kingdom,  or  not.  "  On  that 
side  of  the  Tronto,"  he  said,  "  you  require  sixty 
battalions,  and  even  these  are  said  to  be  insuffi- 
cient. If  any  Italians  were  to  wish  to  bring  the 
Germans  into  Italy,  or  keep  them  there,  the  rest 
of  their  fellow  countrymen  might  fairly  make 
war  on  them,  if  they  did  not  wish  for  the  Ger- 
mans. But  we  have  no  right  to  shoot  Italians, 
who  remain  Italians  and  yet  do  not  wish  to  unite 
themselves  with  us." 

[TO  BE  COKTrNUED.T 


AUOTHEE  EOMAN  LETTEE  EEOM  BISHOP 
LAMY. 

The  Most  Reverend  Archbishop  has  kindly  per- 
mitted us  {Catholic  Mirror)  to  publish  an  extract 
from  another  letter  of  the  Right  Rev.  Dr.  Lamy, 
bearer  of  the  dispatches  of  the  Council  to  His 
Holiness.  It  is  dated  Rome,  January  12,  and  it 
contains  facts  which  cannot  but  be  very  grateful 
to  the  heart  of  every  Catholic  in  the  United  States : 
Most  Rev.  Dear  ArcTibialwp  : 

I  hope  you  have  already  received  the  letter  I 
had  the  honor  to  write  to  you  soon  after  my  arri- 
val here.  The  Holy  Father  was  rejoiced  and 
highly  pleased  with  the  Council  of  Baltimore,  and 
also  to  hear  many  particulars  I  gave  him  about 
the  progress  of  our  Church  in  the  United  States : 
but  what  pleased  His  Holiness  most,  and  gave  him 
great  consolation  in  the  midst  of  the  troubles  with 
which  his  paternal  heart  is  afflicted,  was  the  Let- 
ter addressed  to  him  by  the  Fathers  of  the  Coun- 
cil. He  spoke  of  it  in  the  highest  terms.  His  ex- 
pression in  Spanish  was  the  following :    Hermosa 


Carta,  hermosissima ;  en  pocas  sentential  han  Tie' 
cho  la  historia  de  mi  vida — "  Beautiful  Letter, 
most,  beautiful ;  in  a  few  sentences  they  have  writ- 
ten the  history  of  my  life."  The  Holy  Father 
speaks  the  Spanish  vei*y  fluently,  and  in  three  au- 
diences I  have  had  already,  he  used  that  language. 
On  the  third  instant,  I  had  the  honor  of  serving 
his  Mass,  and  of  assisting  him  at  the  altar.  I  hand- 
ed him,  myself,  the  beautiful  copy  of  the  Decrees 
so  nicely  bound,  and  he  admired  it  very  much  : 
Que  cosa,  tan  hellas  hacen  in  America  ! — "  What 
beautiful  things  they  make  in  America !"  said  His 
Holiness,  looking  at  the  volume,  turning  it  over, 
and  opening  it.  ***** 

The  late  Council  of  Baltimore  has  produced  a 
wonderful  effect,  not  only  in  Rome,  but  also  in 
France  and  Ireland.  The  other  evening  his  Emi- 
nence Cardinal  BarnaBo  said  to  me :  "  Tlie  Cath- 
olic Church  has  a  grand  arena  in  the  United  States 
of  America :  it  is  very  consoling,"  he  added. 

Affairs  in  Rome  are  still  in  statu  quo;  they 
have  rather  a  gloomy  aspect.      *        *        *        * 

Most  Rev.  Archbishop, 

Your  devoted  Brother  in  Christ, 

JOHN  B.  LAMY, 
Bishop  of  Santa  Fe. 


MIEAOULOUS  OOOUEEEKOE  AT  TOUES. 


The  saintly  man  of  whom  mention  is  made  in 
the  following  is  well  known  to  us.  We  had  the 
pleasure  of  being  introdueed  to  him  more  than 
twenty -five  years  ago.  We  would  have  alluded  to 
him  sooner  in  the  pages  of  the  Ave  Maria,  had 
it  not  been  for  the  very  fact  of  the  long  and  in- 
timate friendship  which  has  existed  between  us 
since  the  year  1840.  Of  his  antecedents  previous 
to  that  epoch,  we  know  nothing  except  that  he 
resided  for  a  number  of  years  in  Martinique  until 
the  troubles  of  that  Island  drove  him  out  with 
many  other  French  families,  when  he  returned  to 
his  native  land.  Mr.  Dupont  is  a  gentleman  of 
rare  attainments  as  a  scholar;  in  1842  he  pub- 
lished Vannee  d,  Marie  in  two  vols :  which  he 
sent  us,  and  which  we  consider  as  a  most 
valuable  monument  of  his  piety  towards  the  Holy 
Mother  of  God.  It  is  not  exact  to  say  that  mir- 
aculous cures  commenced  to  take  place  two  years 
ago  :  we  think  it  should  be  twenty  years,  as  since 
that  time,  we  have  seen  no  change  in  the  afflu- 
ence of  sick  and  invalids  to  his  house.  We  have 
seen  with  our  own  eyes  more  than  half  a  dozen 
times,  the  scenes  briefly  enumerated  in  the  follow- 
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ing  report,  and  we  shall  probably  come  to  the 
same  subject  again.  We  copy  from  the  Universe 
an  article  taken  from  the  London  Weekly  Register : 

A  private  letter  that  has  been  communicated  to 
us  contains  the  following: 

In  Prance,  at  Tours,  there  resides  a  gentleman 
of  independent  fortune,  and  whose  early  life  may 
be  summed  up  in  a  few  words. 

Speaking  of  himself,  M.  Dupont  says  that  in 
his  early  youth  he  was  Un  diable  dliomme.  In 
time  he  married  a  fervent  Catliolic,  and  soon  his 
own  conduct  yielded  to  the  influence  of  sanctity, 
and  his  life  in  a  few  years  became  as  exemplary 
as  it  had  hitherto  been  pitiable.  His  virtue  was 
soon  put  to  the  test  by  the  loss  of  his  saintly  wife, 
from  which  period  the  widower  made  rapid  prog- 
ress in  every  virtue,  and  shortly  after  God  de- 
manded of  him  one  more  sacrifice  in  the  person 
of  his  only  and  cherished  child.  It  was  a  daugh- 
ter, then  eighteen  years  of  age,  beautiful,  talent- 
ed, and  saintly,  the  very  delight  and  pride  of  her 
father,  and  the  sole  earthly  joy  of  his  heart.  But 
the  holy  widower  had  climbed  to  almost  an  heroic 
virtue,  and  with  prompt  submission  gives  back  to 
God  that  treasure  He  had  vouchsafed  him  for  a 
few  years.  The  daughter  had  just  returned  from 
school,  when  a  rapid  consumption  led  her  to  the 
grave.  Her  virtuous  father,  with  firm  nerve,  un- 
shaken love  of  God,  and  calm  resignation,  him- 
self prepares  his  child  for  death,  exhorts  her  to 
meet  her  Creator  w  ith  love,  and  while  all  around 
are  drowned  in  tears  he  preserves  a  resigned 
countenance.  The  darling  child  expires,  the  vir- 
tuous father  pours  forth  his  grief  in  silent,  ardent 
prayer,  and  consecrates  his  heart  and  soul  yet 
more  entirely  to  the  most  perfect  love  of  his  Cre- 
ator. He  divides  his  time  exclusively  between 
the  poor,  sick,  and  disconsolate,  and  makes  him- 
self all  to  all.  He  joins  the  society  formed  in  that 
town  to  offer  reparation  to  God  for  the  non-ob- 
servance of  the  Sunday  and  for  blasphemies.  This 
pious  association  meet  every  TuesJay  evening, 
spend  the  whole  night  in  prayer  before  the  Bless- 
ed Sacrament,  and  separate  only  after  Mass  and 
Communion  on  the  Wednesday.  They  offer  the 
like  adoration  and  reparation  on  the  first  Friday 
of  every  month,  and  also  pray  for  any  other  in- 
tention which  may  have  been  specially  asked  of 
them,  such  as  the  conversion  of  sinners,  and  of 
whom  many  owe  the  gift  of  repentance  to  their 
intercession.  Some  years  ago  there  fell  into  the 
hands  of  M.  Dupont  a  certain  impressive  picture 
— a  painting — of  the  wounded  face  of  Our  Divine 
Lord — Ecce  Homo.    This  picture  he  hung  up  in 


his  bed-room,  which,  indeed,  is  about  the  only 
room  of  his  vast  house  which  he  appears  to  occu- 
py. Out  of  devotion  he  burnt  a  lamp  before  the 
picture,  the  oil  of  which  was  discovered  to  have 
a  certain  miraculous  healing  power  infused  into 
it  by  God's  all-powerful  and  unerring  wisdom.  I 
do  not  know  when  the  miracles  began,  neither  do 
I  know  which  was  the  first  cure  wrought,  or  what 
particular  circumstance  induced  persons  to  have 
recourse  to  the  oil  burnt  in  the  lamp  before  the 
holy  picture.  At  present,  and  for,  at  least,  the 
last  two  years,  M.  Dupont's  house  is  open  to  all, 
whether  poor  or  rich.  People  come  in  crowds 
from  Paris,  etc.,  and  all  and  each  are  invariably 
cured,  though  not  instantaneously,  unless  with  a 
few  exceptions,  where  God  has  been  pleased  to- 
make  the  bodily  health  entire  in  one  moment. 
M.  Dupont  receives  each  sufferer,  the  lame,  blind, 
paralytic,  deaf  and  dumb,  the  complication  of 
every  disease.  He  inquires  of  each  their  illness, 
then  either  he  anoints  the  part  affected,  or  (as  it 
is  necessary  in  many  cases)  causes  them  to  be 
anointed,  that  is,  by  signing  the  parts  with  the 
sign  of  the  cross  with  the  holy  oil.  M.  Dupont 
then  bids  all  assemble  (and  the  numbers  are  often 
considerable),  kneel  down,  and,  facing  the  holy 
picture,  recite  with  him  certain  litanies  and 
prayers,  which  being  over,  M.  Dupont  rises  up, 
and  inquiring  of  the  sufferer  how  he  or  she  is, 
soon  receives  for  answer  that  the  pain  has  gone, 
or  that  in  some  other  way  they  are  suddenly  re- 
lieved and  in  a  few  days  are  completely  cured. 
The  cures  are  usually  gradual ;  but  in  some  cases 
they  have  been  instantaneous,  as  when  a  young 
peasant  girl,  living  some  distance  off,  convinced 
that  were  she,  by  God's  holy  will,  to  apply  for  an 
instantaneous  cure  of  a  frightful  and  painful 
swelling  in  her  throat,  it  might  prove  the  means 
of  the  conversion  of  some  Protestants  in  her  town. 
Accordingly  the  girl  came  to  Tours,  and  at  the 
ending  of  the  prayers  was  entirely  cured,  and, 
moreover,  returning  to  her  town,  her  friends  were 
so  struck  by  this  outward  manifestation  of  God's 
power  that  nine  of  them  embraced  the  only  true 
faith.  The  cures  are  innumerable,  and  in  some 
few  cases  have  been  obtained  by  simply  applying 
the  oil  without  visiting  Tours  for  the  purpose,  as 
in  case  of  the  Duke  de  Rochefoucault,  which  oc- 
curred quite  lately.  This  nobleman  was  lying 
dangerously  ill,  and  had  lost  his  reason  entirely, 
and  his  death  was  hourly  expected,  when  prayers 
are  begged  for  him  at  Tours  before  the  holy  pic- 
ture, and  the  holy  oil  is  applied  to  the  dying  man, 
who  instantaneously  recovers  his  health  and  his 
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reason.  This  fact  was  signed  by  tlie  Emperor  and 
Empress  and  six  thousand  persons.  About  a  year 
ago  a  young  man  arrived  from  Paris  to  be  cured 
of  some  infirmity,  and  finding  himself  well,  he 
proceeds  to  invite  a  young  cousin  to  obtain  some 
bodily  cure  in  the  same  way.  That  young  man 
also  goes  to  be  anointed  with  the  holy  oil;  and 
on  his  cure  goes  off  to  Paris  with  his  cousin,  and 
prevails  on  the  mother  of  the  former  to  proceed 
to  Tours  likewise  for  a  cure.  This  lady  had  been 
a  cripple  fourteen  years,  and  was  actually  being 
carried  out  of  her  carriage  and  up  the  stairs  when 
my  aunt  was  at  M.  Dupont's  to  meet  her.  The 
lady  was  soon  anointed.  The  prayers  recited,  she 
was  at  once  relieved,  but  not  cured.  The  next 
day  she  returns  to  be  again  anointed,  having 
walked  over  three  miles  on  her  once  paralyzed 
limbs,  and  a  few  days  later  she  is  entirely  cured. 
The  lady  brings  with  her  a  maid  servant  afflicted 
with  a  deep  and  large  cancer.  The  maid  is  led 
to  an  inner  room,  is  anointed,  and  the  prayers 
being  over  is  at  once  free  from  pain.  In  a  few 
days  the  cancer  disappears,  and  in  a  short  time 
the  girl's  flesh  is  restored  to  all  its  healthiness. 
These  are  only  a  few  of  the  very  many  wonderful 
cures  daily  wrought  at  Tours.  The  Cardinal 
Archbishop  of  Tours,  when  questioned  once  on 
these  apparent  miracles,  replied  he  considered  M. 
Dupont  so  far  advanced  in  sanctity  that  the  gift 
of  healing  may  have  been  given  to  him.  Yet  the 
Archbishop  refrains  from  pronouncing,  especially 
as  it  is  the  application  of  the  holy  oil,  joined  to 
M.  Dupont's  prayers,  which  seems  to  be  the  me- 
dium of  God's  pity  on  the  sufferings  of  us  His 
creatures,  and  that  the  wounds  of  His  own  divine 
countenance  move  Him  thereto. 


SODALITIES  OP  NEW  YOEK. 

Sodality  of  the  "  Children  of  Mary  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception"  at  the  Church  of  Saint  Ter- 
esa— Rev.  P.  Ferrall,  assistant  Pastor,  Director. 

This  Church,  now  dedicated  to  God  under  the 
patronage  of  Saint  Teresa,  was  purchased,  together 
with  the  Presbytery  attached  thereto,  by  the 
Rev.  James  Boyce,  from  a  congregation  of  Presby- 
terians, about  the  end  of  May,  1863. 

It  was  solemnly  dedicated  to  God,  according  to 
the  ceremonial  of  the  Catholic  Church,  by  the  late 
and  lamented  Archbishop  Hughes,  on  Sunday,  the 
twenty-first  of  January  following.  Abour,  two 
years  later  a  large  building  adjoiningthe  Church 


was  also  purchased,  altered  and  repaired,  and  con- 
verted into  a  Select  Academy  for  Boys,  whose 
number  at  present  ranges  at  about  one  hundred 
andfiity. 

The  Congregations  of  Saint  Teresa's,  although 
only  about  three  years  and  a  half  organized,  have 
already  signalized  themselves,  and  taken  the  lead 
of  the  New  York  churches,  in  the  display  of  gen- 
erosity in  the  cause  of  charity. 

The  Sodality  above  named  was  aggregated  to  the 
Primary  Sodality  at  Rome  on  the  6th  of  January, 
1866  ;  it  contains  now  about  sixty  members,  select- 
ed from  amongst  the  most  exemplary  young  ladies 
of  the  Congregation.  They  meet  on  the  third 
Sunday  of  every  month  in  the  Chapel  of  the  In- 
stitute conducted  by  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  one 
of  whom  is  their  Directress. 

The  meeting  is  opened  by  the  Director  invoking 
for  them  the  light  and  grace  of  the  Holy  Ghost ;. 
after  which  he  gives  them  instructions  on  the 
truths  of  Faith,  or  the  principles  of  morality. 
They  then  sing  the  Litany  of  Loretto,  after  which 
the  rules  are  read  for  them  by  the  Directress.  One 
of  these  rules  directs  that  on  the  death  of  any 
member,  a  Solemn  Requiem  Mass  shall  be  offered 
for  her  soul ;  at  which  all  the  members  are  re- 
quired to  be  present,  clad  in  their  uniform — blue 
dress  and  white  veil — and  wearing  their  medals. 
On  the  twenty-second  ult.,  the  necessity  arose,  for 
the  first  time,  of  observing  this  rule.  On  that  day 
a  Solemn  Requiem  was  offered  for  the  soul  of  the 
first  Sodalist  who  has  died  since  the  establishment 
of  the  Sodality. 

It  was  truly  solemn,  impressive  and  edifying  to 
see  all  the  Sodalists,  together  with  a  large  num- 
ber of  the  congregation,  collected  around  the  bier, 
more  disposed,  no  doubt,  to  pray  to  than  for 
Mary's  child,  -gone  home  to  the  arms  of  that 
heavenly  Mother  whom  she  loved  so  well. 

On  Sunday,  the  third  inst.,  initiatory  measures 
were  adopted  for  the  establishment  of  what 
will  be  called  the 

Junior  Sodality  op  the  Children  of  Mary" 
the  members  of  which  will  be  selected  from  the 
boys  and  girls  of  the  Sunday  School,  all  who  have 
made  their  first  Communion,  up  to  fifteen  years  of 
age.  This  is  intended  to  be  a  kind  of  nursery  for 
the  first  Sodality,  as  the  girls  on  reaching  the 
proper  age  will  be  transferred  to  it. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  all  will  tend  to  promote 
God's  glory,  Mary's  honor,  the  interests  of  Relig- 
ion and  the  sanctification  of  souls. 

SODALIST. 
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For  ike  Atz  Mabia. 

ANGEL  SOEEOW. 

BY  R.  V.  n. 


"  Our  hearts  are  full  of  Angels, 

When  they  are  full  of  sorrows," 
And  the  angels  and  the  sorrows 

Loving  messengers  of  God ; 
Our  strongest,  purest  human  love 

Its  tenderest  fullness  borrows 
FroTi  the  pity  that  we  feel  for  those 

Who  are  stricken  by  His  rod. 

Who  hath  never  had  deep  sorrow. 

Hath  never  felt  deep  sweetness, 
The  strange  delight  they  only  find 

Who  closely  clasp  the  Cross ; 
And  that  life  hath  lacked  its  measure. 

And  that  soul  wants  true  completeness. 
That  hath  n  t  learned  what  heavenly  gain 

Lies  hid  in  earthly  loss. 

"  Our  hearts  are  full  of  Angels, 

When  they  are  full  of  sorrows," 
We  may  hear  if  we  will  listen, 

The  flutterings  of  their  wings ; 
And  the  low  chaunts  of  their  thanksgiving 

For  the  coming  of  the  morrow, 
With  the  peace  of  heart  and  strength  divine 

That  patient  suffering  brings. 

Joy  hath  its  blessed  work  to  do, 

But  sorrows'  ministrations 
Are  more  divine  because  they  lift 

The  soul  to  heights  above. — 
Te  Deum  ends  its  glorious  strains 

In  humblest  sujjplications, 
But  De  profundU  endeth 

In  the  confidence  of  love. 


The  DiSGnACED  Couktiers. — There  are  occur- 
rences in  life,  which  make  so  much  impression  on 
the  mind,  that  we  must  be  placed  in  the  same  sit- 
uation as  those,  on  whom  the  effects  have  been 
produced,  to  believe  the  reality  of  such  effects. 

Philip  II,  King  of  Spain,  while  attending  Mass, 
observed  two  of  his  courtiers,  who  did  nothing 
but  talk  during  the  whole  of  the  sacrifice.  On 
going  out  of  the  chapel,  the  King  said  to  them : 
"Is  it  thus  you  hear  Mass?  Never  appear  at 
court  again."  This  word  was  as  a  thunderbolt  to 
both.  One  died  two  days  after,  and  the  other 
lost  his  senses.  How  dreadful  then  will  it  be  to 
hear  from  the  mouth  of  the  King  of  Ages :  "  Go 
from  me,  ye  cursed — go  into  everlasting  fire." 


NOTICE  or  PUBLICATIONS. 

LIFE  OF  ST.  CECILIA,  VIB61N  AND  MARTYR;  From 
the  French  of  the  Eev.  Dum  Prosper  Guerangcr.  Phila- 
delphia :  P.  F.  CannlDifbain. 

We  owe  an  apology  to  the  enterprising  pub- 
lisher for  not  having  noticed  sooner  this  valuable 
addition  to  our  Catholic  literature.  The  name 
of  its  author,  the  erudite  Benedictine  Abb6  Guer- 
anger,  so  favorably  known  to  the  learned  and 
the  religious  world  as  the  author  of  Institutions 
LiturgiqiKs,  is  sufficient  guarantee  that  the  book 
is  no  ordinary  work.  The  translation  is  good, 
yet  occasionally  marred  by  sentences  which  evi- 
dently show  that  it  is  but  a  translation. 

It  is  gotten  up  in  a  very  superior  style  of  bind- 
ing. We  trust  that  every  Catholic  family  will 
buy  a  copy,  for  in  proportion  as  infidelity  and 
immorality  seek  to  impress  their  character  upon 
the  present  age,  so  should  Catholics  be  fully 
aware  of  the  vital  importance, — nay,  the  absolute 
necessity  of  reading  the  lives  and  meditating 
upon  the  virtues  of  those  who  closely  followed  in 
the  footsteps  of  Him  who  came  on  earth  to  point 
out  to  us  the  only  road  to  Heaven.  Of  all  such 
lives  we  know  of  none  whose  example  will  do 
more  good  than  that  of  St.  Cecilia.  To  youth 
it  teaches  how  the  child  of  God  can  live  even  in 
the  midst  of  the  Pagan  household,  and  present 
all  the  characteristics  of  a  Saint.  From  its  pages 
the  married  learn  how  the  believing  spouse  can 
convert  the  unbelieving  consort;  to  those  who 
consecrate  their  chastity  to  God  it  shows  how, 
when  faithful  to  His  grace,  this  heavenly  virtue 
can  be  preserved  in  spite  of  the  greatest  obstacles. 
To  all  classes,  St.  Cecilia  gives  the  example  of  the 
manner  in  which  the  riches  of  this  world  must  be 
valued,  in  counting  as  a  great  gain  to  the  posses- 
sor all  that  is  given  to  the  poor  and  to  the  Church 
of  God. 

And  her  glorious  death  teaches  Christians  at 
what  price  they  must  estimate  the  precious  gift 
of  faith.  Again  we  invite  all  our  readers  to  pur- 
chase and  read  this  beautiful  book.  It  should  be 
in  every  Catholic  library.  Houses  of  education 
will  find  it  one  of  the  most  appropriate  works 
that  they  can  give  for  premiums. 

THE  MYSTICAL  ROSE  ;  OR,  MARY  OF  NAZARETH — 
THE  LILY  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  DAVID:  By  Maria 
Josephine.    Second  Edition :  P.  O'Shea,  N.  Y. 

Some  time  ago  a  gifted  Protestant  lady  of  Ver- 
mont undertook  to  celebrate,  in  studied  poetry, 
the  praises  of  the  holy  Mother  of  God,  and  as  she 
entered  in  good  faith  this  inclosed  garden,  such  was 
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her  delight  in  inhaling  the  perfume  of  the  ex- 
quisite bloom  of  the  mysterious  parterre  wherein 
her  new  work  brought  her,  that  she  tarried  as  a 
loving  denizen  and  servant,  albeit  sue  entered 
to  gather  but  a  wreath  from  the  realms  of  Mary 
to  adorn  her  own  brow.  But  through  Mary  she 
learned  to  love  the  Church,  and  of  course  in  the 
end  became  a  Catholic.  Yet  the  step  was  not  a 
hasty  one,  and  it  was  during  the  epoch  of  tran- 
sition that  she  completed  the  "Mystical  Rose" 
and  gave  it  to  the  public.  Waiving  all  partiality 
we  likely  now  must  feel  for  the  well-known  au- 
thoress as  a  favorite  contributor  to  the  pages  of 
the  Ave  Maria,  we  must  say  in  all  candor,  that 
even  before  we  had  become  personally  acquainted, 
we  were  delighted  with  the  exquisite  freshness,  and 
charmingoriginality  of  her  pages,  and  with  no  or- 
dinary pleasure  we  heard  of  her  entrance  into  the 
Church. 

And  Marie  Josephine  has  the  happy  privi- 
lege of  presenting  to  the  public  the  first 
poetical  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  the  work 
gives  the  writer  a  distinguished  place  among 
American  authors.  Its  high  literary  merits  and 
tender  devotional  sentiments  will  bestow  pleasure 
and  instruction  on  all  who  love  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  God.  The  work  is  gotten  up  in  a 
style  that  that  does  credit  to  the  enterprising 
publisher.  A  more  suitable  book  in  every  re- 
spect could  not  be  purchased  by  our  educational 
institutions  as  a  premium  for  advanced  pupils. 

With  the  second  edition  of  the  Mystical  Rose, 
we  have  also  received  a  few  advanced  sheets  of  a 
new  work,  by  the  same  authoress,  entitled  Rosa 
Immaculata.  From  what  we  have  read  of  it,  we 
may  safely  assert  that  it  will  bring  new  laurels 
and  new  merits  to  the  author..  It  will  be  issued 
from  the  press  before  the  1st  of  May. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  ARMED.  Published  by  D.  &  J.  Sad- 
ller,  31  Barclay  street,  New  York. 

TEE  SCHOOL  01  JESUS  CRUCIFIED.  Published  by 
the  same. 

These  two  works,  written  by  Father  Ignatius 
of  the  side  of  Jesus,  are  precisely  the  books  that 
Catholic  parents  should  have  at  this  time — the 
beginning  of  Lent — lying  on  their  tables,  to  be 
read  at  intervals,  to  be  taken  up  now  by  one  of 
the  family,  then  by  another. 

What  a  salutary  influence  such  books  produce 
in  a  family ;  we  cannot  imagine,  for  instance, 
those  books  jostled  by  the  light,  insipid  works, 
in  which  you  look  in  vain  for  thought  in  a  mul- 
titude of  words.  Again,  if  these  books  be  left  in 
the  way  of  children — growing  and  grown  up — 


simjily  a  glance  at  them  may  do  good,  suggest  a 
good  thought,  and,  as  in  the  case  of  Augustin,  at 
one  moment  or  another,  decide  the  future  good 
career  of  many  a  son  and  daughter.  We  will  re- 
turn to  these  books  in  a  future  number  of  the  Ave. 

L'EcHO  DE  LA  Franck.— We  have  already  called 
the  attention  of  our  readers  to  the  excellent  peri- 
odical, edited  by  M.  Louis  Ricard,  a  gentleman 
whose  well-known  literary  ability  is  a  guarantee 
for  the  character  of  the  selections  in  his  paper. 
As  its  name  imjilies — L'eclio  de  la  France — it  con- 
sists of  articles  taken  from  the  leading  Catholic 
papers  and  periodicals  of  France. 

Those  in  the  United  States  who  find  it  rather 
expensive  to  procure  all  the  Revues,  etc.,  published 
in  France,  will  find  in  thff  Echo  a  selection  of  the 
best  articles  of  those  Revues  for  the  comparatively 
small  sum  of  four  dollars.  All  college  societies 
should  take  it  for  their  libraries;  and  all  who 
can  enjoy  the  writings  of  Veuillot,  Bishop  Du- 
panloup  and  other  living  French  authors,  will 
find  a  treat  in  the  EcTio.  We  give  the  Prospectus 
of  the  Echo  among  our  advertisements. 

The  Guardian  Angel. — A  commendable  en- 
terprise has  been  set  on  foot  in  Philadelphia, 
which  we  perceive  receives  the  hearty  approval 
of  the  clergy  of  the  diocese. 

The  Oiutrdian  Angel  is  a  very  handsome  month- 
ly, published  expressly  for  children,  and  judging 
from  the  first  and  only  number  before  us,  will  be 
eagerly  read  by  the  young  folks.  We  wish  it 
every  success  in  attaining  the  object  it  has  in  view. 
The  Rosier  de  Marie,  with  its  many  beautiful  com- 
munications from  all  parts  of  the  Empire,  giving 
testimony  to  the  increase  of  the  devotion  to  our 
Blessed  Mother  in  her  fair  kingdom  of  France, 
comes  regularly,  and  is  always  read  with  pleasure ; 
especially  the  interesting  Chroniques  of  M.  Venet. 

The  song,  Blessing  of  the  Bells,  by  E.  Mack, 
published  by  John  F.  Ellis,  Washington,  D.  C. 

This  is  a  perfect  little  gem.  Its  future  success 
will  prove  the  fact  that  a  good  song  must  express 
the  words.  I  wish  we  had  more  such,  in  place  of 
the  sentimental  trash  we  are  forced  to  listen  to. 
The  beautiful  bell  accompaniment,  through  which 
the  melody  floats,  touches  the  devotional  chord  of 
the  heart,  and  causes  it  to  vibrate  in  unison  with 
the  voice  from  heaven  : 

"  Take  np  thy  cross  and  follow  Me, 
Who  wore  the  ihorny  crown  for  thee." 


I 


Corrections.— Page  98,  1st  column,  15th  line, 
for  "any  earthly  sister,"  read  any  one  of  Jier 
earthly  sisters. 

Same  page,  2nd  column,  86th  line,  for  "  she  is 
still  far  from  you,"  read,  she  is  still  not  far  from  you. 
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OHEONIOLE. 


HAPPY  LIVES   AND   HAPPY  DEATHS. 

In  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation,  Georgetown, 
D.  C,  Sister  Mary  Isidore  Ford  breathed  her  last 
on  the  4th  of  January.  This  privileged  soul  en- 
tered the  Convent  in  1817  ;  consequently  she  had 
seen  a  half  a  century  glide  away  in  the  peaceful, 
happy  cloistered  life  of  the  gentle  daughters  of  St. 
Francis  de  Sales.  For  fifty  years,  dwelling  al- 
most within  hearing  of  the  busy  hum  of  the  Na- 
tional Capital,  yet  never  even  casting  one  glance 
beyond  the  hallowed  precincts  of  the  monastery's 
walls !  How  many  rival  administrations  have  suc- 
ceeded one  another  and  passed  away  forever ; — 
and  how  wonderfully  have  both  war  and  peace 
developed  the  immense  natural  resources  of  the 
United  States  since  Sister  Isidore  left  the  outside 
world  to  devote  her  youth, — her  entire  life  to  God, 
in  hours  of  silent  prayer  and  working  love. 
What  immense,  powerful  influences  such  "  hours" 
passed  within  the  shadow  of  the  sanctuary,  have 
upon  the  spiritual  growth  of  our  country,  God 
alone  knows;  but  we  would  not  exchange  the 
good  effected  by  them  in  the  scale  of  social  progress 
for  all  the  works  of  our  modern  philanthropists. 
And  the  good  that  has  been  produced  by  the  di- 
rect influence  of  the  cloistered  life  of  the  holy  and 
gifted  Visitandine  Sisters  of  Georgetown,  where 
Sister  Isidore  quietly  dwelt  for  the  last  fifty  years, 
in  their  education  of  youth,  is  witnessed  in  every 
class  of  Society.  How  many  happy  households 
can  rise  up  and  bless  them  for  the  mothers 
of  families,  whom  they  trained  to  be  the  honor, 
the  pride,  the  support  and  the  consolation  of  the 
home  circle,  and  there  is  scarcely  a  Convent  of 
any  other  Religious  Order  in  the  United  States 
that  has  not  among  its  professed  members  former 
pupils  of  the  time-honored  and  celebrated  House 
of  the  Visitation  in  Georgetown,  District  of  Co- 
lumbia. 

This  admirable  institution  is  one  of  the  oldest 
in  the  country.  As  we  record  the  death  of  one 
who  entered  its  walls  before  the  greater  part  of 
the  present  uncloistered  Religious  Communities 
in  the  United  States  had  even  an  existence  in  the 
Church,  we  are  reminded  that  Sister  Isidore  is 
not  a  solitary  instance  in  this  Convent  of  Relig- 
ious who  can  look  back  to  a  period  anterior  to 
half  a  century,  and  there  find  the  epoch  of  her 
entrance  into  religion ; — for  on  the  29th  of  the 
same  month,  the  Community  celebrated  the  Fif- 
tieth ANNivERSATiY  of  the  lieligtous  Profession 
of  three  of  its  members — all  still  active  sisters. 


A  valued  correspondent  -^rites  that  "they  en- 
joyed their  Festival  and  were  duly  crowned 
with  golden  crowns." 

May  we  not  easily  indulge  the  belief  that  these 
"  golden  crowns,"  resting  for  a  moment  on  ven- 
erable heads  whose  richest  earthly  diadems  have 
been  for  long  years  the  precious  jewels  of  volun- 
tary poverty,  were  but  faint  reflections  of  the 
golden  crowns  prepared  for  them  in  the  kingdom 
of  everlasting  glory,  by  the  Heavenly  Bride- 
groom ;  for,  with  Saint  Agnes,  they,  too,  can  say  : 
"  Dexteram  meam  et  collum  meum  cinxit  lajndibus, 
pretiosas  tradidit  auribus  meia  in<Bstimabiles  Mar- 
garitas.^^ 

"  He  has  girded  my  hands  and  neck  with  prec- 
ious gems,  and  has  set  in  my  ears  rings  of  peerless 
pearls." 

RELIGIOUS  KECEPTIONS  AND   PROFESSIONS. 

In  the  Convent  of  Loretto,  Toronto,  Canada,  on 
the  17th  of  January,  the  following  young  ladies 
made  their  Religious  Profession :  Miss  Isabella 
O'Neil,  Eleanor  O'Neil,  and  Anne  Don  Carlos — 
names  in  religion :  Sisters  Mary  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  Mary  Justina,  and  Mary  Camilla.  At  the 
same  time  Miss  Margeret  O'Neil,  Miss  Cushin, 
and  Miss  Duggan  received  the  white  veil — names 
in  religion :  Sisters  Mary  Anastasia,  Mary  Ger- 
trude, and  Mary  Winifred. 

In  the  Convent  of  the  Ursulineg,  St.  Martin's, 
Brown  Co.,  Ohio,  the  following  young  ladies 
made  their  Religious  Profession :  Miss  Kate  Mc- 
Geveny — in  religion  Sister  Borgia ;  Miss  B.  Mur- 
phy, of  Mayo,  Ireland;  Miss  Annette  Juliard, 
of  France — Sister  Mary. 

In  the  Convent  of  Saint  Xavier,  Sisters  of  Mer- 
cy, Westmoreland  Co.,  Pa.,  on  the  14th  of  Janua- 
ry, Miss  Annie  Shea — Sister  Mary  Jerome — re- 
ceived the  white  veil  from  the  Right.  Rev.  Bishop 
Domenec. 

OBITUARIES. 

Died  in  Rochester,  on  the  11th  of  January,  Rev. 
Columban  Messner,  of  the  Order  of  Capuchins. 

At  Saint  Bridget's  Convent,  Titusville,  on  the 
19th  of  January,  of  heart  disease,  venerable  Moth- 
er Angela,  in  the  sixty-sixth  year  of  her  age  and 
thirty-ninth  of  her  Profession. 

At  the  Convent  of  Saint  Xavier,  Sisters  of  Mer- 
cy, Westmoreland  Co.,  Pa.,  on  the  10th  of  Janua- 
ry 10th,  Sister  Mary  Lucy,  in  the  fourty-fourth 
year  of  her  age,  and  the  nineteenth  of  her  profes- 
sion. 

At  the  Concent  of  the  Sisters  of  Holy  Cross,  St 
Laurence,  Canada,  Sister  M.  Isidore,  professed. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 
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OHILDEEN^S  DEPAETMENT. 


BETHLEHEM- 


For  the  Avx  Mabia. 

-SONNET. 


BY  M.   J.   C. 

O  Mother  of  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 
By  those  blest  names  in  pity  look  on  me, 
Low  at  tby  feet ;  I  kiss  the  sacred  sod 
Where  Christ  my  Lord  and  King  was  born  of  thee; 
In  heart  to'day  I  traverse  land  and  sea 
To  visit  Bethlehem's  stable,  Holy  shrine ! 
And  gaze,  O  Virgin  Mother !  upon  thee, 
And  kneel  with  thee  before  the  Babe  Divine. 
His  little  eyes  are  closed.     Behold  Him  sleep ! 
Those  eyes  which  o'er  our  sins  shall  wake  and  weep, 
See'st  thou  in  dreams  the  world  redeeming  wood, 
My  Infant  Saviour!  dost  Thou  long  even  now 
To  shed  for  this  lost  world  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  press  the  thorns  upon  Thy  Spotless  brow  ? 


EEMAEKABLE  INCIDENT  IN  BELGIUM. 

Sir  :  During  the  summer  of  last  year  there  ap- 
peared in  your  columns  a  notice  of  the  sudden 
and  complete  cure  of  an  inhabitant  of  Petigny,  in 
Belgium, — Madame  Jalhay,  who,  having  been 
bedridden  for  a  number  of  years,  was  reduced  to 
the  last  extremity  by  a  complication  of  disorders, 
and  whose  strength  was  restored  to  her  entirely 
and  instantaneously.  The  health  of  the  lady  thus 
wonderfully  raised  from  sickness  has  from  that 
time  remained  perfect;  and  although  now^ arrived 
at  the  age  of  sixty  years — of  which  twelve  were 
spent  in  great  suffering — she  displays  an  activity 
and  vigour  which  are  not  often  found  at  so  advan- 
ced a  period  of  life.  The  room  in  which  the  ap- 
parition took  place  which  was  so  intimately  con- 
nected with  her  recovery  has  become  a  sanctuary 
to  which  pilgrims  resort  from  a  great  distance  to 
pray ;  and  Madame  Jalhay  is  obliged  to  accept 
with  resignation  the  correspondence  and  the  nu- 
merous visits  which  have  been  entailed  on  her  by 
the  privilege  which  she  has  received. 

It  is  impossible  not  to  think  that  the  district 
which  was  the  scene  of  this  wonder  must  be  espe- 
cially dear  to  the  Holy  Mother  of  God,  since  an  event 
similar  to  that  which  happened  at  Petigny  has  oc- 
curred during  the  month  of  June  in  the  present 
year  1866,  at  a  place  about  twelve  miles  distant, 
and  in  the  same  diocese  of  Namur.  The  circum- 
stance attending  it  I  give  partly  from  a  letter  on 


the  subject,  which  was  sent  to  a  religious  publica- 
tion by  a  gentleman  in  the  neighbourhood  who 
holds  a  positioa  under  the  Belgian  government, 
and  partly  from  what  I  myself  heard  and  saw  on 
the  spot,  on  occasion  of  a  visit  which  I  was  able 
to  pay  there  when  recently  passing  through  the 
neighborhood. 

On  the  highroad  which  connects  Philippeville 
and  Cerfontaine  is  situated  the  small  village  of 
Senzeilles ;  and  in  one  of  the  humblest  of  the 
habitations  of  which  it  is  composed  lives  a  virtous 
family  of  the  name  of  Evrard,  consisting  of  the 
father,  the  mother,  and  two  sons,  of  whom  the 
eldest,  Joseph,  is  in  his  twelfth  year.  The  house 
in  which  they  dwell  contains  little  more  than  a 
single  room,  with  a  recess  and  a  small  passage  be- 
tween the  entrance  to  this  room  and  the  outer 
door.  The  father's  occupation  is  that  of  a  mason, 
and  the  mother,  whose  health  is  weak,  can  do  no 
more  than  attend  to  her  household  affairs. 

On  the  fifth,  and  four  following  days  of  the 
month  of  April,  of  the  past  year,  the  elder  of  the 
two  boys  went  into  the  fields  to  gather  some  food 
for  a  goat  which  belonged  to  them  ;  while  so  do- 
ing he  made  a  false  step,  and  having  slipped  down 
a  declivity  for  the  distance  of  about  a  yard,  he 
found  he  had  received  some  internal  injury  at  the 
knee.  There  was  no  exterior  bruise,  but  the  sprain 
was  such  that  his  whole  leg  was  soon  affected  by 
it ;  and  in  a  short  time  he  was  obliged  to  make 
use  of  crutches,  and  to  discontinue  his  attendance 
at  the  village  school.  The  children  of  his  age 
were  being  jjrepared  for  their  First  Communion ; 
and  when  they  were  admitted  to  the  Holy  Table 
their  suffering  companion  was,  to  his  great  distress, 
unable  to  accompany  them. 

The  pious  mother  had  prayed  long  and  fervently 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin  on  behalf  of  her  poor  boy ; 
but  her  supplications  seemed  to  remain  without 
response.  On  the  third  of  June,  the  solemnity  of 
Corpus  Christi,  she  commenced  another  novena  in 
honor  of  our  Lady  of  Walcourt ;  and  this  she  in- 
tended to  conclude  by  taking  her  son  with  her  on" 
a  pilgrimage  to  that  famous  sanctuary.  On  the 
same  day  (the  third  of  June)  took  place  the  usual 
Procession  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  the 
mother,  urged  by  her  strong  faith,  would  follow 
it  with  her  boy.  Painful  indeed  was  the  effort 
which  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  make  ;  and  on 
arriving  at  the  first  halt,  where  Benediction  was 
given  from  a  temporary  altar,  he  felt  that  his 
strength  was  exhausted.  However,  yielding  to 
the  urgent  entreaties  of  his  mother,  he  strove  to 
keep  up  with  the  rest,  and  succeeded  with  the 
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help  of  his  crutches  in  accomplishing  the  whole 
line  of  the  procession. 

On  the  following  day  (the  4th  of  June)  the  father 
left  home  at  an  early  hour  to  work  at  a  spot  named 
Daussois,  distant  about  a  league  from  Sanzeilles. 
The  mother  obeying  some  interior  impulse,  and 
contrary  to  her  usual  habit,  went  to  the  fields, 
where  she  began  gathering  some  herb  exactly  at 
the  spot  where  her  boy  two  months  before  had 
fallen  in  a  manner  which  had  been  so  fatal  to  him. 
The  younger  of  the  two  boys,  who  is  in  his  ninth 
year,  had  gone  out,  leaving  his  elder  brother,  Jo- 
seph, by  himself  in  the  house.  The  invalid  was 
thus  alone,  sitting  on  a  chair  and  leaning  on  the 
back  of  another,  and  at  the  same  time  reading  in 
a  book  called  Pelerinage  d  St.  Hubert.  The  boy's 
chair  was  placed  close,  to  the  entrance  to  the  room, 
the  door  being  open,  as  was  also  the  outer  door. 
It  was  about  half-past  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
when  on  a  sudden,  close  by  him  in  the  passage  he 
saw  four  persons  clothed  in  white :  of  these  one  was 
much  taller  than  the  other  three,  and  she  wore 
a  head-dress  resembling  a  crown  ;  her  robe  was 
without  folds ;  a  crucifix  as  of  gold  hung  from  her 
neck,  suspended  by  a  chain  of  apparently  the  same 
metal ;  but  there  were  about  it  none  of  the  instru- 
ments of  the  Passion.  Her  face  pale,  but  most 
beautiful.  Her  companions  stood  on  either  side 
of  her — two  on  the  right  and  one  on  the  left ; 
they  also  were  robed  in  white,  but  they  wore  no 
crucifix,  and  their  faces  were  veiled. 

The  boy  experienced  no  feeling  of  fear,  for  he 
thought  that  the  tall  lady  was  one  of  his  neigh- 
bors, whom  he  had  seen  the  day  before  in  a  white 
dress  as  one  of  the  bearers  of  the  statue  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  in  the  procession.  He  addressed 
her  as  "  Odile."  The  beautiful  lady  did  not  re- 
spond to  his  salutaUon,  but  said  something  to  him 
which  he  will  tell  to  no  one.  She  then  continued 
in  a  soft  and  sweet  voice :  "  Mise  and  walk." 

"  I  cannot,"  answered  the  boy,  "  I  have  a  bad 
leg." 

"  Try  ;  tcalk  as  far  as  the  wall."  Joseph  then 
stooped  down  to  take  his  crutches,  which  were  ly- 
ing on  ground  before  him. 

"  Leave  your  crutches." 

Then  rising  up,  he  was  going  to  support  him- 
self by  the  chair  on  the  back  of  wliich  he  was 
leaning.  The  lady  again  spoke,  saying :  "  Leave 
your  chair." 

The  boy  now  rose  up  on  his  feet,  walked  to  the 
wall,  and  on  turning  back  again,  found  that  the 
strangers  had  disappeared,  and  that  he  was  him- 
self perfectly  cured. 


Immediately,  without  stopping  to  think  about 
what  had  happened,  he  ran  up  to  fetch  his 
shoes, — for  he  had  been  sitting  barefoot,  and  was 
only  half-dressed, — and  then  he  flew  ofl!'  to  his 
mother  in  the  fields,  crying  out :  "  /  am  cured  /  a 
beautiful  lady  has  come  and  cured  me  /" 

The  poor  woman  was  lost  in  amazement  at  see- 
ing her  child,  whom  she  had  left  just  before  in 
the  house  a  cripple,  thus  running  up  to  her,  only 
half-clad,  and  freed  from  his  infirmity. 

When  she  recovered  a  little  she  returned  to  the 
village,  and  went  with  her  son  to  M.  le  Cur6, 
This  venerable  priest,  who  has  had  sole  charge  of 
the  parish  for  upwards  of  thirty  years,  could  not  fail 
to  acknowledge  the  sudden  cure  of  the  boy  ;  but 
at  the  same  time  he  treated  the  story  of  the  appa- 
rition with  prudent  reserve.  The  mother,  who 
was  overflowing  with  gratitude,  was  unable  to 
suppress  the  desire  which  she  felt  to  start  imme- 
diately for  Walcourt,  which  is  at  two  leagues  dis- 
tance, in  order  to  thank  her  holy  patroness,  the 
"  Salus  infirmorum,"  for  this  great  grace  bestowed 
upon  her :  and  notwithstanding  her  ailing  health, 
and  her  being  in  almost  a  fasting  state,  she  set 
out  with  several  other  members  of  her  family,  who 
desired  to  accompany  her  on  a  journey  of  devo- 
tion. M.  le  Cur(3  had  recommended  that  the  boy 
should  not  go,  but  should  remain  with  him  at  the 
presbytery  ;  but  the  poor  child  was  in  such  dis- 
tress at  seeing  his  mother  start  \^ithout  him,  that 
he  was  not  satisfied  until  he  was  allowed  to  run 
after  her.  The  place  at  which  the  father  was  at 
work  was  on  the  road  to  Walcourt ;  and  great  was 
his  wonder  when  he  saw  the  pilgrims,  and  among 
them,  walking  with  perfect  ease,  his  child,  whom 
he  had  left  that  morning  in  what  seemed  to  be  a 
helpless  state.  He  left  his  work  and  joined  the 
company ;  and  thus  to  the  number  of  nine  they 
went  to  kneel  before  the  altar  of  our  Lady  of 
Walcourt. 

I  have  said  that  I  myself  took  advantage  of  an 
opportunity  which  ofi'ered  itself,  and  made  my 
way  to  Senzeilles  when  passing  through  the  coun- 
try this  autumn.  On  entering  the  village  I  ac- 
costed an  elderly  man,  who  was  engaged  at  work, 
and  asked  him  if  he  knew  the  family  Evrard,  and 
if  what  I  heard  respecting  the  sudden  cure  of 
the  young  boy  were  true.  He  assured  me  that  it 
was  so,  and  that  it  was  regarded  in  the  village  as 
the  result  of  an  apparition  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
He  directed  me  to  the  house,  which  I  soon  found — 
a  humble  and  retired  abode,  with  only  a  blank 
wall  on  the  side  of  the  village  green,  the  door  and 
window  being  on  the  other  side.     On  presenting 
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myself  at  the  entrance,  and  stepping  into  the 
passage,  I  found  the  mother  sitting  alone,  and 
was  received  by  her  with  modest  and  gentle  man- 
ners. At  my  request  she  sent  for  her  boys,  who 
were  at  school,  and  meanwhile  she  narrated  to  me 
what  had  happened.  The  injury  in  the  boy's 
knee  was  regarded  by  the  medical,man  as  a  sprain 
but  was  never  fully  understood  by  him:  there 
was  no  exterior  sign  of  contusion,  and  little  seems 
to  have  been  done  excepting  to  bandage  the  limb 
in  order  to  keep  it  in  its  proper  position.  How- 
ever, no  effect  had  been  produced  during  two 
months  of  this  treatment,  and  the  boy  appeared 
to  be  hopelessly  lame.  The  mother  told  me  that 
in  the  midst  of  her  joy  and  astonishment,  that 
which  struck  her  the  most  was,  on  returning  to 
the  house,  to  see  the  bandage  lying  on  the  floor, 
not  unfolded,  but  just  as  it  had  been  when  tight- 
ly wound  round  the  knee,  although  it  could  not 
possibly  have  slipped  off  in  that  condition. 

The  beautiful  lady  who  appeared  to  the  boy 
was  apparently  very  tall,  and  he  was  perfectly 
able  to  distinguish  all  her  features:  her  hands 
were  not  visible,  but  when  he  leaned  forward  to 
take  up  his  cratches  he  observed  that  her  feet 
were  bare,  as  were  those  of  her  companions.  No 
one  doubts  but  that  it  was  the  Blessed  Virgin ; 
and  yet  the  boy  will  not  say  so,  although  it  is 
evident  that  he  knows  who  it  was.  Before  di- 
recting him  to  rise  and  walk,  the  unknown  visi- 
tor intrusted  him  with  a  secret ;  and  with  respect 
to  this  he  will  only  say  this  much,  that  it  is  some- 
thing personal  to  himself.  The  young  Joseph 
has  always  been  a  docile,  obedient  child ;  his  man- 
ners are  modest  and  retiring ;  and  to  the  ques- 
tions put  to  him  he  answers  briefly  and  clearly, 
without  showing  any  wish  to  dwell  on  the  sub- 
ject of  his  cure.  He  serves  Mass  regularly,  and 
takes  no  interest  in  the  sports  and  amusements  of 
the  village  youths  of  his  age,  but  desires  to  .study 
and  to  consecrate  himself  to  God.  His  demeanor 
during  my  interview  with  him  was  simple  and 
engaging,  and  there  was  about  himself,  as  well  as 
about  his  mother  and  younger  brother,  an  air  of 
frankness  and  modesty  which  at  once  won  my 
confidence.  The  house — that  is,  the  single  room 
of  which  it  consists — was  most  clean  and  well- 
ordered,  and  I  could  not  help  recalling  to  my 
mind  that  other  poor  abode  which  forms  what  is 
now  the  Holy  House  of  Loretto,  and  was  once  the 
habitation  of  the  Holy  Family  at  Nazareth. 

While  I  was  there  the  venerable  Cur6  came  to 
make  his  daily  visit,  in  which  he  never  fails  :  and 
he  urjjed  on  the  good  mother  certain  measures 


which  he  thought  necessary  that  she  should  take 
in  order  to  keep  up  her  strength.  As  to  the  ap- 
parition and  the  cure  of  the  boy,  the  mother  told 
me  that  M.  le  Cur6  had  never  spoken  to  her  more 
than  once  on  the  subject.  An  official  statement 
of  the  circumstances  had  been  selit  to  the  Dean  of 
Philippeville,  the  immediate  ecclesiastical  superi- 
or of  the  district;  and  the  venerable  priest  of 
Sanzeilles  will  no  doubt  abstain  from  giving  any 
opinion  as  to  the  miraculous  character  of  the  cure 
until  the  chief  authority  in  the  diocese  shall  have 
made  some  declaration  respecting  it. 

There  has  never  been  any  other  remarkable  in- 
cident in  the  life  of  the  boy  Joseph  Evrard ;  but 
those  whose  sympathies  may  have  been  excited  in 
his  favor  from  what  has  been  related  above,  will 
be  interested  to  hear,  that  he  was  born  on  the 
same  day  on  which  our  great  and  saintly  Father 
Pius  IX,  proclaimed  to  the  world,  as  a  Catholic 
dogma,  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  God.  A.  B. 


Napoleok  I  <S^  Tobacco. — Amongst  others 
Napoleon  I  either  never  could  or  never  would 
learn  to  smoke.  In  Egypt  he  pretended  to  smoke 
— as  he  held  out  his  possible  conversion  to  Islam- 
ism — to  please  the  Egyptians  by  adopting  their 
customs.  But  he  never  could  light  his  pipe  him- 
self. It  was  his  Mameluke  Roustan's  duty  to  set 
it  going.  If  his  master  let  it  go  out  again  char- 
coal and  matches  were  not  ruinously  expensive. 
Afterwards,  when  the  Persian  ambassador  presen- 
ted him  with  a  very  handsome  pipe,  he  ordered 
his  valet  de  chambre  Constant,  to  fill  and  light  it. 
The  fire  being  applied  to  the  bowl,  all  that  re- 
mained was  U)  make  the  tobacco  catch ;  but  in  the 
way  in  which  his  M&jesty  set  about  it  no  smoke 
would  have  appeared  from  that  time  till  dooms- 
day. He  simply  closed  and  opened  his  lips,  with- 
out drawing  the  least  smoke  in  the  world.  "  What 
the  deuce  I"  he  exclaimed  at  last.  "  There  is  no 
setting  light  to  it."  Constant  diffidently  ven- 
tured to  observe  that  the  Emperor  did  not  proceed 
in  the  usual  way  of  going  to  work  ;  but  the  inapt 
scholar  still  returned  to  his  bad  imitation  of  the 
act  of  yawning.  Tired  at  last  of  his  useless  ef- 
forts, "Constant,"  he  blurted  out,  "do  you  light 
the  pipe;  I  cannot."  So  said,  so  done.  It  was  re- 
turned to  him  with  the  steam  well  up,  going  at 
high-pressure  rate  with  a  double  Persian  power 
of  smoke.  Scarcely  had  he  drawn  a  whift"  when 
the  smoke,  which  he  did  not  know  how  to  get 
rid  of,  went  down  his  throat,  coming  out  through 
his  nose  and  eyes.  As  soon  as  he  had  recovered 
his  breath,  "Take  it  away !"  he  gasped,  "take  it 
away !  What  a  set  of  pigs  they  must  be  !  It  has 
turned  my  stomach  I"  He  was  ill  for  more  than 
an  hour  afterwards ;  and  he  renounced  forever 
"a  pleasure  whose  enjoyment,"  he  .«;aid,  "  was  only 
good  to  fill  up  the  time  of  idle  people  with  noth- 
ing better  to  do." 
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BY  THE  MOST   BEV.   AUCUBISHOP   SPALDING. 

V. — The  Magnificat. 

After  the  Ave  Maria  comes  the  Magnificat. 
The  latter  is  the  complement  of  the  former ;  or 
rather,  it  is  an  echo  in  the  heart,  and  from  the 
heart  of  the  Virgin,  of  the  inspired  salutations  of 
the  Archangel  and  of  Elizabeth.  Its  glowing  ut 
tcrances,  inspired  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  furnish  us 
with  a  vivid  portraiture  of  the  inner  life,  of  the 
very  heart  and  soul  of  the  Virgin,  at  the  moment 
that  she  was  full  of  grace  to  overflowing  because 
she  nursed  in  her  Immaculate  womb,  and  cherished 
in  her  heart  of  hearts,  the  very  Source  of  light  and 
life  and  love :  even  Him  who  was  "  the  Way,  and 
the  Truth,  and  the  Life."  It  contains  a  simple, 
touching,  and,  if  summary,  most  eloquent  and 
life-like  autobiography  of  the  workings  of  the 
Virgin's  inmost  soul ;  or  rather,  to  use  a  more  mod- 
ern, and,  though  trite,  perhaps  a  more  striking  il- 
lustration, it  is  a  photograph  of  the  Virgin's 
heart,  the  outlines  being  drawn  by  light  flashed 
directly  from  the  throne  of  Him  who  "  dwelleth 
in  light  inaccessible."  The  inspired  tongue  of  the 
Virgin  was  only  the  instrument  employed  for  the 
word-picture ;  the  Holy  Ghost  was  the  operator, 
and  His  light  and  His  love  the  active  agents. 

And  as  in  all  well  executed  pictures,  there  are 
lights  and  shades,  the  latter  relieving  the  former, 
so  also  in  this.  Here  the  lights  are  the  almighty 
power,  the  wonderful  condescension,  and  the 
al  ounding  goodness  of  God  exhibited  in  choosing 
her  for  the  Mother  of  His  Only  Begotten  Son  ; 
while  the  shades  are  her  own  heart  lowliness, 
humility,  and  almost  self  annihilation,  when  the 
awful  mystery  of  the  Incarnation  was  accom- 
plished in  her,  and  she  felt  that  she  had  been 
elevated,  in  spite  of  her  nothingness,  to  the  un- 
speakable dignity  of  Mother  of  God. 

Extremes  here  meet  in  the  heart  of  Mary,  and 


abyss  cries  out  to  abyss — the  lower  abyss  of  self- 
humiliation  to  the  higher  one  of  omnipotent 
goodness.  The  creature  made  perfect  and  the 
Creator  who  gave  her  all  her  perfection,  here 
meet  in  the  most  intimate  and  tender  union  that 
we  can  even  conceive  of,  and  the  Magnificat  is  the 
heart-cry  of  the  creature,  on  the  occasion,  unique 
in  its  very  nature,  because  it  never  had  occurred 
before,  and  never  could  occur  again. 

This  is  the  key  to  the  wonderful,  inspired  prose- 
poem — the  Magnificat.  The  Immaculate  Virgin, 
the  second  Eve,  more  beautiful  and  more  perfect 
far  than  was  the  first  even  when  clothed  in  all  the 
glory  of  her  primeval  innocence,  stands  forth  in 
the  full  bloom  of  her  womanhood,  made  immacu- 
late and  perfect  by  the  plastic  hand  and  abounding 
mercy  of  God,  and  bursts  forth  into  the  gushing  An- 
them of  praise  and  thanksgiving  to  her  great  Cre- 
ator, and  to  her  beloved  Bridegroom  who  has  cho- 
sen and  adorned  her  as  His  Spouse.  All  that  does 
not  fall  within  this  scope — the  reference  to  the  ful- 
fillment in  her  of  ancient  prophecies,  and  the  pro- 
phetic glance  at  the  future  when  "all  generations 
should  call  her  blessed" — are  but  incidental  to  the 
song  of  praise.  They  are  but  side  groups  to  illus- 
trate the  main  central  personages  in  the  picture : 

"My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord,  and  my 
spirit  doth  exult  in  God  my  Saviour : 

Because  He  hath  looked  down  upon  the  lowli- 
ness of  His  handmaid  ;  for  behold  henceforth  all 
generations  w41l  cail  me  blessed  : 

Because  the  Mighty  One  has  done  great  things 
for  me ;  and  holy  is  His  name  : 

And  His  mercy  is  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion, on  those  who  fear  Him." 

His  abounding  mercies  and  wondrous  conde- 
scension towards  her.  His  lowliest  and  humblest 
handmaid,  are  placed  in  still  more  prominent 
relief  and  in  a  brighter  light,  by  the  contrast 
presented  in  His  contrary  dealings  with  the  proud 
and  mighty  ones  of  this  earth.  He  humbleth  the 
proud,  and  lifteth  up  the  humble ;  striketh  down 
with  His  lightning  the  cedars  of  Lebanon,  and 
cherishes  and  exalteth  the  lily  of  the  valley  : 
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"  He  showeth  might  in  His  arm ;  He  scattereth 
the  proud  in  the  conceit  of  their  heart : 

He  casteth  down  the  mighty  from  their  throne, 
and  lifteth  up  the  lowly  : 

He  fiUeth  the  hungry  with  good  things ;  and 
the  rich  he  sendeth  away  empty." 

After  having,  in  His  mysterious  but  all  wise 
Providence,  left  His  people  for  four  thousand 
years  to  grope  their  way  in  partial  darkness,  with 
barely  light  enough  to  direct  their  footsteps,  He 
hath  at  length  vouchsafed  to  hear  their  cries,  to 
realize  their  hopes,  and  to  fulfill  their  desires,  by 
sending  to  them  the  "  Orient  from  on  high,"  "  who 
enlighteneth  every  man  that  cometh  into  this 
world ;"  and  through  Him  to  pour  out  a  flood  of 
light,  with  a  torrent  of  genial  and  life-giving 
warmth,  into  their  minds  and  hearts.  He  hath 
"  sent  Him  whom  He  was  to  send,"  "  the  expect- 
ation of  nations,"  "the  desired  of  the  eternal 
hills,"  "the  Prince  of  peace,"  "the  Holy  of  Holies," 
"the  Lamb  of  God  who  was  to  take  away  the  sins 
of  the  world,"  His  only  begotten  Son,  "  in  whom 
He  was  well  pleased."  The  aspirations  of  four 
thousand  years  of  anxious  expectancy  are  at  length 
attained,  and  ancient  prophecy  is  fulfilled : 

"  He  hath  received  (into  favor)  His  servant  Is- 
rael, being  mindful  of  His  mercy : 

As  He  spake  to  our  fathers,  to  Abraham  and 
His  Seed  forever." 

Glorious,  immaculate,  and  magnificent  daugh- 
ter of  the  royal  house  of  David  !  Thy  exulting 
declaration  of  ancient  prophecies  fulfilled  was 
true,  as  it  was  strikingly  and  lovingly  made  ;  and 
thy  prophetic  declaration,  that  "henceforth  all 
generations  should  call  thee  Blessed,"  was  to  be 
no  less  strikingly  verified  by  the  event.  It  has 
already  been  accomplished;  all  generations  have 
called  thee  Blessed.  This  epithet  has  been  asso- 
ciated with  that  of  Virgin,  indicating  thy  dearest 
and  sweetest  prerogative,  by  the  instinct  of  the 
Christian  heart  in  all  ages  and  in  all  nations! 
What  if  some,  calling  themselves  Christians  and 
even  vaunting  their  superior  light  and  intelli- 
gence, habitually  omit  the  dear  prophetic  prefix, 
and  even  think  and  speak  coldly,  when  they  think 
or  speak  at  all  of  her  who  wears  it,  as  of  right 
and  in  fulfillment  of  inspired  prophecy  she  should, 
is  not  this  coldness  more  than  relieved  by  the 
glowing  warmth  of  hundreds  of  millions  of  thy 
loving  children  and  pious  votaries  in  all  genera- 
tions, whose  greatest  delight  it  is  to  do  thee  honor, 
and  to  pronounce  thy  name  with  childlike  rever- 
ence and  love ! 
And  is  not  the  deficiency  more  than  made  up. 


too,  by  the  daily  recitation  in  private  devotion, 
and  the  swelling  chant  in  public  of  thine  own 
glorious  Magnificat  by  tens  of  thousands  of  con- 
secrated priests  and  pious  virgins,  from  the  rising 
of  the  sun  to  the  going  down  thereof!  Is  not  thy 
noble  Anthem  of  praise,  when  intoned  in  America, 
caught  up,  continued,  and  completed  in  China  ? 
Is  there  an  hour  of  the  day  or  of  the  night,  while 
the  earth,  circling  round  on  its  axis,  successively 
turns  the  various  portions  of  its  surface  to  the 
genial  sunlight,  which  is  not  filled  with  its  sweet 
melody?  And  though  thy  children  may  be  cold 
and  wayward,  and  even  rebellious,  thou,  sweet 
heavenly  Mother,  art  still  their  Mother,  in  spite 
of  them,  because  the  Mother  of  Him  who  is  claimed 
as  their  Saviour,  and  whose  brothers  by  adoption 
they  must  become  if  they  would  be  saved  at  all. 
Look  down  upon  them,  then,  with  thy  serene 
and  love-beaming  Mother's  eye,  pray  for  them  to 
thy  Beloved  Son,  who  will  surely  refuse  thee 
nothing  which  thou  mayest  ask  in  heaven  as  He 
refused  thee  nothing  thou  didst  ask  on  earth ;  and 
thou  wilt  bring  them  too  to  "  the  one  fold  of  the 
one  Shepherd,"  where  brethren  dwell  sweetly  in 
unity,  and  no  dissensions  or  schemes  mar  the  gen- 
eral harmony !  Oh  !  if  they  could  be  induced  to 
turn  their  eyes  but  for  one  moment,  on  thy  loving 
face,  they  would  be  enchanted  by  the  vision  of 
loveliness,  and  would  enroll  themselves  at  once 
and  cordially  among  the  members  of  thy  blessed 
Family,  of  which  Jesus  is  the  Head,  and  thou  art 
the  sweet  Mother.  A.  B. 

[to   be   CONTDnJED.] 

Erbatum. — Page  114,  column  1,  line  3,  for  re- 
fused read,  reassured. 


For  the  Avis  Maria. 

MEMOEAEE. 


BY  UNA. 


Oh,  remember,  dearest  Mother, 

Never,  never  was  it  known 
That  a  soul  who  sought  thy  succor 

Pined  unfriended  and  alone ; 
For  the  track  cleaved  through  the  ether 

By  the  white-winged  spirit.  Prayer, 
Is  a  channel  that  must  earthward 

Sweetest  consolations  bear. 

Earth  has  not  a  child  so  lowly 
That  thou  wilt  not.  Mother  dear. 

Stoop  to  list  his  piteous  story. 
And  to  comfort,  calm  and  cheer ; 

Nor  a  sinner  so  degraded 
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By  the  wrongs  that  he  has  done, 
That  thou  wilt  not  crave  his  pardon 
From  the  mercy  of  thy  Son. 

Well  we  know  that  He  whose  childhood 

To  thy  gentle  care  was  given, 
He  who  was  thy  Babe  in  Bethlehem, 

Calls  thee  Mother  now  in  heaven ; — 
That  to  thee,  who  shared  his  sorrows, 

Soothed  his  faintest  infant  cry, 
There  is  not  a  boon  or  favor 

That  his  love  can  e'er  deny. 

So  with  hopeful  hearts,  dear  Mother, 

At  thy  shrine  thy  children  pray, 
When  life's  storms  around  them  gather, 

That  the  clouds  may  pass  away  ; 
Or  that,  as  through  Calvary's  darkness 

Heaven's  gates  were  opened,  we 
Through  the  gloom  may  find  a  pathway 

To  our  Saviour  and  to  thee. 


ASH-WEDNESDAY. 

As  we  approach  the  holy  season  set  apart  by 
the  Church  as  a  time  of  salvation,  we  rejoice  in 
the  nature  of  our  labors.  Fortunately  we  have 
no  need  of  suspending  for  a  while  any  political 
contest  or  warfare  of  any  kind,  in  order  to  enter 
into  the  spirit  of  these  precious  days  of  grace  and 
of  conversion  to  our  Father  in  Heaven ;  under  the 
eyes  of  our  Blessed  Mother,  we  ignore,  the  whole 
year  round,  those  unprofitable  and  thankless 
strifes ;  without  any  violent  or  painful  transition 
we  glide  along  noiselessly,  led  on,  as  it  were,  Ijy 
the  hand,  child-like,  as  our  Holy  Mother,  the 
Church,  directs  our  steps  from  one  sacred  mystery 
to  the  contemplation  of  another ;  every  where  we 
see  the  footprints  of  Jesus  and  His  beloved  Mother. 
How  beautiful  our  path !  How  sweet  and  delight- 
ful our  associations. 

Even  now,  when  the  penitential  career  is  an- 
nounced, it  should  be  no  saddening  news  for  our 
pious  companions.  The  Christian,  indeed,  who 
feels  how  dangerous  it  is  to  be  behindhand  with 
God's  justice,  hails  with  joy  the  return  of  these 
days  of  penance  and  mortification,  of  retirement 
and  closer  communion  with  the  world  to  come.  He 
knows  that  in  proportion  as  he  will  re^spond  to 
the  advances  of  Eternal  Mercy,  he  shall  lighten 
the  weight  of  his  alarming  responsibilities. 
Therefore,  Ash-Wednesday  should  bring  on  no 
desponding  moods  in  our  ranks  ;  are  we  not  told 
by  the  Divine  Model  not  to  j^ut  on  sad  faces,  as 
hypocrites  do,  when  we  fast,  but  rather  anoint  onr 


heads  and  appear  cheerful  ?  There  is  .  o  reason  to 
sadden  our  countenance  while  fasting;  if  sadness 
can  be  legitimate  in  fasting,  it  is  only  because  we 
have  made  fasting  necessary. 

On  Ash- Wednesday  the  Church  solemnly  an- 
nounces the  lenten  penance,  the  time  of  atone- 
ment, the  preparation  for  the  greatest  of  our  an- 
niversaries. In  this  life-long  warfare  of  the  spirit 
against  the  flesh,  the  soldier  of  Christ  needs  be 
armed  ;  hence  the  summons  of  the  Church  to  all 
her  children  to  meet  in  her  holy  temples  to 
be  trained  up  in  the  exercise  of  spiritual  arms. 
St.  Paul  has  already  described  the  particulars  of 
their  armor :  "  Stand,  therefore,  having  your  loins 
girt  about  with  truth,  having  on  the  breastplate 
of  justice,  in  all  things  taking  the  shield  of  faith, 
the  helmet  of  salvation  and  the  sword  of  the 
spirit."  (Eph.  vi,  6.)  St.  Peter  says  also  "that 
Christ  hath  suffered  in  the  flesh,  and  that  we  must 
be  armed  with  the  same  thought."  (I  Pet.  iv,  1.) 
These  apostolic  teachings  are  now  revived  for  our 
meditation  ;  but  the  Church  does  not  sto'theje; 
she  carries  back  our  thoughts  to  the  beginning, 
to  the  day  of  our  first  parents'  prevarication,  which 
brought  on  us  the  dreadful  penalty  still  unsatis- 
fied. 

Man  refused  once  to  obey  God ;  he  was  spared, 
rescued  from  endless  ruin,  but  on  one  severe  con- ' 
dition,  viz.:  that  he  should  die:  hence  the  ter- 
rible monition  of  the  minister  of  God  to  his  peo- 
ple while  marking  their  foreheads  with  blessed 
ashes  on  Ash  Wednesday !  Remember  thou,  O 
man,  thou  art  dust,  and  into  dust  thou  shalt 
return.  Why  then  deceive  ourselves;  why  not 
consider  life,  as  in  reality  it  is,  a  short  way  leading 
to  a  tomb  ?  In  sight  of  such  an  end,  all  is  made 
clear  to  our  illumined  understanding.  The  in- 
finite mercy  of  God  who  has  deigned  to  fix  His 
own  heart  upon  poor  man  doomed  to  death,  be- 
comes still  more  admirable. 

Such  is  the  mind  of  the  Church  in  marking  the 
guilty  heads  of  her  children  on  this  day  wuth  ash- 
es ;  a  practice,  however,  much  anterior  to  the  be- 
ginning of  Christianity,  as  Job  himself,  two  thou- 
sand years  before,  "  had  covered  his  flesh  with 
ashes,"  and  the  Prophet-King  tells  us  t)yt  he 
had  eaten  ashes  like  bread.  The  same  is  rejjeated 
often  and  again  in  sacred  Scriptures.  This  shows 
that  they  already  understood  what  similitude 
exists  between  that  dust  of  a  material  being  visit- 
ed by  fire,  and  guilty  man,  whose  body  is  doomed 
to  be  reduced  to  ashes  under  the  fire  of  Divine 
Justice.  To  save  at  least  his  soul  fron^  tlie  fiery 
darts  of  celestial  justice,  sinful  irlan  betoo^^iim- 
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self  to  ashes,  and  feeling  how  closely  his  fate  uni- 
ted him  to  it,  he  felt  himself,  under  its  cover,  as 
if  shielded  from  the  divine  wrath  of  BLim  who 
resists  the  proud  while  He  willingly  spares  the 
humble.  In  early  ages  ashes  were  distributed 
only  on  public  sinners.  These  were  ejected  from 
the  church  by  the  Bishop  at  the  opening  of  the 
penitential  time,  as  Adam  and  Eve  from  the 
earthly  Paradise  for  their  transgression.  Towards 
the  eleventh  century  public  penances  became 
gradually  obsolete,  but  the  practice  of  the  distri 
bution  of  ashes  became  even  more  general.  In- 
the  ages  of  faith,  Christians  approached  bare- 
footed to  receive  this  solemn  admonition  and 
token  of  their  nothingness;  the  Pope  himself 
walked  barefooted  all  the  way  from  the  Church 
of  Saint  Anastasia  to  that  of  Saint  Sabina,  and 
all  the  Cardinals  in  like  manner.  The  exterior 
form  of  the  ceremony  is  now  somewhat  altered 
but  the  spirit  is  unchanged.  The  station  at  Rome 
is  yet  t^  same  Saint  Sabina's  on  Mount  Aventine. 
The  ceremony  opens  with  the  blessing  of  the  ashes, 
which  are  made  of  the  palm  branches  blessed  on 
Palm  Sunday  of  the  previous  year.  When  the 
prayer  of  the  blessing  is  over,  the  ofdciating  priest 
sprinkles  them  with  holy  water,  and  perfumes 
them  with  incense;  and  when  this  is  done  he 
himself  receives  the  ashes,  standing  on  the  plat- 
form of  the  altar,  by  the  hand  of  the  first  digni- 
tary of  the  Church  actually  present.  All  the  rest, 
clergy  and  faithful,  receive  them,  kneeling,  from 
the  celebrant ;  the  former  receive  them  on  their 
heads,  the  latter  on  their  foreheads,  and  be- 
cause man  once  raised  his  aspirations  to  be  a 
God  he  has  now  to  hear  the  sentence  brought  on 
by  his  pride :  Remember  thou,  O  man,  etc.,  and 
when  he  has  humbled  himself  in  the  dust  before 
his  Creator,  man  rises  again  with  confidence  that 
He  who  looks  with  complacency  on  the  humble 
frowns  no  longer  upon  him.  Ue  bears  in  mind 
■the  thought  of  Ninive,  and  finds  in  it  a  comfort, 
an  encouragement. 

Alas,  if  such  truths  insensibly  yield  to  the 
pressure  of  evil  days;  if  faith  ever  become  so 
weak  as  to  allow  the  disappearance  of  practices 
as  ol cfes  Christianity,  of  which,  in  a  manner,  they 
are  the  basis,  let  us  entreat  you  who  chance  to 
read  this,  to  beware  of  countenancing  a  relaxa- 
tion so  fatal  to  our  morals.  Not  a  few  live  as  un- 
concerned as  if  they  were  never  to  die,  and  yet  the 
word  of  God  is  pledged ;  happy  those  who  paused 
and  duly  received  the  salutary  warning,  for  prob- 
ably there  are  some  who  heard  it  on  Wednesday 
and  who  will  not  see  the  end  of  Lent. 


LENT— riEST  SUNDAY. 

Lent  is  the  name  given  to  the  forty  days  fast  in 
imitation  of  the  forty  days  and  forty  nights  spent 
in  fasting  by  our  Blessed  Lord  Himself  in  the 
desert.  This  holy  practice,  therefore,  is  more  than 
authorized  by  the  example  and  commendation  of 
the  Divine  Master ;  in  His  infinite  wisdom  He 
would  go  no  further  with  the  sons  of  men.  Had 
He  commanded  to  fast  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
no  dispensation  could  have  been  granted,  and  yet 
after  such  an  example  who  will  doubt  its  import- 
ance and  necessity  ?  It  is  true  the  Apostles  did 
not  fast  in  the  company  of  the  Divine  Master ;  He 
Himself  gave  the  reason  of  it,  as  we  all  know : 
"  the  children  of  the  Bridegroom  cannot  mourn 
as  long  as  the  Bridegroom  is  with  them."  But 
when  he  had  ascended  to  heaven  they  did  fast, 
and  decreed  that  the  solemnity  of  Easter  should 
be  preceded  by  a  fast  equal  in  length  to  the  one 
consecrated  by  "  Divine  example."  This  apostol- 
ic institution  of  Lent  is  attested  by  the  earliest 
Fathers  and  the  most  remarkable  Doctors  of  the 
first  centuries.  Fasting  has  ever  been  prohib- 
ited on  Sunday ;  hence  the  anticipation  of  four 
days  before  the  first  Sunday  in  Lent  to  complete 
the  number  of  forty  days  inaugurated  in  the 
wilderness. 

Lent  is  a  time  especially  dedicated  to  peniten- 
tial works,  the  chief  of  which  is  fasting.  Fast- 
ing is  an  abstinence  which  man  voluntarily  im- 
poses on  his  own  appetite  in  atonement  for  his 
sins.  It  would  be  idle  to  attempt  to  prove  the 
necessity  of  penance,  whilst  inspired  writers  speak 
of  nothing  else  more  forcibly.  Indeed,  not  only 
Divine  Scriptures,  but  all  nations  unanimously 
testify  in  its  favor.  This  idea,  says  the  learned 
Abbot  of  Solesmes,  that  man  can  conciliate  the 
Divinity  by  submitting  his  own  body  to  expia- 
tion, has  gone  over  all  the  globe,  and  is  to  be 
found  in  all  religions,  even  among  those  in  which 
the  purity  of  patriarchal  tradition  is  least  dis- 
cernible. The  command  of  God  to  our  first  parents 
was  one  of  abstinence :  their  violation  of  it  en- 
tailed on  their  persons  and  posterity  evils  with- 
out number. 

The  refusal  of  the  earth  to  produce  any  thing 
but  briars,  created  and  forced  on  Adam  and  Eve 
a  state  of  privation  in  which  they  could  read, 
plainly  written,  the  law  of  expiation  which  an 
angry  Creator  had  imposed  on  the  rebellious 
limbs  or  members  of  sinful  man.  For  more  than 
sixteen  hundred  years  men  abstained  from  the 
flesh  of  animals ;  but  when,  to  limit  their  iniquities, 
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He  bad  narrowed  the  years  of  their  existence,  He 
permitted  them  to  support  their  weakened  nature 
with  the  substance  hitherto  refused.  Hence,  the 
abstinence  from  the  flesh  of  animals,  which  has 
been  considered  everywhere  as  the  essential  part 
in  the  idea  we  form  in  our  minds  of  the  fast,  as 
prescribed  by  the  Church  for  lent.  Whatever 
little  indulgence  or  leniency  may  have  been  tole- 
rated or  allowed  to  suit  exigencies  of  times  and 
places,  the  Church  has  everywhere  and  always  ad- 
hered to  this  fundamental  principle,  which  con- 
sists in  the  actual  suspension  of  the  use  of  flesh 
meat.  In  the  first  centuries  of  Christianity  not 
only  the  flesh  of  animals  was  prohibited,  but  also 
whatever  was  considered  a  product  from  animal 
substances,  namely :  eggs,  fish,  butter,  cheese, 
milk,  lard,  etc.  Wine,  likewise  was  interdicted. 
This  abstinence,  however,  did  not  yet  constitute 
wholly  by  itself  the  fast  of  Lent ;  it  required  a 
limitation  even  in  what  formed  the  lenten  food 
or  diet,  in  this  sense,  that  only  one  meal  a  day 
was  permitted,  towards  the  setting  of  the  sun. 
In  a  second  article  we  may  more  fully  enter  upon 
the  particulars  of  ancient  and  modern  usages  re- 
garding Lent  and  its  practices.  But  we  must 
make  room  for  the  regulations  of  various  Dio- 
ceses. As  far  as  we  have  been  able  to  ascertain, 
these  regulations  seem  to  continue  unchanged, 
very  nearly  the  same  as  those  for  last  year.  We 
give  below  the  Regulations  for  the  Archdiocese 
of  Cincinnati,  as  likely  embodying  in  substance 
those  of  other  provinces  and  dioceses  in  general  : 

1.  All  the  faithful  who  have  completed  their 
twenty-first  year,  are,  unless  legitimately  dis- 
pensed, bound  to  observe  the  fast  of  Lent. 

2.  They  are  to  make  only  one  full  meal  a  day, 
excepting  Sundays. 

3.  The  meal  allowed  on  Fast-days  is  not  to  be 
taken  till  about  noon. 

4.  At  that  meal,  if  on  any  day  permission 
should  be  granted  for  eating  flesh,  both  flesh  and 
fish  are  not  to  be  used  at  the  same  time. 

6.  A  small  refreshment,  commonly  called  colla- 
tion, is  allowed  in  the  evening :  no  general  rule 
as  to  the  quantity  of  food  permitted  at  this  time, 
is  or  can  be  made ;  but  the  practice  of  the  most 
regular  Christians  is,  never  to  let  it  exceed  the 
fourth  part  of  an  ordinary  meal. 

6.  General  usage  has  made  it  lawful  to  take  in 
the  morning  some  warm  liquid :  as  tea,  coflfee,  or 
thin  chocolate  made  with  water,  and  a  cracker. 

7.  Necessity  and  custom  have  authorized  the 
use  of  hog's  lard,  instead  of  butter,  in  preparing 
fish,  vegetables,  etc. 


8.  The  following  persons  are  exempted  from 
the  obligation  of  fasting :  Young  persons  under 
twenty-one  years  of  age,  the  sick,  pregnant  wom- 
en, or  those  giving  suck  to  infants,  persons  obliged 
to  hard  labor,  and  all  who  through  weakness  can- 
not fast  without  injury  to  their  health. 

9.  By  dispensation,  the  use  of  flesh  meat  will 
be  allowed  at  any  time  on  Sundays,  and  once  a 
day  on  Mondays,  Tuesdays,  Thursdays,  and  Sat- 
urdays, with  the  exception  of  the  Saturday  in 
Ember  Week,  and  the  last  four  days  of  Lent. 

10.  Persons  dispensed  from  the  obligation  of 
fasting  are  not  bound  by  the  restriction  of  using 
meat  only  at  one  meal,  on  days  on  which  its  use 
is  granted  by  dispensation.  Those  who  are  obliged 
to  fast,  are  permitted  to  use  meat  only  at  one 
meal. 

The  time  for  performing  the  Easter  duty,  in 
this  Diocese,  extends  from  Passion  Sunday  to  the 
second  Sunday  after  Easter  inclusively,  wherever 
divine  service  is  held  every  Sunday.  Elsewhere, 
the  time  may  be  extended,  according  to  the  dis- 
cretion of  the  Pastor,  from  the  first  Sunday  in 
Lent  to  Trinity  Sunday. 


THE  WHITE  PKIAESj    OE,    MAEY  AND 
THE  OEDEE  OF  OITEAUX. 

BY  BEV.    AI.i:XIS    BAVOUX. 
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It  was  in  the  month  of  March,  in  the  year  1098. 
Spring  was  just  beginning  to  rejoice  the  fertile 
soil  of  Champagne,  that  beautiful  country  so  di- 
versified with  hill  and  dale,  and  was  putting  off 
her  winter  mantle  to  cover  herself  with  verdure. 

A  warmer  breeze  stirred  the  young  leaves  of 
the  trees.  The  streamlets,  unbound  from  the  grasp 
of  the  ice,  flowed  down  with  plaintive  murmur 
from  the  rich  hillsides,  whose  generous  vineyards 
are  the  pride  and  wealth  of  the  country. 

A  thousand  birds  hailed  with  their  warblings 
the  resurrection  of  nature,  and  the  advent  of 
beautiful  days.  The  alleluiahs  of  their  concert 
were  mingled  with  the  alleluiahs  of  the  faithful 
who  were  celebrating  the  joyous  feast  of  Easter. 

The  roads  that  had  been  frozen  up,  and  then 
filled  with  mud  by  the  thaw,  were  almost  com- 
pletely dried  up  and  passable,  thanks  to  the 
bright  sun  of  March.  In  the  meadows  and  on  the 
heath  through  which  the  roads  wound,  myriads 
of  health-restoring  colt's-foot  were  springing  up 
witli  the  early  spring  flowers,  and  the  appetite- 
giving  dandelion.    The  violet  hidden  in  the  moss 
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under  the  blossoms  of  the  thornhedge,  timidly 
offered  to  the  passers-by  the  first  perfumes  of 
Spring, — humble  daughter  of  the  Gospel,  she  re- 
mained concealed  and  gave  forth  sweet  odors. 

It  was  truly  a  charming  morning  to  set  out 
early  on  a  pilgrimage.  It  was  delicious  to  breathe 
in  the  pure  fresh  air  of  the  valley.  The  atmos- 
phere is  then  impregnated  by  perfumes  as  well  as 
by  good  inspirations  and  prayers.  The  fragrance 
of  the  plants  joins  with  all  the  voices  of  nature  to 
praise  the  Lord  in  the  touching  harmony  of  a 
morning  concert.  The  solemn  calmness  which 
precedes  and  accompanies  the  rising  of  the  sun, 
carries  up  the  soul  to  God.  The  soul  opens  to 
Him  like  the  flower  to  the  dew  of  heaven  and  to 
the  rays  of  the  sun,  which  refresh  it  while  giv- 
ing it  fruitfulness.  The  soft,  serene  light  of  the 
dawning  day  is  the  image  of  the  mysterious  glim- 
mering which  penetrates  our  soul,  and  inundates  it 
with  supernatural  light  in  which  it  sees  and  finds 
God  in  every  thing. 

I  know  of  no  time  more  favorable  to  the  loving 
contemplation  of  the  Divinity  than  the  moment 
of  the  appearance  of  the  dawn.  And,  indeed,  it 
is  generally  the  holy  hour  chosen  for  meditation 
and  prayer.  It  seems  that  God  is  more  sensibly 
present  in  the  midst  of  the  creation  which  He  re- 
animates and  vivifies.  Does  He  not  caress  it  at 
the  end  of  night,  as  a  mother  caresses  her  son  who 
wakes  calling  on  her  ? 

The  freshness  of  the  morning,  moreover,  pre- 
vents the  body  from  feeling  the  weariness  which 
bears  it  down  at  midday,  and  which  makes 
way-faring  so  painful.  The  dust  does  not  yet 
rise  under  the  foot  of  the  traveler ;  it  does  not 
yet  form,  at  the  whim  of  the  wind,  a  narrow 
cloudy  horizon  that  shuts  out  the  beauty  of  the 
landscape.  The  perspiration  does  not  drop  from 
the  forehead,  nor  are  the  eyes  dazzled  by  the 
brightness  of  the  sun's  rays — altogether  we  feel  a 
renewed  strength  and  an  incomparable  agility, 

A  day  of  more  than  ordinary  beauty  had  just 
dawned.  It  showed  forth  Spring  with  all  the 
grace  and  all  the  charms  of  its  first  fine  days. 

The  sun  made  millions  of  ephemeral  diamonds 
sparkle  over  the  old  forest  of  Molesmes.  The 
oaks,  whose  ancestors  had  furnished  the  sacred  ivy 
and  the  solemn  shade  to  mysteries  of  the  Teutates, 
unfolded  their  young  leaves  laden  with  dew. 
The  sap  mounted  up  through  the  branches  of  the 
young  trees  and  dilated  the  bark  of  the  beech  and 
the  poplar. 

Life  in  complete  fullness  reigns  around,  and 


with  it  the  joy  and  happiness  of  all  animated  cre- 
ation which  feels  that  it  is  bom  again. 

At  that  moment  a  band  of  monks,  silent  and 
sad,  came  forth  from  the  Monastery  of  St.  Peter, 
built  in  rustic  style,  in  a  large  glade  in  the  forest. 
They  were  of  the  Order  of  Saint  Benedict,  They 
numbered  one  and  twenty.  As  they  crossed  the 
threshold  of  their  cloister  they  bade  a  courageous 
farewell  to  their  brethren  who  were  to  remain  be- 
hind. Some  of  the  religious  seemed  unmoved. 
In  general,  their  sighs,  their  regrets,  their  tears, 
seemed  to  be  addressed  to  their  dear  retreat,  their 
well-loved  cells,  and  the  church,  rather  than  to 
their  brethren  w^hom  they  were  quitting.  These 
did  not  appear  to  feel  great  sorrow  at  the  depar- 
ture of  the  pilgrims;  the  countenances  of  many 
showed  no  sym|)atby.  The  gestures  of  adieu  were 
cold  enough ;  the  fraternal  embrace  was  given  as 
a  formality  that  had  to  be  gone  through  with. 
Nevertheless  an  attentive  eye  would  have  per- 
ceived much  tenderness  in  some  of  those  embraces, 
in  the  cordial  grasp  of  the  hand,  in  the  glance 
of  the  eye,  full  of  friendship  and  encouragement. 
As  they  were  still  in  the  hours  of  complete  si- 
lence, which  with  all  the  Benedictines  begin  with 
Complin  and  end  with  Prime,  not  a  word  was 
spoken.  They  made  the  signs  used  in  the  Order. 
Some  placed  their  hands  upon  their  hearts  and  on 
their  lips  as  if  to  waft  a  kiss  of  good-bye  ;  others, 
raising  their  eyes  and  hands  upward.s,  promised 
each  other  a  rendezvous  in  heaven.  The  ceremony 
was  not  long ;  the  travelers  were  in  haste  to  de- 
part. They  seemed  to  respire  the  air  when  the 
gate  of  the  monastery  closed  upon  them.  The 
one  who  conducted  the  band  manifested  his 
thankfulness  to  God  by  an  expressive  gesture ; 
his  followers,  also,  expressed  their  satisfaction  at 
starting ;  and  one  might  have  concluded  that  it 
had  long  been  desired  and  expected  with  impa- 
tience. Our  travelers  set  forward ;  the  most  com- 
plete union  of  ideas  and  sentiments  reigned  among 
them :  they  were,  in  fact,  a  walking  community. 

The  costume  of  these  friars  was  simple  yet  im- 
posing ;  a  tunic  of  very  coarse  black  cloth  en- 
veloped their  bodies,  which,  for  the  greater  num- 
ber,, were  emaciated, — it  was  rather  a  sack  than  a 
garment  in  good  form.  They  were  girded  with 
a  belt  of  rude  leather ;  from  this  girdle,  joined 
without  buckle,  hung  small  loops  destined  to  hold 
up  the  skirt  of  their  robe,  turned  up  outwards. 
Monastic  poverty  made  it  a  duty  for  them  to  at- 
tend vigilantly  to  the  conservation  of  their  gar- 
ments. Saint  Benedict  recommends  to  disciples, 
in  his  rule,  to  have  for  every  thing  belonging  to 
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the  Monastery,  such  as  linen,  tools,  etc.,  the  same 
care,  the  same  respect  that  they  have  for  the  sa- 
crerl  vessels.  This  precaution  of  raising  up  the 
skirt  of  their  tunic,  facilitated  their  walking.  The 
same  precaution  was  enforced  as  a  law  in  all  the 
manual  works  which  form,  as  it  were,  the  founda- 
tion of  the  Benedictine  rule.  The  pilgrims  wore 
a  sort  of  stocking  coming  as  high  as  the  knee, 
and  on  their  feet  had  sandals  of  thick  leather, 

A  strip  of  cloth,  also  black,  was  thrown  over 
the  shoulders,  resting  on  the  breast  and  back ; 
this  was  the  Scajjular  prescribed  by  the  Legislator 
of  the  monks  of  the  West,  on  account  of  labor, 
projiter  lahorem.  The  tunic  was  surmounted  by  a 
large  cowl  buttoned  to  its  collar;  under  this  hat, 
the  only  one  used  in  that  time,  the  stranger,  who 
might  have  met  them  in  the  forest,  could  have 
contemplated  those  noble  figures  of  monks,  those 
types  which  Titian,  Corregio  and  the  Beato  have 
given  us,  so  grand,  so  pious,  so  expressive. 
[to  be  continued.] 


A  MIEAOULOUS  OUEE. 

Jesus  Mary  Convent,  ) 
Point  Levy,  Canada.         ) 

Glory  to  Mary,  Immaculate,  who  has  just  given 
us  a  new  proof  of  her  protection. 

May  the  recital  of  the  signal  grace  she  has  ac- 
corded us,  augment  in  all  hearts  love  and  confi- 
dence towards  the  most  pure  and  Immaculate 
Virgin. 

Since  the  month  of  November,  1864,  our  Sister 
St.  Thomas,  after  an  attack  of  pleurisy,  from 
which  she  had  never  entirely  recovered, — for  she 
continued  to  find  her  chest  oppressed  and  her 
respiration  embarrassed, — lost  her  appetite,  and 
experienced  an  insurmountable  repugnance  to  all 
substantial  aliments,  such  as  meat,  broth,  etc. ; 
added  to  this  her  digestive  organs  were  greatly 
deranged,  while  she  experienced  at  the  same  time 
a  weakness  which  augmented  every  day.  In  Jan- 
uary, 1866,  being  no  longer  able  to  fulfill  her  du- 
ties of  mistress  of  class  in  our  mission  of  St. 
Gervais,  she  was  recalled  to  the  Provincial  House, 
where  every  care  was  lavished  upon  her.  In  the 
month  of  May  her  appetite  seemed  to  return ;  it 
was  then  that,  after  the  advice  of  the  physician, 
she  was  sent  to  the  sea  shore,  but  a  few  days  suf- 
ficed to  prove  that  salt  water  air  was  quite  prej- 
udicial to  her  constitution ;  thus  she  returned  to 
Point  Levy,  worse  than  when  she  had  left  it. 
Hemorrhage  of  the  lungs  had  also  commenced, 
and  from  that  moment  our  dear  Sister's  health 


rapidly  declined  ;  finally  in  the  month  of  Novem- 
ber, she  was  confined  to  her  bed,  having  no 
longer  the  strength  to  dress  herself  She  had 
now  become  unable  to  digest  solid  food,  and  par- 
took of  nothing  but  a  very  little  weak  broth. 
At  the  same  time  the  pains  in  her  back,  chest, 
and  shoulders  augmented,  followed  by  an  almost 
continued  nausea,  frequent  fainting  fits  and  sleep- 
less nights. 

The  physician,  who  visited  her  almost  every 
day,  prescribed  morphine,  which  at  first  procured 
her  a  little  repose;  but  towards  the  end  of  De- 
cember, the  most  powerful  doses  produced  no  ef- 
fect. Expectoration  became  more  abundant,  and 
the  doctor  declared  that  there  was  no  longer  any- 
thing to  be  hoped  for,  that  the  patient  was  spit- 
ting up  her  lungs,  and  most  certainly  she  would 
not  see  the  coming  spring.  Our  worthy  chaplain 
then  considered  it  his  duty  to  warn  our  dear  Sis 
ter  of  the  gravity  of  her  state,  telling  her  that  it 
was  very  probable  that  God  would  call  her  soon 
to  Himself. 

This  news  filled  her  at  first  with  apprehension 
and  terror;  she  was  so  young  in  religion,  hav- 
ing made  her  profession  two  years  before,  it  seemed 
to  her  that  she  had  as  yet  done  nothing  for  her 
God ;  however  docile  to  the  pious  exhortations  of 
the  good  Father,  she  soon  became  quite  resigned 
and  wished  to  prepare  herself  for  the  dread  pas- 
sage from  time  to  eternity,  by  a  review  of  her 
whole  life. 

God  was  well  pleased  with  her  sacrifice  and  her 
docility ;  contrary  to  her  expectations  she  made 
this  act  of  piety  with  much  calmness  and  great 
consolation.  Having  finished  her  confession,  she 
found  herself  completely  changed — all  her  fears 
had  vanished  and  had  given  place  to  an  un- 
bounded confidence,  accompanied  by  a  holy  im- 
patience to  see  her  God  face  to  face.  It  was  then 
by  the  order  of  her  superiors  He  asked  of  her  a 
sacrifice  greater  than  any  she  had  yet  made. 
These  latter  felt  themselves  inspired  to  command 
her  to  pray  for  lier  recovery. 

Our  dear  Sister,  who  was  far  from  expecting  a 
like  demand,  was  at  first  extremely  agitated,  and 
it  was  only  after  violent  struggles  that  she  could 
conform  herself  to  it,  but  finally,  generously  enter- 
ing into  thfi  sentiments  of  those  who  held  the 
place  of  God,  she  consented  to  live  as  she  had 
consented  to  die.  She  joined  then,  in  a  novena 
which  was  to  terminate  on  the  day  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception.  But  it  was  not  the  one  which 
Mary  had  determined  upon.  The  patient  was 
not  discouraged ;  she  received  all  at  once  the  deep 
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conviction  that  she  would  be  cured  at  the  end  of 
the  month  consecrated  to  Mary,  Immaculate,  and 
•which  for  three  years  had  been  obseryed  with 
much  solemnity  in  our  community.  She  promised, 
with  the  agreement  of  her  superioress,  a  certain 
number  of  Masses,  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory ;  a 
novena  of  canticles  of  thanksgiving  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  before  whose  statue,  at  her  request,  a 
little  lamp  was  kept  burning  during  the  whole 
month  of  January.  In  the  mean  time  all  the 
prayers  of  the  community  were  offered  up  for  the 
same  object.  So  many  prayers  were  not  to  prove 
sterile ;  our  confidence  was  sustained  by  that  of 
our  dear  patient,  who  often  repeated  to  us  with 
assurance,  "  on  New  Year's  day  I  shall  be  cured." 
Never  for  a  moment  was  her  confidence  shaken  ; 
the  more  alarming  her  state  became,  the  more  cer- 
tain she  felt  of  obtaining  a  perfect  cure.  She 
spoke  with  the  same  assurance  to  one  of  her 
brothers,  who  having  come  to  visit  her,  was  in- 
troduced into  the  infirmary,  where  he  found  his 
sister  so  changed  that  he  no  longer  recognized 
her.  Seeing  her  brother  deeply  moved,  our  dear 
patient  hastened  to  say,  "  return  the  day  af- 
ter New  Year's,  and  I  will  tell  you  something 
that  will  make  you  happy."  The  young  man 
willingly  promised  to  do  so.  On  his  return  to 
his  quarters,  he  lost  no  time  in  informing  his  pa- 
rents of  the  alarming  situation  of  his  sister. 
This  painful  duty  accomplished,  he  returned  to 
his  occupation,  without,  however,  forgetting  his 
rendezvous  at  the  Convent. 

On  the  2d  of  January  he  was  in  the  parlor ;  the 
Sister  portress  having  recognized  him,  said  :  "  You 
desire  to  see  Madame  St.  Thomas ;  she  will  de- 
scend directly,"  whereupon  she  left  him  to  go 
and  seek  the  latter.  The  young  man  remained  in 
the  parlor  in  amazement,  repeating  abstractedly 
the  words  that  he  had  just  heard;  all  seemed  an 
enigma  to  him.  In  the  midst  of  his  reflections 
his  sister  appeared  at  his  side,  all  joyous  and 
glowing  with  happiness  ;  hardly  could  he  believe 
his  eyes.  It  was  truly  herself,  however  ;  it  was 
indeed  his  dear  sister  whom  he  had  already 
mourned  as  dead.  All  at  once  he  thought  of 
the  alarming  letter  which  he  had  written  to  his 
parents  after  the  first  visit,  but  he  recollected  at 
the  same  time  that  it  had  been  forgotten  in  his 
writing  case. 

Here  is  another  trial  which  proves  how  much 
our  beloved  patient  was  anxious  to  attribute  her 
cure  to  God  alone.  In  a  visit  which  the  physi- 
cian paid  her  a  few  days  before  this  event,  she 
loaded  him  with  questions  respecting  her  illness. 


assuring  him  that  she  did  not  fear  death,  and  that 
he  might  freely  declare  his  opinion.  She  ob- 
tained all  she  desired  ;  he  declared  that  she  had 
reached  the  last  stage  of  consumption,  and  had  in 
consequence  but  a  few  days  to  live,  and  that  al- 
though he  saw  no  immediate  danger,  she  could, 
if  she  desired,  ask  to  receive  the  last  Sacraments, 
upon  which  she  rejoined:  "What  then  would 
you  say,  doctor,  if  I  were  entirely  cured  for  New 
Year's  day."  "  I  would  say  that  it  was  a  miracle." 
"Very  well ;  I  hope  that  if  the  miracle  does  take 
place  that  you  will  not  refuse  to  give  me  your 
certificate."  "  Certainly  not," — and  the  physician 
withdrew.  Our  Sister,  restored  to  health  on  the 
very  day  she  had  predicted,  waited  two  days 
longer  in  order  to  assure  those  around  her  that 
she  was  indeed  cured  before  presenting  herself  to 
the  doctor.  But  on  the  3d  of  January,  no  longer 
able  to  contain  herself,  she  went  herself  to  open 
the  outer  door,  Tlie  doctor,  on  seeing  her,  thought 
that  his  senses  were  deceiving  him  ;  he  gazed 
upon  her  without  being  able  to  utter  a  single 
word.  Recovering  himself  at  last,  he  exclaimed  : 
"You  might  have  been  dead,  and  I  would  not 
have  been  so  surprised  as  I  am  on  seeing  you 
now  ;"  after  which  he  conversed  an  hour  with  her, 
.in  presence  of  the  Sister  who  had  taken  care  of 
her  during  her  illness. 

We  have  thought  necessary  to  give  these  de- 
tails in  order  to  prove  the  gravity  of  the  illness, 
and  to  give,  at  the  same  time,  an  idea  of  our  dear 
Sister's  profound  conviction  of  her  approaching 
cure.  Consequently,  on  New  Year's  eve  she  had 
all  the  clothing  prepared  that  she  was  to  wear  on 
the  morrow.  That  day  even  the  miracle  was  com- 
menced ;  the  patient  partook  at  noon  of  a  little 
meat,  without  experiencing  any  inconvenience. 
In  the  evening  she  sent  away  all  the  syrups,  ba- 
sins, cologne,  etc.,  which  were  on  the  table,  say- 
ing that  she  was  going  to  sleep  during  the  coming 
night  and  would  not  need  them.  She  slept,  in. 
deed,  until  two  o'clock,  and  then  fell  asleep  again 
to  awake  at  six.  She  had  no  more  pain,  no  more 
fever,  she  felt  but  a  little  weakness,  which  how- 
ever did  not  prevent  her  from  dressing  herself, 
and  waiting  until  the  hour  of  Mass,  which  was  at 
seven  o'clock,  to  receive  Holy  Communion,  which 
by  the  orders  of  her  superiors,  was  given  to  her 
in  the  infirmary.  A  short  time  afterwards  she 
partook  of  a  htarty  breakfast ;  during  the  rest  of 
the  day  she  took  her  regular  repasts,  with  the 
appetite  of  a  person  in  perfect  health ;  went  free- 
ly about  the  house ;  repaired  to  the  Chapel,  and 
remained  kneeling  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
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at  the  feet  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  to  thank  her  for 
the  signal  favor  she  had  received. 

Since  then  the  strength  of  our  dear  Sister  has 
daily  increased  ;  she  has  already  resumed  many 
of  her  old  employments,  she  has  even  ventured  out 
for  a  drive  in  spite  of  the  rigor  of  the  season,  and 
has  experienced  no  harm  from  it. 

Glory,  praise,  honor,  gratitude  and  love  to 
Mary  Immaculate ! 

[Here  follows  the  certificate  of  the  physician, 
Joseph  Lachene,  a  graduate  of  Laval  University, 
which  we  omit  for  want  of  space. — ^Ed.] 


OUR  LADY  OP  THE  CHAINS. 


A  Legend  of  the  Pourteenth  Oentury, 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'Appilly.] 
I. 

A  nocturnal  murder,  audaciously  perpetrated 
in  the  heart  of  Palermo,  and  in  the  most  popu- 
lous street,  had  plunged  the  entire  city  into  stu- 
por and  affright. 

Two  hours  after  midnight,  cries  of  distress,  ut- 
tered in  a  heartrending  voice,  had  made  the  in- 
habitants tremble.  They  opened  their  windows, 
— they  eiaculated  at  hazard  terrible  but  vague 
threats.  The  assassins  fled,  and  the  darkness,  in- 
creased by  a  black  fog,  was  so  deep  that  it  was 
impossible  to  follow  their  track. 

At  length,  the  most  intrepid  Irghted  torches, 
seized  in  haste  the  first  arms  that  came  to  hand,  and 
descended.  At  sight  of  them,  a  shadow,  which 
was  lingering  near  the  corpse,  slipped  through  the 
mist,  and  made  off.  It  was  doubtless  one  of  the 
murderers.  Many  men  started  at  once  in  pursuit ; 
they  did  not  succeed  in  reaching  him,  but  they 
followed  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  as  far  as  the 
vicinity  of  the  Zibelli  gardens,  where  his  further 
course  left  them  at  fault. 

In  his  hurry,  the  fugitive  let  fall  his  purse ;  they 
picked  it  up,  hoping  that  it  w(Juld  assist  justice 
in  discovering  the  guilty. 

Meanwhile  they  had  lifted  up  the  victim.  The 
unfortunate  man  was  still  breathing;  but  the 
streams  of  blood  which  flowed  from  his  gaping 
wounds  had  nearly  exhausted  his  strength. 

"  God  have  pity  on  me,"  sighed  he,  "  my  death 
is  just.    I  have  merited — " 

He  could  not  complete  the  sentence,  and  ex- 
pired in  the  hands  of  the  bystanders.  The  sump- 
tuousness  of  his  dress,  betraying  a  personage  of 
high  rank,  augmented  the  compassion  which  his 
state  inspired ;  but  the  crowd  was  hushed  to  si- 


lence, full  of  horror,  when  the  lamentations  of 
Matteo,  the  only  servant  by  whom  he  was  accom- 
panied, made  known  that  the  dying  man  waa 
Count  Vogliano,  minister  and  favorite  of  the 
Iving  of  Sicily. 

When  they  carried  the  orpse  to  the  palace, 
they  found,  on  the  ground,  a  bloody  dagger.  The 
shirri*  secured  it  as  a  precious  piece  of  evidence. 

In  spite  of  all  the  precautions  with  which  the 
news  of  this  misfortune  was  enshrouded  to  soften 
the  blow  to  the  heart  of  the  countess,  she  gave 
vent  to  her  grief  in  cries  and  violent  marks  of 
despair.  There  is  nothing  that  evil-speaking  will 
not  despoil  of  its  poetry.  Some  women  mali- 
ciously remarked  that  in  the  midst  of  all  her  clam- 
or, the  beautiful  widow  had  no  tears  in  her  eyes. 

As  soon  as  the  day  had  come,  she  ran  to  throw 
herself  at  the  king's  feet,  asking,  with  streaming 
eyes  the  punishment  of  the  murderers. 

Martino  IV  loved  the  count ;  he  raised  the  wid- 
ow from  his  knees,  and  with  many  kind  expres- 
sions, promised  a  prompt  and  complete  satisfac- 
tion. 

He  called  for  the  chief  of  Police,  and  after  hav- 
ing overwhelmed  him  with  reproaches,  he  com- 
manded him,  with  threats,  to  pursue  the  assassins 
with  all  the  vigor  of  the  laws. 

"  If  His  majesty  would  deign  to  excuse  my  free- 
dom," answered  Borbero,  "  I  will  venture  to  open 
my  mind,  and  I  am  sure  that  you  will  approve  of 
my  idea." 

"  What  idea  ?" 

"Far  from  despoiling  the  body  of  the  lord 
count  after  the  assassination,  one  of  the  murder- 
ers dropped  his  purse  in  his  flight.  It  was  not, 
then,  by  robbers  that  he  was  struck  down,  more- 
over, the  chiefs  of  companies,  who  are  under  my 
orders,  do  not  shed  blood,  except  in  the  last  ex- 
tremity. I  interrogated  them  this  morning  and  I 
can  swear  that  not  one  of  them  has  participated 
in  the  action.  I  fear  much  that  instead  of  a  crime 
we  are  only  the  witnesses  of  an  act  of  revenge." 

"  And  who,  then,  has  dared  to  turn  his  ven- 
geance against  the  person  of  my  minister  and  of 
my  friend  ?" 

"  Your  majesty  is  clement,  and  all  your  subjects 
bless  and  adore  you;  the  lord  count  exercised 
with  rectitude  and  loyalty  the  authority  which 
he  held  from  you ;  but  his  merit  and  favor  ex- 
cited the  jealousy  of  many  of  the  great.  There 
are  scarcely  any  noble  families  who  did  not  think 
themselves  right  in  hating  him. — Will  justice 
dare  to  strike  them." 


*  Police  force. 
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"  By  the  splendor  of  God  1  The  guilty  shall  be 
punished,  even  if  they  were  my  own  brothers." 

"But  these  lords  will  justify  their  hatred  by 
charging  the  memory  of  the  late  minister  with 
crimes  and  transgressions.  This  prosecution  will 
reveal  many  mysteries  which  it  were  better  to 
leave  in  the  shade.  If  your  majesty  will  deign 
to  consent,  I  will  have  some  notorious  criminal 
transported  into  a  foreign  country.  He  will  be 
convicted  by  contumacy  of  this  attempt,  and  we 
will  amuse  the  public  vindictiveness  here  by  sol- 
emnly burning  him  in  effigy  on  the  theater  of  the 
assassination." 

The  king  l^ecame  pensive  and  weighed  irreso- 
lutely the  reasoning  of  Borbero.  Then,  shaking 
oflf  these  speculations  with  an  effort,  he  pro- 
nounced in  a  firm  tone  : 

"  Seek  for  the  criminals  and  return  no  more  to 
this  palace  till  you  can  announce  their  execution !" 

In  retiring,  Borbero  made  the  following  reflec- 
tions : 

"  The  king  wishes  for  malefactors ;  I  will  fur- 
nish them.  Thank  God,  Palermo  swarms  with 
vagabonds  and  beggars ;  I  have  only  to  choose.  I 
am  not  going  to  raise  enmities  which  will  crush 
me,  by  casting  the  accusation  upon  noblemen.  I 
will  have  some  poor  wretches  seized.  If  fasting 
and  the  sufferings  of  the  dungeons  will  not  wring 
the  avowal  I  need  from  their  despair,  instruments 
of  torture  shall  make  them  give  way.  The  most 
worthless  blood  of  the  rabble  is  too  precious  for 
the  manes  of  this  Dogliauo,  who  dared  to  in- 
spect my  doings  and  had  promised  to  ruin  me. 
And  whom  has  he  not  outraged  ?  Has  he  not 
shamefully  driven  from  the  council  the  cowardly 
Bisarto  who  stomachs  with  fawning  patience  so 
cruel  an  affront  ?  Had  he  not  insulted  Lord  Gig- 
lielli,  in  the  honor  of  his  young  wife  ?  Too  old 
to  wipe  out  this  stain,  Giglielli  might  have  com- 
mitted to  younger  hands — but  I  will  not  ruin  my- 
self by  irritating  so  powerful  a  family.  He  has 
killed  the  count  Scarmini  with  his  own  hands, 
and  it  is  known  that  the  widow  has  long  been 
training  her  son  to  vengeance ;  but  the  child  is 
only  sixteen  years  old.  There  is  no  family  of  the 
nobility  which  has  not  felt  the  weight  of  his  in- 
solent power ;  of  how  many  citizens  even  has  he 
not  earned  the  execration  ?  The  richest,  the  most 
honorable  merchants  of  the  city — he  has  ground 
down  by  extortion  and  plunder.  He  has  dishon- 
ored the  Zibelli— " 

At  this  name,  the  chief  of  the  ^irri  paused ; 
an  idea  suddenly  enlightened  his  mind,  he  raised 
his  head  and  exclaimed  aloud  : 


"Behold  my  criminals!  Cecilia  has  three 
brothers ;  it  is  precisely  towards  their  gardens 
that  the  fugitive  was  tracked,  and  they  are  not  of 
the  nobility !" 


II. 

The  house  of  the  Zibelli  stood  in  a  retired 
street,  in  the  midst  of  gardens.  It  was  built  in 
the  antique  style,  on  the  model  of  a  Roman  villa. 
The  principal  door,  turned  towards  the  south, 
opened  in  tl>e  middle  of  a  semicircle  adorned 
with  stone  benches,  and  shaded  by  two  rows  of 
trees.  It  was  entirely  of  oakwood,  strengthened 
by  thick  iron  braces. 

A  narrow  corridor,  paved  with  mosaic,  and 
guarded  by  a  porter  and  a  dog,  led,  between  two 
rows  of  small  rooms  used  by  the  servants,  to  a  lit- 
tle square  court,  surrounded  by  covered  galleries, 
and  having  in  its  center  a  basin  of  white  marble. 

The  main  building  was  of  two  stories ;  the 
twelve  apartments  which  composed  it  were  sep- 
arated by  a  passage.  A  large  peristyle  on  the 
north  side  commanded  a  garden,  shut  in  by  walls, 
which  offered  by  a  low  postern,  a  secret  means  of 
access  to  the  ramparts. 

It  had  been  built  by  Francesco  Zibelli,  the  fa- 
ther of  the  young  people  who  now  dwelt  there. 
The  returns  of  the  commerce,  in  which  their  fam- 
ily had  been  engaged  for  many  generations,  had 
little  by  little  formed  for  them  a  rich  patrimony. 
They  possessed  on  the  quays  an  immense  ware- 
house, where  every  kind  of  merchandise  was  sold, 
like  in  the  Asiatic  bazaars. 

Joseph,  the  elder  of  the  sons,  was  sole  manager, 
with  his  wife,  of  the  cares  of  trade.  Many  gal- 
leys were  continually  visiting  all  the  coasts  of  the 
Mediterranean  on  his  account,  and  bringing  him 
the  riches  of  every  land. 

Engaged  all  day  in  his  stores,  Joseph  hastened 
every  evening  to  return  to  his  brothers,  in  the 
country  residence,  the  government  of  which  his 
seniority  had  placed  in  his  hands. 

All  who  knew  bun  agreed  in  representing  him 
as  an  upright,  honest,  and  loyal  man.  He  spoke 
little,  but  experience  lent  great  wisdom  to  his 
words.  On  the  morning  of  the  day  which  had 
preceded  the  murder,  he  had  gone  out  alone,  and 
the  neighbors  had  not  seen  him  return. 

The  character  of  Robert  was  in  striking  contrast 
with  that  of  his  brother.  As  Joseph  observed  so- 
briety in  conversation,  so  Robert  loved  to  show 
himself  gracious,  polite,  sprightly.  The  gravity 
of  the  first  imposed  reserve  and  respect ;  the  gaity 
of  the  second, — his  joyousness,  his  good  humor. 
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made  his  company  sought  after.  So  they  had 
chosen  opposite  careers.  Robert  was  attached  to 
the  court,  aud  accordii)g  to  the  expression  of  the 
time,  was  likely  to  make  his  fortune  there,  if  ele- 
gance of  manners,  advantages  of  person,  sagacity, 
wit,  all  the  qualities,  in  a  word,  which  go  to  make 
up  a  perfect  knight,  were  ai)preciatcd  there,  for 
these  the  merchant's  son  could  have  taught  to 
noblemen  of  the  most  illustrious  houses. 

Angelo,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  was  still  only 
a  student,  u  lover  of  noise,  dissipation  and  pleas- 
ure. All  his  ambition  was  limited  to  running 
about  the  streets  during  the  night,  with  a  troop 
of  young  madmen  like  himself,  shouting  and  sing- 
ing Ijallads.  Lively,  rash,  ardent,  tlie  conflict 
with  the  world  had  not  yet  brought  out  the  traits 
of  his  character.  He  had  only  the  germs  of  virtue 
and  vice,  and  age  would  have  to  anneal  his  soul 
before  he  could  emerge,  a  made  man,  from  the 
fixed  mould  of  maturity. 

For  the  rest,  on  account,  perhaps  of  the  differ- 
ence in  their  tastes,  they  lived  together  and  with 
their  sister-in-law  in  patriarchal  union.  Joseph 
exercised,  with  fatherly  supervision,  the  authority 
which  seniority  gave  him,  and  head  of  the  family 
by  right  of  birth,  this  authority  excited  neither 
umbrage,  nor  defiance,  nor  jealousy. 
[to  be  continued.] 


ENaLISH  SYMPATHY  WITH  ITALY. 

[From  the  London  Month.] 

[concluded.] 
M.  Garnier's  pamphlet  is  too  closely  packed 
with  documents  and  statistics  to  admit  of  easy 
abbreviation,  and  its  facts  are  so  abundant  as  to 
embarrass  any  attempt  at  selection.  It  is,  more- 
over, short  enough  to  b^  easily  read  through  by 
any  one  who  takes  an  interest  in  the  subject.* 
We  shall  confine  ourselves  in  our  present  remarks 
to  a  single  point  of  the  many  which  it  raises,  and 
that  by  no  means  the  most  sensational.  The  hor- 
rors of  the  laws  enacted  to  meet  the  case  of  what 
is  called  "  brigandage,"  and  the  manner  in  which 
the  liberty  of  the  press  and  the  liberty  of  the 
person  are  understood  under  the  Piedmontese 
would  furnish  us  with  far  more  startling  details 
than  the  few  facts  that  M.  Gamier  has  gleaned 
concerning  the  expenditure  of  public  money  in 
the  new  kingdom  :  but  we  must,  for  the  moment, 
content  ourselves  with  these.  At  all  events  they 
ought  to  have  some  weight  in  a  country  like  our 

*  It  contains  less  than  200  pages,  of  which  ahont  fifty  are 
filled  with  docamentary  prooM  and  illustratloua. 


own.  We  shall  pass  over  the  interesting  account 
with  which  the  pamphlet  begins  of  the  commer- 
cial and  financial  prosperity  of  the  Two  Sicilies 
under  the  late  king  Ferdinand.  No  monarch  of 
our  time  has  ever  been  so  much  abused :  but  he  at 
least  understood  his  own  subjects,  and  in  all  ma- 
terial improvements  he  took  the  lead  among  the 
sovereigns  of  Italy.  He  was  profuse  in  his  ex- 
penditure on  public  works — the  setenth  2>firt  of 
his  budget  was  devoted  to  this  department.  He 
made  the  first  railway  in  Italy,  the  first  suspen- 
sion-bridges, the  first  electric  telegraph,  the  first 
"lenticular"  lighthouse  :  the  first  steamboat 
launched  from  an  Italian  yard  was  his.  He 
placed  lighthouses  all  round  his  coasts  :  the  ex- 
penses which  he  incurred  in  making  roads  and 
bridges,  cleansing  and  dredging  out  ports — no- 
tably that  of  Brindisi — providing  anchorage  for 
ships,  and  introducing  and  perfecting  n\anufac- 
tures,  were  immense.*  What  has  been  done  in 
this  way  since  the  expulsion  of  his  son  is  but  the 
carrying  out  of  works  begun  by  him :  but  the 
tendency  since  his  time  has  been  to  ruin  the  com- 
merce and  manufactures  of  Naples,  which  were  so 
far  in  advance  of  those  of  Piedmont.  The  col- 
leges, schools,  and  hospitals  which  lie  founded 
and  supported  were  numberless.  The  Piedmontese 
have  distinguished  themselves  by  nothing  but 
suppression  and  destruction.  Here  is  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  conduct  of  the  invaders,  who  came, 
according  to  their  own  profession,  to  cement  the 
union  so  ardently  desired  by  the  Neopolitan  pop- 
ulation Muth  themselves : 

"  The  Government  decreed  the  closing  of  the  arsenals  and 
dociiyards.  The  fleet  was  taken  to  Genoa :  the  dockyard  at 
('astellatnare  Buppressed,  and  all  employed  in  It  dismi'«»ed. 
The  arsenals  on  land,  po  rich  in  military  stores,  were  pillaged 
shamelessly  and  recklessly;  250,000  muskets  and  all  the 
bronze  cannon  in  the  arsenals  and  forts  were  sent  to  Pied- 
mont. After  the  fall  of  Gaeia.  nillajre  and  destruction  knew 
no  longer  any  bounds  at  all.  The  palaces  of  Naples,  of  Cajjo 
ai  Monte,  of  Portici,  of  Ciweria,  of  La  Fuvoriui,  so  rich  in 
maguiflcont  works  of  art,  became  the  spoil  of  Turin  and  of 
the  8Ucce-*.'*ion  of  plunderers,  who  c/ime  to  Naples,  one  very 
soon  after  the  other,  to  exercise  the  functions  of  proconsul. 
These  men  were  to  be  seen  sporting  themselves  on  the  banl^ 
of  the  Dora  in  the  same  luxurious  carriages  which  once  be- 
longed to  the  Bonrbons  of  Naples.  What  remained  after 
their  pillage  of  the  royal  plate  was  sold  by  auction:  the 
kitchen-raugcs  were  taken  away  aud  sent  to  Toiin." 

We  seem  to  be  reading  an  account  of  a  set  of 

savages  who  by  some  chance  have  got  into  a  well- 

*  M.  Gamier  gives  a  curious  quotation  from  an  article  by 
Count  Cavourxn  the  Bevv^  No uvelU  in  1M6.  "Thanks  to 
heaven,"  says  the  Piedmontese  statesman,  "here  we  arc  in  the 
kingdom  of  Naples,  where  we  have  some  railways  Unished, 
while  in  Piedmont  they  have  not  been  begun  :  other  railways 
are  being  made,  others  are  projected,  skillfully  designed,  and 
ready  to  be  carried  out.  Naples  is  the  first  state  of  Italy 
which  hag  set  railways  to  work."  Count  Cavour  ifoea  on  to 
lament  over  the  revolutionary  passions  of  the  time,  which 
prevent  governments  from  executing  great  projects.  "i>« 
gramls  travaux publics  ne  pourronl  s'execuier  en  ItalU,  tant 
que  Us  vrais  amis  de  leur  patrienese  seront  pas  groupes 
autour  dea  trones  qui  out  de  prq/ondes  radices  dans  le  tol 
italien." 
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furnished  house.  Surely  King  Victor  Emmanuel 
must  have  had  some  means  of  getting  his  dinners 
cooked  without  pillaging  his  cousin's  residence 
at  Naples?* 

M.  Gamier  (pp.  15,  16)  quotes  the  speech  of  a 
large  manufacturer  (Polsinelli)  in  the  Parliament 
at  Turin,  after  the  annexation,  describing  the 
flourishing  state  of  manufactures  of  every  sort 
under  the  Bourbons,  and  their  destruction  under 
the  new  Government.  It  was  the  same  with  the 
finances.  Ferdinand  II  left  the  treasury  full,  and 
the  credit  of  the  Neapolitan  funds  far  higher  than 
that  of  the  Piedraontese.  Count  Cavour  could 
not  bear  this,  and,  when  the  kingdom  of  Naples 
came  under  his  government,  he  took  measures  to 
lower  its  credit,  which  would  have  possibly  made 
him  liable  to  utter  loss  of  character  if  he  had  used 
them  in  the  case  of  the  interests  of  any  commercial 
property  intrusted  to  his  charge.  He  annulled 
the  sale  of  a  large  quantity  of  Neapolitan  rentes 
to  the  house  of  Rothschild,  which  had  been  agreed 
on  by  Garibaldi's  minister,  Coppoli,  at  the  high 
rate  of  90,  on  the  ground  that  Rothschild  was  a 
Bourbonian.  Then  he  sold  to  the  same  house  650,- 
000  ducats  at  the  lower  rate  of  74,  to  which  he 
had  reduced  the  funds  by  a  previous  transaction 
carried  out  with  some  friends  of  his  own.  Then 
he  made  the  Finance  Minister  propose  a  loan  for 
public  works  on  impossible  conditions,  and  by 
this  means  the  Neapolitan  funds  were  at  length 
jiearly  reduced  to  a  level  with  those  of  Piedmont 
in  the  market,  and  so  the  unification  of  the  debts 
of  the  two  countries  became  less  difficult. 

The  present  hopeless  state  of  the  Italian  fi- 
nances is  too  well  known  to  need  comment  here. 
It  must  be  remembered  at  the  same  time  that  It- 
aly is  now  one  of  the  most  highly-taxed  nations 
in  the  world,  and  that  an  immense  amount  of 
property  has  been  sold  or  seized  by  the  Govern- 
ment to  fill  up  the  still  gaping  deficit.  But  it  is 
not   generally    understood  that  an   indefinitely 

♦  similar  meanness  was  dipplayed  in  many  other  places  by 
the  adventnrers,  who  occupied  prominent  positions  nnder 
the  revolutionary  regime.  No  one  seems  to  have  had  hia 
head  more  completely  turned  than  Farini— a  man  whose  book 
Mr,  Gladstone  could  never  by  any  possibility  have  thought 
•worthy  of  translation,  if  he  had  known  his  true  character. 
Farini  was  appointed  in  1859  dictator  of  the  duchies  of  Parma 
and  Modena.  He  took  up  his  quarters  in  the  palace  at  the 
latter  place ;  he  made  his  wife  and  daughter  wear  the  gowns 
of  the  exiled  Princess,  and  his  servants  the  liveries  of  the 
Duke.  He  took  for  his  own  use  all  the  plate,  the  table-linen, 
and  even  the  shirts  which  the  latter  had  left  behind  him,  and 
gave  himself,  notwithstanding  the  bitter  satire  which  his  pro- 
ceedings excited,  all  the  airs  of  a  sovereign.  His  table  was 
loaded  with  the  most  extravagant  luxuries,  and  all  the  time 
he  talked  londly  about  his  desire  to  die  in  indigence.  This 
poor  man  went  mad  at  last,  and  the  details  of  his  degradation 
are  far  too  revolting  to  be  mentioned  here.  In  his  madness 
he  was  continually  haunted  by  the  idea  that  he  saw  Colonel 
Anviii,  the  faithful  servant  of  the  Uuchess  Parma,  whom  he 
had  handed  over  to  a  mob  of  rolUans  to  be  barbarously 
murdered. 


large  share  of  the  embarrassments  of  Italy  are  to 
be  laid  to  the  charge,  not  of  simple  mismanage- 
ment or  profuse  expenditure,  but  of  wholesale 
and  shameless  dishonesty  on  the  part  of  officials, 
and  of  enormous  sums  pocketed  by  the  chiefs  of 
the  revolution.  Peculation  seems  to  be  the  order 
of  the  day,  and  to  have  passed  into  a  principle 
which  no  one  ventures  to  question.  Certain 
practices  are  resorted  to  by  the  Ministers  of  Fi- 
nance which  would  certainly  make  our  House  of 
Commons  stare.  M.  Sella,  in  his  statement  in 
December  1865,  placed  on  the  credit  side  a  sum 
of  more  than  249,000,000,  as  fonds  de  caisse,  hav- 
ing avowed  that  shortly  before  the  Treasury  only 
possessed  75,000,000,  and  that  59,000,000  of  Treas- 
ury notes  were  in  circulation.  There  is  also  a 
wonderful  head  called  residus  passifs, — which 
means  something  on  the  wrong  side,  we  know  not 
what — it  amounts  to  a  milliard  plus  45,000,000. 
In  1865  M.  Sella  told  the  chambers  that  al- 
though he  was  bound  to  give  them  an  account 
of  the  public  expenditure  of  1864,  they  had  only 
just  received  that  of  1859,  and  that  he  was 
not  yet  aljle  to  give  them  that  of  1860.  The 
ministers  open  "  credits"  on  their  own  account, 
which  the  Treasury — the  Cour  des  Comptes — is 
obliged  to  register  "under  reserve."  The  number 
of  illegal  drafts  on  the  Treasury  is  endless.  The 
Popolo  d'  Italia  of  Jan.  26,  1865,  states  that  an 
official  document  of  the  Cour  des  Comptes  proved 
that  the  Minghetti  Ministry  had  issued  28,000  il- 
legal and  8,000  irregular  drafts.  But  out  of 
927,663  that  were  presented  to  it  in  1864,  the 
Cour  des  Comptes  found  79,985  open  to  grave 
censure.  The  money  seems  to  have  been  spent  in 
great  measure  in  the  bribery  of  deputies  and  the 
subsidising  of  newspapers.  Count  Cavour,  when 
a  French  gentleman  expressed  some  alarm  to  him 
at  the  hostile  attitude  of  a  portion  of  the  Cham- 
bers, simply  opened  a  drawer  full  of  gold  and  be- 
gan to  move  it  with  his  hand.  He  then  showed 
his  friend  a  bundle  of  letters  from  members  of  the 
Opposition,  begging  for  money!  The  annexa- 
tions were  brought  about  by  the  same  wholesale 
expenditure,  which  was  also  used  to  produce  the 
appearance  of  popular  welcome  to  Victor  Em- 
manuel as  he  went  about.  The  King  is  said  to 
have  complained  to  Count  Cavour  that  wherever 
he  went  he  always  found  the  same  faces  in  the 
crowd  assembled  to  cheer  him.  M.  Bianchi,  the 
biographer  of  Cavour,  says  that  his  contempo- 
ries  "  have  no  right  to  know  the  entire  story  of 
the  means  employed  to  bring  about  the  marvel- 
lous transformation  of  Italy."     One  deputy  has 
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insinuated  that  it  was  all  very  well  to  bring 
about  Italian  unity  by  profuse  bribery,  but  that 
the  system  degenerated  into  abuse  when  the  same 
means  were  required  to  maintain  the  state  of 
things  which  it  had  produced.  Men  whose  names 
have  been  honored  in  this  country  have  been 
branded  by  the  "  unitarian"  press  itself  as  large 
gainers  by  the  revolution.  The  Popolo  d'  Italia 
of  April  13,  1864,  gives  some  details  as  to  the 
payment  of  eminent  patriots : 

"  The  ex-minister  Conforti  had,  at  one  time  and  another, 
the  sum  of  72,000  ducats.  The  ex  minister  Sclaloja  had 
65,000  ducats.  The  father  of  Scialoja,  as  indemnity  tor  the 
post  which  he  lost  in  1848,  had  IS-OC)  ducats.  MM.  Alex- 
andre Dumas"  (what  had  he  done  for  Italy?).  C.  de  Cesare, 
and  G.  Ferrifi;ui  received  400,000  ducats.  -MM  G.  Massari, 
Ciclone,  and  the  Marquis  G.  Carracclola  dl  Bella,  for  certain 
'agromatic  studies,'  received,  during  the  time  of  the  elec- 
tions, 50,000  ducats.  The  Lieut.-Governor  Fariui,  besides  his 
^alary,  received  11,000  ducats  a-moutb,  and  besides,  200,000 
francs  for  traveling  expenses." 

Traveling  must  be  rather  expensive  in  Italy ! — 
but  then  Farini  was  a  poor  man,  and  always 
wished  to  remain  poor.  The  list  of  robberies  of 
public  funds  which  have  been  committed  with 
impunity,  some  of  very  large  sums,  fills  a  page 
and  a  half  of  M.  Garnier's  pamphlet.  Our  read- 
ers may  remember  the  immense  sums  which  were 
found  at  Palermo  and  Naples  when  Garibaldi 
entered  those  cities.  No  account  has  ever  been 
given,  or  ever  can  be  given,  of  the  manner  in 
which  this  treasure  vanished.  All  that  is  known 
of  the  kind  as  to  that  period  is  the  decree  of  Gar- 
ibaldi seizing  the  eleven  millions  of  ducats  which 
constituted  the  private  fortune  of  the  diflferent 
members  of  the  royal  family.  This  was  allotted 
by  a  decree,  signed  liy  Victor  Emmanuel,  to  the 
political  "  martyrs"  of  Naples. 

It  is  not,  of  course,  easy,  especially  at  a  dis- 
tance, to  discover  the  details  of  a  wholesale  sys- 
sem  of  peculation  and  corruption.  Nor  do  we 
suppose  that  any  system  of  government  can  be 
altogether  free  from  abuses  of  this  kind.  The 
Italian  Revolution  seems  to  have  brought  up  to 
the  surface  a  good  many  men  properly  belonging 
to  the  lowest  moral  strata  of  society,  and  when 
persons  of  this  class  get  into  power,  it  can  hardly 
be  a  matter  of  wonder  that  they  should  look  first 
of  all  to  their  own  interests.  Occasional  phe- 
nomena of  the  kind  on  which  we  have  been 
dwelling  would  hardly  influence  our  judgment  of 
the  government  of  a  new  country.  But  it  would 
surely  appear  that  this  corruption,  spoliation, 
peculation,  and  bribery  has  been  up  to  a  very  late 
period  an  indispensable  element  in  the  machinery 
by  which  Italy  has  been  governed.  If  this  is  so, 
it  surely  throws  great  light  on  whatever  appear- 
ance of  union  and  satisfaction  can  be  alleged  as 
evidence  of  the  success  of  the  Revolution:  it  has 


a  singular  significance  by  the  side  of  other  equally 
demonstrated  facts,  such  as  the  discontent  of 
Southern  Italy,  and  the  measures  used  to  repress 
it ;  and  it  shows  us  clearly  what  sort  of  men  those 
are  to  whose  character  and  integrity  the  Chris- 
tian world  is  asked  to  be  content  to  see  commit- 
ted, not  only  the  fortunes  of  their  own  magnifi- 
cent country,  but  those  of  the  Holy  See  and  of 
the  Church  itself. 


ANTHEMS,  PEAYEES  AND  HYMNS  OP  THE 
OHUEOH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 

BY  ARRIA. 

As  a  Catholic,  a  lover  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
but,  above  all,  as  a  convert,  we  wish  to  call  atten- 
tion to  the  magnificent  tribute  Archbishop  Spald- 
ing is  building  up  in  the  pages  of  the  Ave  Maria 
to  the  honor  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven.  No  man  of 
the  age  is  more  capable  than  he,  by  natural  en- 
dowment, varied  culture,  and  a  deep,  tender  piety, 
to  perform  this  work  ;  for  he  has  the  gift  of  gen- 
ius, an  imagination  to  conceive,  and  a  heart  to 
feel  all  the  grandeur,  dignity  and  incomparable 
beauty  of  his  theme,  with  a  power  of  expression 
at  once  clear  and  profound.  His  style  is  singu- 
larly sustained,  and  harmonious,  and  impresses 
one  with  the  idea  that  the  writer,  like  Webster, 
never  puts  forth  his  whole  strength ;  that  there  is 
ever  a  latent  force  never  developed — in  short, 
that  the  man  is  always  greater  than  his  theme. 
But  he  has  now  a  subject  that  will  tax  even  his 
extraordinary  powers  to  do  it  justice.  When  we 
heard  him  at  Notre  Dame,  last  May,  preach  upon 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  in  tones  so  eloquent  and  in- 
spiring that  not  only  our  tears,  but  those  of  prej- 
udiced Protestants  around  us,  proclaimed  the 
power  of  the  orator,  we  could  not  then  imagine 
any  thing  more  convincing  and  persuasive  than 
his  arguments,  embellished  by  rare  gems  of  poetic 
beauty,  and  irradiated  by  a  passionate  devotion 
that  touched  the  coldest  hearts. 

But  we  find  in  these  essays  all  of  the  Archbish- 
op's wonted  eloquence.  They  exceed,  of  course,  in 
copiousness  of  detail,  the  great  effort  we  have  al- 
luded to,  and  really  seem  to  have  brought  to  the 
surface  that  latent  force  that  has  doubtless  waited 
for  the  fitting  occasion.  In  these  songs  of  the 
Church  he  will  find  full  scope  for  the  play  of  his 
imperial  fancy,  and  in  the  prayers  a  mine  of  love 
that  will  satisfy  the  yearnings  of  his  own  loving 
heart.    And  what  a  subject  for  his  practiced  pen! 
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No  other  has  so  kindled  the  souls  of  saints  and 
martyrs,  for  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  key-note  of- 
Christian  devotion.  Superficial  readers  must  not 
imagine  these  essays  are  simply  adapted  to  poet- 
ical or  purely  sentimental  readers ;  they  are  a 
part  of  the  history  of  the  Church,  and  an  impor- 
tant part,  for  they  chronicle  its  worship  and  the 
inner  life  of  its  saints  and  martyi-s.  The  hymns 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin  are,  in  truth,  the  very 
bloom  and  essence  of  religious  literature.  They 
are  the  voice  of  the  Church  militant,  singing  from 
age  to  age  the  joys,  trials  and  triumphs  of  a  Chris- 
tian soul.  We  look  forward  with  eager  interest 
to  the  promised  chapters,  for  already  his  glowing 
words  have  carried  us  back  to  the  happiest  period 
of  our  life, — to  the  radiant  days  of  our  conver- 
sion. We  have,  through  him,  lived  over  again 
those  diamond  mornings  and  vermillion  sunsets, 
when  nature,  in  all  her  glorious  manifestations, 
sang  a  perpetual  Te  Deum  with  our  heart. 

And  why  should  the  Archbishop's  second  chap- 
ter, especially,  have  carried  us  back  to  this  epoch 
of  our  religious  life  ?  Simply  that  Almighty  God, 
through  an  Ave  Maria,  bestowed  upon  my  poor 
Boul  the  priceless  gift  of  faith — a  gift  I  had  sought 
for  years  with  sorrow,  suflFering  and  tears,  but  in 
vain :  I  implored  the  Son,  while  I  despised  His 
Blessed  Mother.  Through  the  pious  ruse  of  a 
friend  I  said  my  first  *'  Hail  Mary  ;"  but  it  was  not 
long  before  I  lay  a  happy,  weeping  suppliant  at 
her  feet.  It  was  not,  perhaps,  fitting  here  to  speak 
of  my  own  personal  experience ;  but  I  was,  in 
some  sense,  constrained  to  add  my  mite  confirma- 
tory of  the  power  of  a  simple  "  Hail  Mary." 

Let  every  one  read  these  l^eautiful  essays  upon 
the  Hymns,  Prayers  and  Anthems  of  the  Church, 
and  call  the  attention  of  others  to  them;  they 
will  repay  many  perusals. 


Dedicatioks. — At  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  on  the  10th 
of  February,  a  new  church  was  solemnly  dedi- 
cated, under  the  patronage  of  Saint  Patrick. 

Remoious  Reception  and  Professioxs. — In 
the  'Ursuline  Convent,  Marquette,  on  the  85th  of 
January,  Sister  Mary  Incarnation,  (Josephine 
Bouille,  of  Deschambault,  C.  E.) 

Sister  M.  Andrew  made  her  religious  Profes- 
sion. At  the  .same  time.  Miss  Bridget  Quinn  (of 
Kaughton,  Mich.,)  and  Miss  Dion  (of  Quebec) 
received  the  white  veil. 

In  the  Convent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Cincin- 
ati,  Ohio,  on  the  13th  ult.,  eight  novices  were  ad- 
mitted to  their  religious  profession. 


OHILDKEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


OUE  MOTHEK'S  MESSAGES. 

Solitude  of  Nazareth,     ) 
Month  op  Saint  Josepu.         \ 

Dear  Children :  Behold  another  sweet  month 
opening  to  our  devotion ;  sweet  in  grace,  at  least, 
though  as  far  as  nature  is  concerned,  I  fear  that 
stormy  March  would  be  inclined  to  contradict  my 
words.  You  have  already  guessed  that  I  wish  to 
speak  to  you  of  dear  Saint  Joseph ;  and  indeed 
has  he  not  the  best  right  to  a  place  in  our  little 
circle  to-day,  since  the  Church,  ever  eager  to  hon- 
or most  whom  God  most  honors,  has  transformed 
this  entire  month  into  a  long  festival,  to  com- 
memorate the  august  prerogatives  of  the  foster- 
father  of  the  Saviour  Jesus.  Foster-father  ot  Je- 
sus !  Let  us  linger  on  this  word  a  little ;  oh,  if 
we  only  meditated  a  little  while  on  the  mystery 
of  love  these  words  express,  it  would  be  enough, 
it  seems  to  me,  to  make  our  hearts  expand  in  most 
tender  devotion  for  this  dear  saint.  We  don't 
know  how  to  meditate,  do  you  say  ?  Ah,  that  is 
true ;  it  is,  perhaps,  too  serious  an  affair  for  little 
brains ;  but  you  can  think  and  chat,  can  you  not  ? 
So  we  will  try  and  make  this  serve  us  for  medita- 
tion ;  but,  first  of  all,  do  you  really  love  Saint  Jo- 
seph ?  Oh,  I  hope  so ;  it  would  be  sad  indeed,  in 
loving  Jesus  and  Mary,  not  to  love  one  who  is  so 
very  dear  to  them.  And  yet  do  you  know  I  fear 
that  you  do  not  love  him  with  that  tender,  confid- 
ing love  he  so  merits  from  young  hearts  ?  Still, 
if  you  don't  love  him  thus,  you  wish  to  learn  to 
do  so,  I  am  sure,  and  here  as  ever  we  will  take 
the  Child  Jesus  for  our  teacher. 

I  am  so  glad  to  speak  to  you  of  Saint  Joseph, 
as  it  keeps  us  still  with  the  dear  Infant  Jesus. 

Though  the  Church,  who  has  all  our  Saviour's 
lifetime  to  live  in  a  single  year,  is  hurrying  us  on 
towards  saddening  scenes,  far  difierent  from  the 
bright  pictures  of  the  Crib,  still  we  must  not  look 
for  Saint  Joseph  there ;  his  loving  mission  was 
finished  before  the  dark  day  of  Calvary  dawned. 
It  is  at  the  Crib,  in  the  wild  deserts  of  Egypt,  in 
the  sweet  house  of  Nazareth,  that  we  must  look 
for  this  dear  Guardian  Angel  of  the  Child  Jesus, 
and  of  His  holy  Mother.  Happy,  privileged 
Saint!  how  sweet  was  his  lot!  We  almost  envy 
the  bright  angels  around  the  new-born  Babe, 
breaking  the  midnight  stillness  of  that  joyous 
Christmas  night  with  their  sweet  canticles  of 
praise;  and  when  we  think  of  the  good  Shep- 
herds, and  the  faithful  Wise  Men  called  so  indul- 
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gently  to  pay  their  tribute  of  love  to  their  Infant 
God,  we  would  like  to  have  been  in  their  place. 
They  are  indeed  singularly  blessed,  yet  see,  dear 
children,  great  as  was  their  privilege,  it  was,  in 
one  sense,  but  passing ;  for  though  they  prolonged 
their  visits  as  long  as  they  could,  they  were 
obliged,  at  last,  to  bid  farewell  to  the  dear  Child 
Jesus  and  His  Virgin  Mother. 

How  much  they  must  have  wished  to  remain 
always  with  them !  and  this  was  Saint  Joseph's 
happy  lot.  The  life-long  companion  of  Jesus  and 
Mary  !  What  a  world  of  bliss  this  truth  contains! 
With  an  adoring  love,  much  deeper  than  the 
homage  of  the  Shepherds  or  the  Wise  Men,  must 
that  happy  Saint  have  hung  over  the  Infant  Jesus, 
whom  he  was  permitted  to  call  his  Son, — draw- 
ing, as  he  gazed,  fresh  love  from  the  sight  of  that 
beautous  countenance,  which  even  then  was  fill- 
i2ng  heaven  with  enrapturing  light  and  joy. 

And  when  Mary,  in  the  delicacy  of  her  love, 
would  share  with  Joseph  the  sweet  task  of  tend- 
ing her  darling  Child,  think,  dear  children,  what 
must  have  been  the  feeling  of  that  happy  foster- 
father,  as  he  pressed  the  little  Jesus  to  his  heart ! 
Could  the  united  love  of  all  the  fathers  in  the 
world  have  equalled  that  of  Saint  Joseph  for  his 
adopted  Son !  But  a  bitter  sorrow  soon  crept 
over  the  joy  of  Mary  and  Joseph  ;  it  was  when, 
but  eight  days  after  that  blessed  Christmas  night, 
*.hey  saw  the  precious  blood  of  the  Infant  Jesus 
I  jliowing  beneath  the  cruel  knife  of  the  circumcis- 
sion,  while  their  thoughts  were  hurried  onward 
to  the  dark  passion,  already  jjainted  to  their 
mind.  Yet  even  here  Saint  Joseph  found  a  deep 
joy,  in  his  sweet  privilege  of  giving  the  adorable 
Babe  the  name  of  Jesus,  a  name  ever  so  blessed,  so 
beautous,  so  adorable,  since  it  pronounced  Him 
the  Saviour  of  the  world. 

When  again,  at  the  Presentation,  was  it  not 
Joseph  who  was  chosen  to  l)ear  tliat  adorable 
Holocaust  to  the  great  temple,  while,  like  Mary, 
he  joined  the  humble  offering  of  bis  own  life  to 
that  of  Jesus  ? 

Night  has  stolen  over  Bethlehem ;  the  Child 
Jesus  is  sleeping  on  His  Mother's  bosom,  but  St. 
Joseph,  does  he  sleep  ?  Oli,  I  love  to  think  that 
the  sweet  thought  of  Jesus'  presence  must  have 
often  chased  sleep  from  the  loving  heart  of  the 
foster  father.  Let  our  hearts  linger  for  a  mo- 
ment on  this  strange  mystery.  But  now  what 
new  light  is  this  which  inundates  this  most  hal- 
lowed apartment  ?  St.  Joseph  does  not  start ;  he 
who  lives  in  the  continual  presence  of  his  God, 
is  not  surprised  by  an  angel's  visit.     In  meek  sub- 


mission he  receives  the  command  of  the  heavenly 
messenger,  and  hastens  to  awaken  the  Mother  and 
Cuild  to  set  out  on  their  long  journey  for  far-off 
Egypt.  Then  again  we  see  the  arm  of  St.  Jo- 
seph encircling  his  God  when  sharing  with  Mary  the 
blessed  weight  of  their  precious  burden,  while 
they  traverse  the  burning  sands  of  the  dreary 
desert.  Again,  when  night  had  drawn  its  dark 
curtains  over  the  glittering  plains,  we  find  Jo- 
seph watching  over  his  sacred  Charge.  In  Egypt, 
too,  we  find  St.  Joseph, — the  guardian  angel  of 
Jesus  and  Mary,  their  protector,  their  guide,  their 
sole  protector,  their  earthly  support.  To  those 
who  reflect,  as  all  my  little  children  are  doing 
now,  how  many  happy,  yet  sad  scenes  must  this 
long  sojourn  call  to  mind. — How  much  toil  and 
want  and  fear  must  the  holy  Family  have  suffered 
in  that  wicked  foreign  land. — How  painful  to 
think  that  the  gentle  Child  Jesus  must  bear  all 
this,  too ;  yet  must  there  not  have  been  a  world  of 
sweetness  to  Mary  and  Joseph  in  the  very  fact  of 
sharing  their  sorrow  with  Him  ? — How  high  must 
have  seemed  the  labor  done  for  Him, — how  tri- 
fling the  pain  endured  in  His  presence,  for,  dear 
children,  have  we  not  also  sometimes  felt  how 
sweet  it  is  to  suffer  for  Jesus  ?  What  a  joy  above 
all  for  Mary  and  Joseph  to  watch  their  adorable 
Son  growing  in  grace  and  beauty  beneath  their 
eyes,  to  guide  the  steps  of  their  Creator,  to  catch 
the  first  sweet  accent  of  His  adorable  lips,  to 
drink  in  the  bliss  of  His  loving  smile,  or  receive 
His  winning  caresses,  such  as  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
alone  would  bestow  !  All  these  privileges,  dear 
children,  and  oh  so  many  more,  were  given  to 
Joseph  to  share  with  Mary, — can  we  then  fear  to 
love  Him  so  much?  And  now  if  we  accompany 
the  holy  Family  on  their  return  to  their 'native 
land,  and  linger  in  thought  around  the  threshold 
of  peaceful  Nazareth,  what  countless  scenes  to 
which  the  sweet  childhood  of  Jesus  must  natu- 
rally have  given  rise,  will  steal  upon  our  hearts ! 
Each  one  became  more  bright  and  beautiful  in 
measure  as  the  Divine  Child  "  Grew  in  stature  and 
in  grace,  in  favor  with  God  and  tnan.^'  Yet  in  all 
those  adorable  pictures  close  to  to  the  forms  of 
Jesus  and  Mary  we  find  dear  Saint  Joseph. 

Is  it  a  wonder,  then,  that  throughout  all  eternity 
not  only  all  men,  but  the  brightest  angels  in 
heaven  also,  will  contemplate  his  blessed  lot  with 
a  holy  envy.  We  had  proposed  to  take  the  Child 
Jesus  for  our  teacher  in  our  devotion  to  St.  Jo- 
seph, yet  in  all  I  have  said  I  have  made  the  form- 
er but  a  passive  picture  without  lending  to  His 
adorable  lips  a  thousand  beautiful  things  that  He 
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miglit  so  naturally  be  supposed  to  pronounce  in 
favor  of  his  foster-father ; — have  I  disappointed 
you  in  all  this,  dear  children  ?  I  think  not ;  for 
if  you  remember  the  most  beautiful  lessons  that 
Jesus  has  deigned  to  teach  us  is  contained  in 
those  deep  words :  "  /  hive  given  you  an  example  ; 
as  I  have  done.,  do  ye  likewise."  And  when  we 
see  the  loving  abandon  with  which  He  makes 
Himself  a  helpless  little  Child  to  confide  Him- 
self more  completely  to  his  care, — when  we  see 
Him  calling  St.  Joseph  by  the  sweet  name  of  Fa- 
ther, and  winding  His  arms  around  his  neck,  in 
the  touching  familiarity  of  a  loving  Child,  does 
not  He  seem  to  say,  "  Little  children,  love  8t.  Jo- 
seph  as  I  love  him  ;  love  him  as  your  father,  your 
protector,  your  guide. 

I  might  have  profited  by  this  interview  with 
my  little  friends,  to  tell  you  of  the  high  virtues  of 
this  great  Saint,  but  I  think  a  picture  of  him  with 
the  Child  Jesus  in  his  arms,  preaches  more  elo- 
quently in  his  favor  than  all  I  could  attempt  to 
say.  How  poor,  how  humble,  how  holy  must  St. 
Joseph  have  been  to  treat  so  familiarly  with  Him 
who  has  said  that  it  is  to  the  humble  alone  He 
reveals  Himself,  and  that  He  takes  His  delight  in 
a  pure  heart. 

And  now,  dear  children,  what  are  we  going  to 
do  to  please  the  Child  Jesus  and  our  dear  Mother, 
by  honoring  -St.  Josejjh  in  a  particular  manner, 
during  this  month  ?  Many  of  you  now  accord,  I 
doubt  not,  yet  permit  me  to  suggest  a  little  prac- 
tice I  know  will  be  very  agreeable  to  him.  Per- 
haps you  have  already  the  holy  habit  of  repeat- 
ing every  day  the  Hail  Joseph,  his  Memorare,  and 
that  beautiful  little  prayer,  beginning,  "Jesus, 
Mary  and  Joseph,  I  give  you  my  heart."  But  in 
case  you  should  not  know  them,  I  will  beg  leave 
to  slip  them  in  some  little  odd  corner  of  our  dear 
Ave  Maria,  on  purpose  for  my  little  friends.  I 
will  also  beg  permission  to  join  a  little  prayer, 
very  famous  in  the  annals  of  Saint  Joseph,  on  ac- 
count of  the  wonderful  miracles  of  grace  that  have 
been  wrought  by  it,  which  proves  how  dear  it  is 
to  Saint  Joseph's  heart.  If,  iu  your  families,  or 
school,  the  Mouth  of  Saint  Joseph  is  made  in  pub- 
lic, of  course  you  will  aseist  at  the  exercises  with 
the  greatest  attention ;  but  should  it  be  otherwise, 
why,  you  can  make  your  own  little  Month,  by  say- 
ing, every  day,  those  prayers  I  have  mentioned, 
adding  a  decade,  or  even  a  chaplet  of  "  Hail,  Saint 
Joseph."  And  then  there  is  Saint  Joseph's  great 
feast— on  the  19th  of  March ;  you  must  not  fail, 
dear  children,  to  prepare  yourselves  for  this  great 
festival,  by  a  fervent  novena,  for  a  great  Saint, 


and  many  others  that  are  not  great  saints,  have 
afiirmed  that  never  was  any  grace  refused  which 
was  asked  on  this  day.  But  the  sweetest  homage 
that  you  could  pay  to  Saint  Joseph,  on  this  day, 
would  be  to  receive  Holy  Communion  in  his  hon- 
or ;  for  then  you  would  have  the  dear  Child  Jesus 
to  offer  to  him  once  more,  as  Mary  must  so  often 
have  done.  Then,  dear  children,  I  should  like 
you  all  to  have  a  picture  of  this  great  Saint,  and 
what  would  be  better  still,  one  of  his  medals 
which  you  should  always  wear  as  a  gage  of  youi 
confidence,  and  of  his  protection.  Perhaps  you 
have  neither  medal  nor  picture  at  present !  This 
is  a  great  query,  to  be  sure  ;  but  don't  yop 
think  that  by  being  very  good  and  docile  for  a 
whole  week,  your  kind  parents  or  teachers  would 
give  you  one  as  a  reward.  What  an  acceptabl 
proof  of  your  devotion  to  good  Saint  Joseph  such 
efi'orts  on  your  part  would  be.  : 

But  now,  dear  children,  I  will  say  farewell, 
though  my  heart  will  often  seek  you  during  this 
month,  at  the  altar  of  our  dear  protector.  How 
many  will  be  the  prayers  I  will  whisper  there  in 
your  behalf;  and  for  my  part  I  will  claim,  every 
day,  at  least  three  "  Hail  Joseph's"  in  my  inten- 
tion. You  promise  not  to  disappoint  me  ?  Thank 
you,  dear  children,  and  once  more  farewell. 


Devotion  to  Saint  Joseph. — That  devotion  to 
Saint  Joseph  is  peculiarly  pleasing  to  our  Blessed 
Lady,  we  cannot  for  a  moment  doubt ;  in  facf 
those  who  have  been  most  devout  to  her  have 
been  insensibly  drawn  on  to  a  great  devotion  to 
Saint  Joseph,  and  this  in  a  way  for  which  they 
could  scarcely  account.  It  has,  indeed,  seemed  te^ 
some  as  if  our  Lady  almost  refused  their  requests, 
that  they  might  apply  to  Saint  Joseph's  interces- 
sion. In  temporal  matters,  in  cases  of  special 
temptations  or  perplexities,  when  the  acquiring 
of  an  interior  spirit  lias  been  the  object,  or  when 
persons  have  need  of  peculiar  direction,  Saint  Jo- 
seph has  been  found  again  and  again  to  afford 
special  and  most  speedy  help.  Indeed,  our  Blessed 
Lady  has  even  condescended  to  desire  hcj  children 
to  "  go  to  Joseph"  in  their  needs,  as  though  she 
loved  to  share  with  him  the  power  which  she  ex- 
ercises over  the  loving  Heart  of  Jesus.  We  read 
in  the  life  of  Saint  Teresa  that,  in  ouffof  her  vis- 
ions, she  was  presented  by  our  Immaculate  Mother 
with  a  gem  of  inestimable  value,  as  a  reward  for 
the  fervor  with  which  she  endeavored  to  extend 
devotion  to  her  Spouse ;  and  to  Saint  Gertrude 
she  showed  the  glory  of  his  throne  in  heaven. 

[Flowers  of  Mary. 
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VI. — The  Crib  of  Bethlehem — The  Gloria 
IX  Excelsxs. 

What  melody  is  that,  which  breaks  upon  the 
stillness  of  the  night,  and  resounding  through  the 
upper  air  rivets  our  attention,  and  enchants  our 
ear  with  its  marvelous  sweetness !  It  is  that  of 
an  Angelic  band  intoning  the  Gloria  in  Excel- 
sis,  whose  strains  are  at  once  taken  up  by  the 
countless  myriads  of  angels  in  the  heavenly  court, 
and  are  afterwards  to  be  reechoed  by  myriads  of 
human  voices  throughout  the  earth !  Earth  is  to 
unite  with  heaven  in  swelling  the  notes  of  that 
Anthem  of  praise,  even  to  the  end  of  time! 
"  Glory  to  God  m  the  highest  !  ox  earth. 
Peace  to  mex  op  good  will  !" 

It  is  not  properly  an  Anthem  to  the  Virgin ; 
but  it  was  first  chanted  by  Angelic  voices  on  oc- 
casion of  an  event  in  which  she  bore  a  most  con- 
spicuous part ;  which  bailed  her  as  the  Mother  of 
the  great  Man-God,  who  was  to  reconcile  earth  to 
heaven.  He,  her  divine  Son,  was  to  give  glory  to 
God,  by  bringing  to  the  foot  of  His  throne,  will- 
ing captives  of  divine  love,  hundreds  of  millions 
of  a  fallen  race  ransomed  from  the  trammels  of 
sin  and  death  ;  and  to  give  peace  to  men  of  good 
will,  by  reconciling  them  to  themselves  through 
their  reconciliation  with  God.  He  was  the  First 
Born  of  the  living,  and  the  only  Begotten  Son  by 
nature  of  His  Father ;  but  myriad  others  were  to 
become  His  brothers  by  adoption,  and  through 
this  sweet  title,  adoptive  Sons  of  His  eternal 
Father.  Through  Him  they  would  thus  become 
members  of  the  Holy  Family,  like  Christ  Him- 
self, having  the  heavenly  Father  for  their  Father, 
and  like  Him,  looking  up  tenderly  and  lovingly 
to  His  earthly  Jlother  as  their  own.  This  was 
the  fountain-head  of  the  Glory  to  God,  and  Peace 


to  men,  proclaimed  in  the  angelic  Canticle  of 
praise  and  exultation. 

The  scene  of  the  great  event,  which  called  forth 
the  Anthem,  was  laid  in  an  obscure  cavern,  used 
as  a  stable,  lying  on  the  outskirts  of  Ikitlilthem, 
erewhile  "the  least  among  the  cities  of  Juda." 
Thither,  the  Immaculate  Virgin  had  repaired 
sorrowing,  with  her  espoused  husband  and  pro- 
tector, Joseph,  at  the  very  crisis  of  her  life,  because 
there  was  no  room  for  her  in  the  crowded  inns  of 
Bethlehem.  And  here,  in  the  mid-watches  of  the 
night,  when  all  is  hushed  into  silence,  and  dark- 
ness broods  over  the  earth,  her  Son  is  born,  wrap- 
ped in  swaddling  clothes,  and  laid  in  a  manger. 
Mary  looks  on,  as  only  a  Mother  can  look  on  her 
first-born ;  she  idolizes  Him  in  her  heart  of 
h  -arts,  as  her  Child,  and  bending  lowlily  in  ador- 
ation, she  worships  Him  as  her  God.  -loseph  ten- 
derly and  lovingly  joins  in  the  worship :  all  is 
silence  and  enraptured  devotion,  when  suddenly 
the  Gloria  in  Excelsis  of  the  first  Midnight  Mass 
is  chanted  by  an  Angelic  choir,  and  the  humble 
shepherds,  keeping  their  night-watches  in  the 
neighborhood,  hasten  to  §well  the  band  of  devout 
worshipers.  -< 

Who  that  has  faith  and  a  human  heart  in  his 
bosom,  would  not  wish  to  annihilate  time  and 
distance,  and  to  unite  himself  to  those  first  wor- 
shipers of  the  New-Born  King  of  men  and  angels ! 
Whose  heart  so  cold,  that  it  would  not  be  melted 
with  emotion  on  witnessing  that  spectacle !  Who 
would  not  delight  to  honor  and  to  love  that  peer- 
less Mother,  along  with  those  poor,  but  select  and 
most  devoted  worshiiiers!  Who  could  look  coldly 
on  that  mother,  or  begrudge  her  the  luxury  of 
her  Mother's  heart,  swelling  with  emotion  as  she 
looked  upon  her  New-Bom  Babe,  and  witnessed 
the  reverent  love  for  herself,  which  in  that  assem- 
blage was  blended  with  the  lowly  adoration  of 
her  Son !  Who  could  have  the  heart  to  disparage 
that  Mother  now,  or  to  think  that  whatever  of 
reverence  and  love  is  given  to  her,  is  so  much 
taken  from' her  divine  Son!  Not  so,  surely, 
thought  the  shepherds ;  not  so,  surely,  thought 
Joseph. 
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Not  so  certainly,  thought  the  Wise  Men  from 
the  East,  who  soon  come  hastening  to  the  scene, 
under  the  guidance  of  that  mysterious  Star,  bring- 
ing their  rich  oflferingsof  gold,  frankincense,  and 
myrrh.  Sec,  how  they  fall  down  and  worship 
Him  reclining  in  His  manger,  and  smiling  so 
sweetly  upon  them!  See  how  they  open  their 
rich  caskets  and  present  their  precious  gifts! 
Does  the  Babe  receive  these  with  His  own  tiny 
hands  ?  Do  his  lips  fashion  the  words  of  grati- 
tude and  love  which  greet  their  offerings  ?  He 
might  have  done  all  this,  had  he  chosen  to  put  off 
the  voluntarily  assumed  weakness  of  infancy; 
but  he  does  not ;  His  silence  and  very  helplessness 
are  more  elegant  than  any  words.  Besides,  what 
needs  He  either  hand  or  lips  to  receive  gifts  or  give 
forth  utterances  ?  His  Mother's  hands  and  lips, 
as  well  as  His  Mother's  heart,  are  all  His  own ; 
what  she  says  and  does.  He  says  and  does ;  He 
needs  no  other  appliance  either  for  utterance  or 
for  action  I 

It  is  scarcely  to  be  supposed,  that  the  Shepherds 
and  Wise  Men  were  the  only  visitors  to  the  Crib 
of  Bethlehem.  The  former  must  have  spoken  of 
the  marvelous  angelic  canticle,  and  of  the  angel's 
message  to  themselves,  among  their  neighbors  of 
Bethlehem ;  and  the  latter  could  scarcely  have 
visited  the  court  of  Herod,  and  passed  through 
Judea  with  their  brilliant  equipage,  without  ex- 
citing attention  and  awakening  curiosity  to  the 
object  of  their  journey.  No  doubt  many  hastened 
to  that  grotto,  the  most  of  them  probably  led  by 
curiosity,  others  perhaps  by  envy  or  malice,  but 
no  doubt  a  few  of  them  by  more  worthy  and  ele- 
vated motives. 

And  without  any  overstraining  of  the  few  sim- 
ple facts  contained  in  the  Gospel  record,  we  may 
well  imagine,  that  along  with  the  good  and  the 
simple-minded,  there  were  found  among  the  visi- 
tors, representatives  of  the  principal  Jewish  sects 
of  the  day,  of  the  Herodians,  the  Sadducees,  and 
the  Pharisees.  Nor  is  it  difficult  to  imagine  their 
respective  feelings,  while  they  look  casually  or 
stare  curiously  at  that  Crib  containing  the  New- 
Born  King  of  the  Jews ;  at  that  lowly  Mother  and 
humble  foster-father,  who  hovered  over  it  so 
lovingly. 

The  courtly  Herodian  sneers  at  the  humble,  and 
to  him,  contemptible  surroundings  of  the  Babe.  Is 
this  puny  thing  then,  born  in  poverty  and  squalor, 
surrounded  by  the  beasts  of  the  field,  the  new 
King  of  whom  we  have  heard  so  much  ?  Is  that 
lowly  woman  to  be  our  queen  regnant  ?  A  likely 
story  truly,  to  strike  terror  into  the  minds  of  our 


courtiers,  to  awaken  the  fears  of  our  great  King 
Herod !  They  accordingly  hasten  back  with  all 
their  forebodings  dissipated;  but  their  guilty 
master  is  not  so  easily  reassured.  The  Babe  of 
Bethlehem,  meantime,  through  angelic  warning  is 
removed  from  His  Crib,  and  is  carried  into  Egypt ; 
while  the  cruel  edict  of  extermination  goeth  forth, 
and  the  slaughtered  babes  of  Bethlehem  and  its 
confines  send  forth  their  wails  to  heaven,  as  their 
young  blood  is  poured  forth  in  martyrdom  for 
Him  who  had  become  a  Babe  to  open  heaven  for 
them.  The  rude  whirlwind  of  persecution  sweeps 
away  on  its  airy  wings  these  tender  rosebuds, 
bearing  them  aloft  to  the  gardens  of  paradise, 
where  they  will  bloom  with  undiminished  fra- 
grance and  unfading  luster  for  ever  more  ! 

The  worldly  and  sensual  Sadducee,  whose  idol 
is  riches,  whose  "  God  is  his  belly,"  looks  on  the 
scene  with  ill  disguised  contempt ;  and  he  shud- 
ders at  a  spectacle,  in  which  so  much  poverty  is 
blended  with  so  much  hardship.  He  turns  away, 
and  will  have  none  of  the  Babe  or  His  Mother. 
The  Pharisee  looks  on  the  scene  with  a  steadier 
gaze,  and  more  censorious  and  supercilious  eye.  So 
here,  amidst  darkness  and  rags,  reposes  in  a  man- 
ger the  promised  Messiah,  who  is  to  shake  oflf  the 
yoke  that  weighs  so  heavily  on  the  necks  of  our 
people,  and  to  lead  us  to  prosperity  and  glory ! 
And  this  poor  peasant  girl,  whom  these  simple 
and  deluded  people,  who  know  not  the  law  of  the 
prophets,  are  so  earnestly  engaged  in  reverencing, 
and  almost  worshiping,  because  she  is  His  Mother, 
I  see  not  what  there  is  or  can  be  in  her  to  excite 
so  much  admiration,  to  win  so  much  love !  I  will 
have  none  oi  them  ! 

Shall  we  Christians  imitate  the  worldly  Hero- 
dian and  Sadducee,  and  the  supercilious  Pharisee ; 
or  rather,  shall  we  not  catch  up  the  spirit  and  fol- 
low the  example  of  the  humble  shepherds,  and  the 
simple-minded,  devout  Wise  Men  from  the  East  ? 

A.  B. 
[to  be  contintjed.] 


The  death  of  those  children  of  Mary,  who  are 
faithful  in  honoring  St.  Joseph,  is  supremely  calm 
and  sweet.  St.  Teresa,  speaking  of  the  death  of 
her  first  daughters,  who  were  very  devout  to  St. 
Joseph,  says :  "  I  observed  in  them,  at  the  mo- 
ment they  were  expiring,  an  unspeakable  peace 
and  tranquillity ;  one  would  have  said  that  they 
entered  into  an  ecstasy,  or  into  a  prayer  of  heav- 
enly repose.  Nothing  exterior  indicated  that  any 
temptation  troubled  the  intimate  peace  which 
they  enjoyed." — Month  of  St.  Joseph. 
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For  the  Av^  Mabia^ 

ADVENT  OF  THE  PUEIFIOATION. 


We  see  thee  shrink  from  Gabriel's  yoice, 

Unconscious  of  thy  worth, 
Yea,  shrink  e'en  from  celestial  praise. 

As  lowliest  of  the  earth. 

Abased  and  humbled  now  we  come, 

This  day  to  promise  thee 
Humility,  without  whose  shield, 

No  child  of  thine  can  be. 

Humility  of  heart  and  mind, 

Whose  modest  bashful  mien, 
In  every  act  itself  conceals, 

And  seeks  ne'er  to  be  seen. 

Humility  that  numbers  all, 

As  worthy  love  and  praise, 
Itself,  alone,  it  deems  unfit, 

Its  modest  head  to  raise. 

Humility,  whose  beauteous  charm, 

Drew  grace  into  thy  heart. 
Without  whose  influence  even  thou, 
Wouldst  not  be  what  thou  art. 
[We  need  scarcely  remind  the  readers  of  the 
Ave  Maria  that  all  the  children  of  Mary  begin 
on  this  day  the  novena  preparatory  to  the  Festival 
of  the  Annunciation.] 


DEVOTION  OF  SEVEN  SUNDAYS  CONSE- 
CRATED TO  HONOR  THE  SORROWS 
AND  JOYS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH. 

We  have  thought  it  would  gratify  the  readers 
of  the  Ave  Makia,  to  offer  to  their  piety,  during 
this  month  consecrated  to  Saint  Joseph,  a  devo- 
tion in  honor  of  the  seven  sorrows  and  joj^s  of 
this  great  Saint.  We  feel,  at  the  same  time,  that 
we  cannot  attain  our  aim  in  a  more  satisfactory 
manner,  than  by  borrowing  from  Saint  Joseph's 
admiraljle  Propagateur  the  following  pages  we 
there  find  on  this  subject. 

"It  is  in  the  joys  that  Providence  procures  us, 
and  in  the  trials  that  He  sends  us,  that  we  recog- 
nize our  true  friends :  those  who  interest  them- 
selves sincerely  in  what  regards  us.  This  is  why 
the  holy  Church  invites  us  so  often  to  honor  the 
joyous  as  well  as  the  sorrowful  mysteries  of  Jesus, 
Mary  and  Joseph  ;  and,  in  fact,  when  we  sincerely 
love  any  one,  we  are  equally  touched  by  all  that 
can  rejoice  or  afflict  our  friend.    It  is  thus  that 


the  faithful  clients  of  Saint  Joseph  have  em- 
braced with  avidity  the  pious  devotion  of  the 
seven  Sundays  consecrated  to  honor,  in  a  particu- 
lar manner,  his  sorrows  and  his  joys. 

The  Sovereign  Pontiffs,  who  have  so  gloriously 
occupied  the  chair  of  Saint  Peter  during  these 
latter  ages,  have  enriched  with  precious  indulgen- 
ces this  beautiful  devotion,  in  order  to  induce  the 
faithful  to  adopt  it. 

Thus  we  see,  thiat  by  a  concession  made  by 
his  Holiness  Gregory  XVI,  on  the  twenty-second 
of  January  1836,  an  indulgence  of  three  hundred 
days  is  granted,  to  whosoever  recites,  during  seven 
consecutive  Sundays,  (left  to  the  choice  of  the 
faithful),  the  prayers  known  under  the  name 
of  the  seven  joys  and  seven  sorrows  of  Saint 
Joseph  ;  and  on  the  seventh  Sunday  the  indulgence 
is  plenary.  The  holy  Father,  Pius  IX,  wishing, 
in  his  tender  and  ardent  love  for  Mary,  to  spread 
throughout  all  nations  the  devotion  to  her  chaste 
Spouse,  has  extended  to  the  entire  Church  the 
solemnity  of  the  Patronage  of  Saint  Joseph,  which 
falls  on  the  third  Sunday  after  Easter. 

To  animate  in  pious  souls  a  new  confidence  in 
her  who  is  invoked  as  tlie  patron  and  model  of  a 
devout  life,  he  has  added  new  and  very  rich  in- 
dulgences to  those  with  which  his  predecessors 
had  already  enhanced  the  exercises  ia.  honor  of 
this  great  Saint. 

To  the  indulgences  already  attached  to  the  de- 
votion of  the  seven  Sundays,  the  Pope,  on  the  first 
February,  184:7,  accorded  to  each  Sunday  a  plen- 
ary indulgence  applicable  to  the  souls  in  Purga- 
tory ;  and  on  the  twenty-second  of  March,  of  the 
same  year.  His  Holiness  extended  these  indulgen- 
ces to  all  those,  who,  unable  to  read,  or  not  pos- 
sessing the  ijrayers  in  question,  recite,  on  these 
same  Sundays,  the  Our  Father,  Hail  Mary,  and 
Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc.,  seven  times,  in 
fulfilling  the  usual  conditions  requisite  for  gain- 
ing a  plenary  indulgence,  namely :  Confession, 
Communion,  arfd  a  few  prayers  for  the  wants  of 
the  universal  Church.  The  zealous  clients  of  St. 
Joseph  have  corresponded  to  this  pious  invita- 
tion of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ,  by  embracing 
with  eagerness  the  salutary  practice  of  these  seven 
Sundays  consecrated  to  honor  the  glorious  Spouse 
of  Mary. 

The  signal  graces  that  they  have  obtained,  the 
numerous  miracles  which  the  Lord  has  been 
pleased  to  work  in  favor  of  those  who  have  made 
them  with  confidence  and  piety,  have  contributed 
in  these  latter  times,  to  extend  the  exercises 
in  honor  of  Saint  Joseph.  yS*C^^^J*^  '^6  cli- 


164r 


AVE    MARIA. 


ents  of  Saint  Joseph,  as  much  as  it  lies  in  our 
power,  to  acquit  themselves  of  these  holy  ex- 
ercises, that  vfe  now  ofifer  them-these  prayers^  in 
order  that  addressing  themselves  to  hipa  with, 
deeper  love  and  fervor,  they  may  obtain  all  that 
they  demand  in  his  name,  for  tlfemselves,  and  for;- 
all  those  in  whom  they  are  interested,  either  in 
this  world  or  in  the  next.  >  '  ■ 

Although  there  is  no  epoch  fixed  for  gaining 
the  indulgences  attached  to  "^his  holy  prj^c- 
tice,  we  think,  however,  that  a  preference  might 
be  given  to  the  Sundays  preceding  the  festival 
forSaint  Joseph,  or  to  some  particular  circumstan- 
ces, in  which  more  abundant  graces  are  required  : 
such  as  to  obtain  the  conversion  of  a  sinner ;  to 
find  out  one's  vocation  ;  the  suct^ss  of  an  enter- 
prise where  the  glory  of  God  Is  at  stake.  It  is 
necessary  in  order  to  gain  the  indulgences-  before 
mentioned,  to  recite  these  prayers  during  seven 
consecutive  Sundays;  if  there  be  an  interruption, 
even  involuntary,  all  must  be  ^recommenced. .,  It 
would  be  salutary  to  rqiider,  at  least  once  a  year, 
this  tribute  of  love  and'gratitud&to  Saint  Joseph, 
as  a  slight  return  for  all  the  graces  received  from 
bis  charity.  It  will  prove  also^an^xceilent  means 
of  obtaining  new  graces  tnrough  his  patronage. 

The  following -is  a  fact  from  most  trustworthy 
authors,  wTiich "shows  Jiow  jigreeable  this  precious 
exercise,  in  honor  of  Saint  Joseph,  is  to. him, 
and  what  graces  it.  procures  to  those  who  make 
it  with  confidence  and  piety : 

Two  Fathers  of  the  Franciscan  Order  were 
coasting  the  shores  of  Flanders,  when  there  arose 
a  frightful  tempest,  which  swallowed  up  the  ves- 
sel on  which  they  had  embarked,  together  with 
the  three  hundred  passengers  aboard.  Divine 
Providence  permitted  that  these  two  rellgiptts 
succeeded  in  laying  hold  of  a  spar  of  the  TesSel, 
to  which  they  clung  dui'ing  three  days,  having 
continually  before  their  eyes  a  watery  gittre, 
threatening  at  every  mopietrt  to  close  over  them. 

Faithful  children  of  Saint  Joseph,  full  of  .con- 
fidence in,  his  powerful  protection,  they  ..recom- 
mended theraselv.es  to  hkn  as  the  liplp  of  the  ship- 
wrecked, and  thcr  star  of  the  sea,  to  conduct  them 
to  port.  Their  prayei^/wy^re  heard:' the  storm 
abated,  the-air  ^came  sefi§ire,  the  turbulen]^Sea 
grew  calm,  and  hope  found  place  ^j^ce  m.oiie.in 
tlieir  hearts.  .     *  -  .*■,       :*:.  ''  "•*' 

To  crown  their  joy,  thefe  appeared  ajj^ng 
man,  full  of  grace- and  majesty,  who,  after  having 
kindly  saluted  thera,  offered  to  serve  them  as 
a  guide.  They  tfavfrtfc'ed  "^^en  ^happily  t«waMs 
the  port ;  the  wind  and  the  wave^^endering  obedi- 


ence to  him  whom  the  Lord  of  the  winds  and 
the  waves  had  once..obeyed.  Having  regained 
the  shore,  the  two  religious  threw,  themselves  on 
■  theilf' ktieea  at  the  feet'of  their  deliverer^  whom 
they  had  taken  for  an  ^ngel  sent  them  from 
";heaven,  and  aft^  having  uttered  their  heartfelt 
thanksgivings,  they  besought  him  to  disclose  to 
'them  his  name.  ''*"     *  .'  '^  J'T' 

I  am  Joseph,  replied  their  benefactor ;  if  you 
'de«re  to  repjjer  yxjurselves  agreeable  to  me,  let 
not  a  single  day  pass  without  devoutly  reciting 
seven  times  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  the  Angelic 
Salutation-  in  .memory  of  the  seven  sorrows  with 
which  my  soul  was  afliicted,  ahd  the  seven  joys 
whieh  lnunda1;ed  my' heart,  during  ajy.  sojourn 
on  earth  in  the  company  of  Jesus.  &nd  Mary. 
At  these  words  he  disappeared,  leaving  them 
penetrated  with  a  deep  joy,  and  gl^'ing  with 
a  most  sincere'  desire  to  honor  and  serve  their 
aouable  benefactor  all  the  days  of  their  life. 

We  find'in  this  touching  incident  most  power- 
ful motives  for^dipiring  Saint  Joseph's  readiness 
to  lend  prompt  assistance  to  those  who  invoke  him. 
Faithful  servants vof  Saint  Josepli,  who  wi.sh  to 
render  yourselves  agreeable  to  your  powerful  pro- 
tector, and  serve  him  according  to  his  desire, 
should  you  not  prefer  this  practice  to  all  those  es- 
tablished in  his  hono>,  Sitnce  he  has  himself  de- 
clared in  the  most  formal  and  authentic  "toanner 
how  agreeable  it  is  to  him ! 

Be  persuaded  that  he  says'  to  you  as  to  those 
privileged  religious :  I  am  Joseph,  ■  in  whom  you 
should  place -your  entire  confidence,"  since  I  have 
both  the  power  and'  the  will  to  assist  you  in  all 
your  wants.  Jesus  Christ,  ray  Son  by  adoption, 
and  the  Blessed -Virgin  Mary,  .ray -chaste  Spouse, 
will  refuse  me  nothing  that  I  ask  in  your  favor ; 
recall  with  lov^.the  memory  of  i^y.  sorrd^s.  and 
joys,  ,and  I  promise  that  you  will  experience 
the  salutary^  eflfects  of  my  aid,  i,u  the  midst  of 
the  storms  of  this,  life,  where  ypu  are  continually, 
assailed  byHt«iiilit4tionsan(iiia'»al3i-        '•yh' 

Accept*  fn6n  tins  promise,  and.,  be  certaih  that 
the  Jjest  .means  of  participating  in  the  favors  of 
Saiiit  Josepjtj." ,  is  to  fjSffce  jmrt  in  bis  sorrows  and 
his  joys  by  reciting  the  prayers  approved  and  en- 
riched with  indulgences  by , the. Sovereign  Pon- 
tifl&.-  The  sentiments  which  will- fill  your  hearts 
in  nae4it|^iDg  on.-these  raj^eries  will  be  one  of 
the  most  ^fcceptable  tokens  of  love  that  yoo  can 
rendier  to  St.  Joseph,  and"  be'a  pledge  of  lii^  pro- 
tection, during  yourlife  and  at  the  hbur«f  your 
death. 
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EXERCISE   IN  HONOR  OF  THE    SEVEN  SORROWS   AND 

THE  SEVEN  JOYS  OP  ST.  JOSEPH. 

I. 

Chaste  spouse  of  the  holy  Mother  of  God,  by 
the  sorrow  with  which  thy  heart  was  pierced  at 
the  thought  of  a  cruel  separation  from  Mary,  and 
by  the  deep  joy  that  thou  didst  feel  when  the  angel 
revealedrtd  thee  the  ineffable  piystery  of  the  In-, 
carnation,  obtain  for  me  from  Jesus  by  the  heart 
of  Mary,  the  grace  of  surmounting  all  anxiety 
which  might  trouble  the  repose  of  my  soul,  with 
that  of  drawing  from  the  adorable  heart  of  Jesus, 
the  unspeakable  peace  of  which  He  is  the  eternal 
so\itCG.-^Pater''Ave,  Gloria  Patriy  Qj^ 
-••     .  IL 

■Fodtlgr-Father  of  Jesus,  by  the  bitter  sadness 
which  thy  heart  experienced  in  seeing  the  Child 
Jesus  lying  in  a  manger,  and  by  the  joy  which 
thou  didst  feel  in  seeing  the  "Wise  Men  recognize 
and  adore  Ilim  as  their  God,  obtain  by  thy  pray- 
ers that  my  heart,  purified  by:thy  protection,  may 
become  a  living  crib,  where  the  Saviour  of  the 
world  may  receive  aiyd  bless  my  homage. — Pater, 
Avfiy  Olxxria  Patri,  dXc.  i         • 

m.      .:  "  ■  ■ 

O  thou,  to  whom  God  confided  His  only  Son, 
by.  the  sorrow  with  which  thy  heart  was  pierced 
at  the.sigbt  of  the  blood  which  flowed  from  the 
Infant  Jesus,  under  the  cruel  knife  of  the  circum- 
cision, arid  by  the  joy  that  iniindated.  thy  soul 
at  thy  privil^e  of  imposing  the  sacred  and  mys- 
terious name  of  Jesus,  obtain  for  me  that  the  mer- 
its of  this  pfecioua  blood  may  be  applied  to  ray 
soul,  and  that  this  divine  name;may  be  engraved 
for  ever  in  my  heart. — Paie/r,  Ave, -Gloria  Patri,  etc. 
■         IV.       .-.■- 

Angust  Minister  and  holy  Confident  of  the  Holy 
Ohbst,  by  the  crliel  agony  by  which  thy  heart  was 
torn ,  when  the  Logd  declared'  that  the  soul  of 
Mary  should  be  piereed  with  a  sword  of  sorrow, 
and  by  the  joy  that  tuou  didst  afterwards  experi- 
ence when  the  holy  Simeon  added  that  thc^  Di- 
vine Infant  was  to  be  the  resurrection  of  manj., 
obtain  for  me.  the  graoetcf  compassionate  the  s«e. 
rows  of  Mary,  and  have  part  in  the  salvation 
which  Jesus  brought  on  the'  earth. — Pater,  Ave, 
Gloria  Patri,  etc. 

Gfloriotis  Ambassador  of  the^Iost  Holy  Tr^ity, 
by  the  extreme  affliction  laid  upon  thy  hea'rtVby 
the  order  to  fly  into  Egypt,  and  by  thy  joy  in  see- 
ing the  idols  overthrown  at  the  arrival  of  the 
living  God,  grant  that  all  impressions  of  sin  be- 
ing destroyed  in  my  heart,  the  empire  of  my  pas- 


sions may  be  likewise  annihilated. — Pater,  Ave, 
Gloria  Patri,  eta  < 

VL 

Ajjgel  of  the  earth,  glorious  St.  Joseph,  who 
sawest  with  admiration  the  King  of  Heaven,  sub- 
•■  mitted  to  thy  orders,  the  consolation  that  thou 
didst  experience  in  bringing  him  back  from 
Egypt,  was  soon  troubled  by  the  fear  of  Archelaus. 
But  reassured,,  tiy  the  ■  angef  of  the  Lord,  thou 
didst  abide  with  joy  at  Nazareth  in  the  company 
.oit.Jesus  and  Mary;  obtain  for  us  by  this  joy 
and  this  sorrow,  that  disengaged  from  all  fear,  we 
may  enjoy  the  peace  of  a  good  conscience,  and 
may  live  in  securityj^in-unjon  with  Jesus  and 
Mary,  experiencing  the  effect  of  thy  salutary  as- 
sistance at  the  hour  of  our  death. — Pvier,  Ave, 
Gloria  Patri. 

•        VII. 

Faithful  Coadjutor  of  the  great  council,  by  the 
bitter  sorrow  with  which  the  loss  of  the  Child 
Jesus  crushed  thy  heart,  and  by  the  lively  and 
holy  joy  which  inundated  thy  soul  in  recovering 
thy  treasure  on  entering  the  temple,  I  conjure 
thee  not  to  permit  me  to  lose  for  a  moment  my 
Saviour  Jesus  ;  yet  should  this  misfortune  befall 
me,  grant  that  I  may  shah;  thy  eagerness  in  seek- 
ing Him,  and  obtain  for  me  the  grace  to  find 
Him  again,  never  to  lose  Him  more. — Pater,  Ave, 
Gloria  Patri. 
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Some  of  the  younger  religious  carried,  also,  the 
missals  and  manuscript  copies  of  the  Latin  Fath- 
ers of  Rome  and  Gaul ;  there  were  the  confer- 
ences of  the  Blessed  Cassian  of  Marseilles,  the 
treatises  of  Yincent  de  Lerins,  of  CiBsarius  of 
Aries,  the  dialogues  of  Saint  Gregory  the  Great, 
and  many  others.  Others  carried  wallets  contain- 
ing ornaments  of  the  church,  tapers,  and  priestly 
vestments,  and  provisions  for  the  journey.  The 
Prior  had  the  most  precious  burden.  On  his 
shoulders  he  bore  a  heavy  cross,  which,  with  the 
holy  rules,  constituted  his  entire  wealth.  The 
book  of  rules  he  carried  in  a  snow-white  linen 
wallet  resting  upon  his  heart. 

Our  travelers  were  provided  with  another  gar- 
ment, to  be  used  when  required,  perfectly  clean, 
and  carefully  folded ;  it  was  a  mantle — cueulla — 
which  was  used  as  a  choir-habit,  for  the  celebra- 
tion of  divine  service,  or  for  the  chanting  of  the 
ofBce.  It  was  of  the  same  color  as  the  other  gar- 
ments. This  mantle  is  the  ancient  toga  of  the  Ro- 
mans, preserved  by  Saint  Benedict  and  his  disci- 
ples through  all  the  various  modifications  of  dress 
which  ages  have  brought  about.  This  robe  of 
ample  folds  is  open  only  at  the  top.  It  has  large 
sleeves,  falling  to  the  knees,  in  which  the  arms 
move  at  ease.  The  cowl  of  the  tunic  is  brought 
from  under  the  mantle,  and  falls  on  the  back. 
When  occasion  requires,  the  cowl  is  drawn  over 
the  head.  When  so  placed,  it  tirxas  a  sort  of  ir- 
regular triangle,  the  sides  somewhat  curved,  and 
appears  like  a  niche,  in  which  is  encased  the  vis- 
age of  a  future  saint ;  the  modesty  with  which 
the  monk  keeps  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  in 
the  attitude  of  a  culprit  condemned  to  death  ;  the 
placidity  of  his  countenance ;  the  good  humor  of 
his  visage,  might  help  the  illusion  as  to  the  na- 
ture of  the  man  sheltered  under  that  antique 
coiffure. 

Let  us,  for  a  moment,  contemplate  these  morning 
travelers.  Their  head  is  closely  shaven,  except 
a  narrow  circle,  or  crown,  of  hair.  This  symboli- 
cal ornament  gives  them  an  air  of  royal  majesty. 
Beside  the  fact  of  many  of  them  being  of  illustri- 
ous families,  some,  perhaps,  of  princely  houses, 
they  are  all  truly  kings  in  one  sense.  In  these 
barbarous  times  they  have  to  conquer  and  tame 
vivacious  and  violent  passions.  They  hold  them 
subjugated  under  the  yoke  of  mortification.  They 
know  how  to  govern  their  heart,  their  imagina- 
tion, and  their  senses.  Certainly,  such  an  em- 
pire is  worth  that  of  the  conqueror  of  nations,  ac- 
cording to  the  words  of  the  wise  man :  Melius  est 
qui  dominetur  sui  quam  expugnator  urbium.    They 


wear  the  beard  long,  descending  to  the  breast  ; 
the  old  men  with  snow-white  beards;  others, 
with  heavy  beards  turning  gray ;  the  younger 
ones  with  beards  fair,  and  soft,  and  sparse.  In 
front  the  old  men  walk,  with  feeble  step,  push- 
ing aside  the  damp  bushes  of  the  route  with  their 
staff,  the  support  of  their  old  age.  Their  fore- 
head is  covered  with  wrinkles ;  the  lines,  which 
are  the  writing  of  years  and  of  suffering,  proclaim 
the  combats  and  victories,  the  labors  and  macera- 
tions of  these  veterans  of  the  Abbey.  Their  cheeks 
are  dry  and  pale.  On  looking  at  two  of  the  first 
in  rank  you  would  say  that  their  faces  resembled 
old  parchmenC  stretched  over  the  bones.  In  the 
orbits  of  their  eyes,  sunken  by  age,  shine,  like  a 
crystal  lamp,  beautiful  eyes,  limpid  and  bright. 
Their  look  has  all  the  simplicity  of  the  dove. 
There  is  still  fire  in  the  pupil  of  the  eye — the 
holy  fire  that  animates  the  soldiers  of  Christ  and 
prompts  them  to  seek  the  martyrdom  of  penance, 
or  of  blood.  The  expression  on  the  countenance 
of  the  old  men  is  slightly  sad  ;  or,  rather,  it  is  a 
mixture  of  sadness  and  calm  joy.  They  were 
leaving  a  house  which,  naturally,  they  loved,  as 
there  they  had  passed  the  greater  part  of  their 
monastic  life  ;  there  they  had  suffered ;  there  they 
had  loved  God ;  there  they  had  receiyed  graces 
and  favors  from  heaven. 

There,  their  minds  had  been  initiated  in  the 
mysteries,  and  their  souls  with  Jesus.  They  were 
attached  to  those  cloisters  ;  to  the  gardens ;  to  the 
graveyard,  where  many  of  their  former  companions 
were  sleeping ;  to  the  oratory,  which  had  seen  their 
ecstatic  contemplation,  and  where  they  had  wept 
sweet  tears  of  compunction.  They  sadly  cast  a  back- 
ward glance  upon  the  beautiful  meadows,  the  vine- 
yards cultivated  by  their  hands,  fertilized  by  the 
sweat  of  their  brow,  and  upon  the  orchard,  the 
trees  of  which  they  had  planted.  And,  at  their  age, 
they  were  quitting  the  certain  for  the  uncertain. 
They  knew  not  whither  they  were  going.  More- 
over, though  their  intention  was  good,  their  going 
forth  from  the  monastery  seemed  irregular.  It  is 
not  surprising,  then,  that  the  minds  of  those  good 
Fathers  were  agitated,  from  time  to  time,  by  dis- 
quietude and  irresolution.  God,  who  inspires  the 
best  designs  in  the  hearts  of  His  elect,  leaves  them, 
sometimes,  exposed  to  all  the  fluctuations  of  doubt, 
even  when  they  are  occupied  in  the  execution  of 
His  adorable  will.  Besides,  how  perfect  soever 
we  suppose  men  to  be ;  howsoever  detached  from 
the  earth,  yet,  on  account  of  the  imperfections  in- 
herent to  human  nature,  they  all  still  have  their 
little  attachments    to  the    things    here    below. 
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While  they  will  quit  friends,  parents,  native 
land,  their  riches,  and  possessions,  they  will  pre- 
serve an  affection  for  a  trifle,  for  a  mere  nothing. 

Saint  Gregory  says  that  the  thing  the  most  dif- 
ficult for  one  to  quit  is  one's  self,  one's  soul,  one's 
affections,  one's  memories. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  seemed  to  those  worthy 
cenobites  that,  in  going  out  from  Molesmes,  they 
were  emigrating,  like  the  Israelites,  from  the 
bondage  of  Egypt,  towards  the  land  promised  to 
their  desires  and  sighs.  They  feel  themselves 
guided  interiorly,  like  the  Hebrews  were,  in  a 
sensible  manner,  by  the  column  of  smoke.  We 
shall  soon  know  what  was  the  cause  of  the  differ- 
ent emotions  that  affected  the  souls  of  our  pious 
travelers. 

[to  be  contintjed.] 
4» 

WOMAN,  AS  DEVELOPED  IN  THE  OHUEOH. 

BY  ARRIA, 

CHAPTER  I.— Introduction. 

The  perfectibility  of  man,  and  the  elevation  of 
society,  is  the  goal  to  which  all  science  and  phi- 
losophy tend.  It  is,  then,  not  surprising  that  a 
great  modern  philosopher,  in  his  celebrated  class- 
ification of  the  sciences,  should  place  sociology  at 
the  base,  as  the  sum  of  all  science,  the  unknown 
quantity  taxing  universal  knowledge  to  decipher ; 
yet  sociology,  as  a  science,  cannot  be  said  to  exist, 
though  there  is  a  widely  prevalent  system  of  phi- 
losophy which  is  endeavoring  to  create  it. 

This  philosophy,  in  its  scope,  embraces  uni- 
versal phenomena, — not  only  the  known  physical 
forces  of  nature,  but  the  less  obvious  ones  that  go 
to  form  races  and  nations,  and  from  which  man, 
as  an  individual,  is  evolved.  Time  and  labor  will 
fail,  as  heretofore,  in  classing  man  as  a  purely  ma- 
terial force,  in  blotting  out  the  supernatural  ele- 
ments of  his  soul,  his  free  will  ignored,  and  he 
moving  with  fatal  necessity  in  the  great  proces- 
sion of  forces  we  call  life.  Its  projectors  forget 
that  man  is  a  compound  of  mind  and  matter,  and 
while  physical  causes  may  and  do  affect  the  latter, 
the  spirit  of  man  is  not  so  determined ;  it  acts 
through  the  material,  in  obedience  to  spiritual 
laws, — to  supernatural  powers.  The  soul,  in  its 
lowest  estate,  is  conscious  of  invisible  influences, 
which,  though  impalpable  to  eye  or  ear,  are  so  subtle 
as  to  defy  classification,  yet  they  powerfully  move 
the  heart  of  man.  Nature  is  reflected  through  the 
consciousness  of  each  soul,  as  in  a  mirror,  and  is 
thrown  back  again  in  images  bearing  the  seal  of 


its  divine  origin.  It  is  also  the  tablet  of  the  su- 
pernatural, and  speaks  to  man  with  the  authority 
of  an  oracle ;  sways  him  as  a  reed  in  tlie  blast, 
and  moves  him  to  action.  Here  we  strike  the 
great  problem  of  all  philosophy — the  origin  of 
our  knowledge  :  whether  it  is  gained  through  the 
senses,  or  our  Creator  has  implanted  within  our 
minds  innate  ideas  corresponding  to  Ilis  own  na- 
ture; the  atmosphere  necessary  to  the  vibration 
of  the  divine  harmonies.  Revelation  throughout 
the  ages  has  confirmed,  substantially,  the  school 
of  philosophy  recognizing  this  view.  Great  minds, 
from  Plato  down,  have  delighted  in  demonstra- 
ting the  dual  nature  of  humanity,  and  even  with 
the  natural  eye  piercing  the  shadowy  veil  that 
obscures  it.  But,  opposed  to  this,  is  the  huge 
body  of  heathendom,  with  its  pantheistic  theories 
of  the  universe, — confounding  the  Creator  with 
creation, — not  perceiving  that  the  universe  is  uni- 
ted synthetically  to  God  by  the  creative  act. 

Pantheism  claims  to  ennoble  man,  in  present- 
ing a  theory  of  the  universe  which  is  sublime ; 
but  it  is  the  sublimity  of  despair;  the  suicide  of 
the  spirit.  It  destroys  all  moral  consciousness, 
and  contradicts  every  spontaneous  aspiration  of 
the  soul  for  an  individual  and  eternal  state  of 
being.  This  divine  despair  finds  no  point  of  re- 
pose; no  window  of  hope  through  the  endless 
years  of  eternity ;  the  universe  has  become  a  phan- 
tasmagoric dream,  forever  changing  into  mani- 
fold forms,  which  are  as  quickly  destroyed.  Phys- 
ical science,  or  Positivism,  appeals  to  a  more  com- 
mon order  of  intellect  than  poetical  or  dreamy 
Pantheism,  which  is  especially  attractive  to  the 
aspiring  and  imaginative  mind,  which  it  excites 
with  images  of  grandeur,  until  man  becomes,  in 
his  own  conception,  little  less  than  a  demi-God. 
Positivism,  on  the  other  hand,  addresses  itself  to 
the  elaborative  faculties  of  the  mind ;  deals  only 
with  phenomena ;  every  thing  is  to  be  classified ; 
and  to  foretell  successive  events,  under  certain 
previous  conditions,  is  the  utmost  boundary  of 
human  knowledge.  The  higher  aspirations  of 
the  soul,  for  truth,  beauty  and  perfection ;  the  ir- 
repressible flights  of  imagination  through  starry 
worlds  of  space,  are  here  denied  fruition.  The 
restless  fever  for  knowledge,  and  for  action,  al- 
ways circumscribed  and  bounded  on  earth,  point 
to  never-ending  time  and  opportunity.  The  thirst 
for  love,  forever  mocked  by  imperfection,  satiety 
and  death,  looks  forward  with  sustaining  hope  tr 
a  love  reaching  to  the  hights  of  possible  conce 
tipn,  always  a  promise  as  well  as  a  fruition.  "" 
dreams  of  superhuman  beauty,  reflected  thr 
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the  souls  of  poets  and.  painters,  and  embodied  in 
color  and  iiiarble,  have  neter  had  their  real  coun- 
terpart on  earth.  Nature,-  though  constantly 
hinting  or  suggesting  beauty,  never  presents  it 
entire  io  itself..  In  her  boundless  magnificence 
she  nowhere  shows  us  the  perfection  and  harmony 
of  art,  which  is  the  especial  work  of- the  soul, 
subordinating  the  elements  by  which  .it  is  sur- 
rounded, to  a  supreme  law  of  beauty,  existing 
only  in  the  soul.  Uencc  the  artist  has  l>een  justly 
called  a  creator.  These  two  systems  of  philoso- 
phy, in  various  forms,>lie  at  the  bottom  of  ancient 
and  modern  civilization.  To  trace  them  in  detail 
is  to  give,  the  history  of  the  races  and  nations 
where  they  have  prevailed.  While  one  philoso- 
phy is  subversive  of  the  fundamental  tenets  of 
Christianity,  the  other  is  not  obnoxious  to  it,  and 
is,  in  some  sense,  an  auxiliary,  or,  rather,  a  fore- 
runner of  it. 

Christianity  has  indeed  a  complete  and  sublime 
philosophy  of  its  own — a  reason  for  its  faith,  a 
foundation  in  nature,  and  grace  for  its  morals. 
Society  then,  in  its  different  aspects,  is  the  fruit 
of  philosophies  or  religions.  The  individual  is 
the  exponent  of  society,  for  its  countless  influences 
upon  him,  from  the  cradle  up,  have  gone  to  make 
him  what  he  is.  Woman,  more  especially,  is  its 
final  manifestation, — the  flower,  the  fruit  of  all 
that  has  gone  before,  for  she  is  the  subtlest  es- 
sence of  its  complica'ed  forces.  In  the  march  of 
civilization  she  has  been  universally  acknowl- 
edged as  the  tefst,  as  it  were,  of  the  status  of  a  race 
or  nation,  for  the  condition  of  woman  is  the  place 
which  man  assigns  her. 

Philosophers  have  written  folios  to  settle  the 
proper  pf)sition  of  woman  in  society,  but  strangely 
enough  she  follows  man  as  his  shadow,  and  rises 
and  falls  with  hi»  specific  gravity.  In  Christian 
communities  she  wields  a  leading  influence,  for 
there  the  moral  nature  of  man  is  elevated,  and  in 
harmony  with  her  own.  At  this  stage  the  Blessed 
Virgin  is  the  ideal  of  man  and  woman.  The 
philosophers  we  have  briefly  sketched,  may  be 
supposed,  by  superficial  observers,  to  have  ex- 
hausted themselves,  but  they  contend  to-day 
throughout  the  globe,  with  Christianity.  The 
struggle  is  not  ended ;  and  were  it  not  for  the 
promise  of  the  Most  High,  we  should  almost  fear 
their  dark  cohorts  would  yet  overpower  the  sons 
of  light.  But  in  reviewing  the  past  we  take  cour- 
age, for  when  we  reflect  upon  the  obstacles  Chris- 
tianity has  already  overcome  in  political  and  so- 
cial life,  the  characters  it  has  formed,  the  souls  it 
has  developed,  we  believe  that  if  Christians  arc 


true  to  their  cause,  it  mn.st  vet  triumph  gloriously 
For  is  not  the  history  of  the  Church  the  history 
of  the  family,  of  the  state ;  in  short,  of  civilization? 
From  these  general  principles  we  have,  in  fact, 
but  to  deal  with,  one,  yet  that  one  the  last  result 
of  a  long  scries^of  equations.     We  do  not  propose  • 
to  analyze  social  theories  or  philosophies,  but-  to 
show,  from  i>ast  facts,  the  power  of  Christianity 
as  manifested  in  the  character  of  woman.     While 
mythology  has  in  harmony  with  nature  exalted 
the'  feminine  element,  for  its  highest,  purest  dei- 
ties were  women,  yet  how  low  and  degraded  her 
position  during  its  reign.  •  Modern  philosophies 
have  placed  her  in  a  commanding  position,  for  St. 
Simon,  Fourier,  and  even  the  great  originator  of 
Positivism  have  put  her  at  the  head  of  all  regen- 
erating movements.     Comte  canonizes  the  good 
woman,  and  permits  her  to'"be  prayed  to  after 
death.     St.  Simon  placed  her  at  the  summit  of 
his  complex  social  hierarchy  as  the  "  Supreme 
Mother."     We  state  these  facts  to  show  that  sci- 
ence, literature,  and  philosophy  recognize  her  as 
the  key -stone  of  the  social  arch,  and  jet  under 
their  influence  she  occupies  a  degraded  position. 
In  the  Qatholic  Church  alone  woman  has  found 
her  true  sphere  under  the  shadow  of  the  cross, — 
her  immortal  destiny ;  for  we  can  »how  that  no 
character  in  Eastern  story,  in  Greek  tragedy,  or 
Roman  verse,  can  compare  in  .any  real  element  of 
greatness  with  the  Christian  wife,  mother  or  con- 
secrated maiden.    We  accept,  then,  the  scientific 
axiom  that  she  is  the  t^M,  of  civilization,  and  let 
our  argument  for  the  Church,  as  the  highest  civ- 
ilizing agent,  rise  or  fall  with  her.    We  will  se- 
lect persons  of  similar  temperaments  and  talents, 
and  demonstrate,  through  their  lives,- the  value 
and  influence  of  their  characters' for  good  or  evil, 
upon  the  family  or  society.     We  need  draw  no 
fancy  pictures,  but  let  facts,  faithfully  exhibited, 
spqak  for  themselves.     We  shall  thus  demonstrate 
that  the  Christian  religion  has,  through  its  influ- 
ence, elevated  man  ;  and  fot  the  first  time  in  the 
roll  of  ages,  placed  woman  upon  the  moral  and 
spiritual  pedestal  her  Creator  designed.her  to  oc- 
cupy, as  conclusively  shownby  all  the  analogies 
of  nature,  confirmed  by  grace.    Woman  is  not  only 
the  acknowledged  key-stone  of  the  social  arch, 
but  she  liaa  .;a  profound  theological  value.     She 
stands  at  the  head  of  both  dispensations.     After 
Eve's  disobedience  th^  curse-laid  upon  her  was  in 
being  -plaped  uatjer  tbe  dominion  of  man,  show- 
ing, by  implication,  that  she  was  previously  either 
his  superior,  or  his  equal,  to  say  the  least.     Mary 
came  to  repair  Eve's  fault  and  restore  woman  to 


AVE    MAR  lA 


169 


her  spiritual  superiority,  for  "does  not  the  Blessed 
Virgiu  stand  at.^  the  head  of.  all  created  intelli- 
gences, the  Queen  of  hierarchies,  o(  angels,  and  of 
man  ?  Is  she  not  tlic  eternal  model  of  physical 
and  spiritual  beauty ;  and  thus,  through  all  ages, 
the  inspired  dream  of  art  ?  When  she  was  first 
presented,  through  revelation,  to  the  knowledge 
and  worship  of  man,  a  thrill  of  recognition  at 
once  revealed  her  as  their-soul's  type  of  perfection, 
elsewhere  vainly  sought  for. 

Raphael,  without  i^vefiiaving  seen,  with  bodily 
eye,  the  Blessed  Vii'giit,  could  paint  her  to  the 
satisfaction  and  delight  of  innumerable  multi- 
tudes. Why  could  ho  thus  paint  her  ? — Because 
he  had  but  to  look  with  the  eye  of  faith  into  his 
own  sohl,  and  there,  mirrored  upon  the  altar  of 
its  innermost  shrine,  her  divine  lineaments 
beamed'  upon  him,  and  he  was  enabled,  by  his 
transcendent  genius,  to/embody  in  living  colors, 
the  universal  id^al  of  all  reKgfous  souls. 

The  Blessed  Virgin  is,  then,  the  type  of  all  pos- 
sible wonnanly  perfection, — the  ideal  towards 
whom eviry  Christian  ^m*rv<aspires.  As  a  ra*id, 
she  setg  an  exaimple  of  the  highest  renunciation, 
— that  of  resigning  all  hope  of  becoming  the 
mother  of  the  promised  Messiah,  rather  than  sac- 
rifice her  virginity,  already  consecrated  to  God  in 
the  temple.  As  a  mother,  she  consents  to  the  most 
terrible  torture,  that  Jesus  might  die  for  sinful 
men. '  Self  sacrifice  is  stamped -upon  eveiy  re- 
corded act  of  her  life,.»Bd  her  unequaled  humil- 
ity was  the  foundation  of  all  her  greatness. 
She  renounced  all,  and  by  it  gained  the  highest 
place  in  Heaven,  as  the  Mother  of  God  mani- 
fest in  the  flesh.  "  Graces  have  been  various  in 
the  saints,"  says  the  Apostle,  each  of  them  in 
correspondence  with  grace  received,  excelled  in 
some  victu§;.  One" labored  for  the  salvation  of 
souls,  the  other  led- « penitential  life;  this  onaa 
contemplative  life,  that  one  braved  torments ; 
their  glory  in  Heaven  differs  according  to  their 
merits.  The  Apostles  are  distinguished  from  the 
martyrs,  the  confessors  from  the  virgins, -the  in- 
nocents fpom  the  penitents.  The  Blessed  Virgio 
Slaving'  been  filled  with  all  grace?,  was  also  more 
plevated  in  all  sorts  of  virtues  than  each  saint  in 
particular ;  she  taught  the  Apostles  and  was  the 
queen  of  martyrs,  since  she  suffered  more  than 
tl^y ;  she-was  the  first  of  virgins,  the -model  of. 
married  pfifso'ns ;  she  had  perfect  innocence  united 
with  perfect  mortification ;  in  a  word,  she  pos- 
sessed all  viHues." 

Thus  we  see  that  the  glory  of  Mary  surpasses 
all  created  intelligences,  and  is  eclipsed  only  by 


her  Divine  Sob,  She  C^gns  by  His  side,  and  is, 
through  Him,  the  most  prtwefful  channel  of  grace. 
We  quote  this  admirable  summing  up  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin's  virtues  and  glraccs  as  the  stand- 
•  ard  of  comparison  l>y  which  the  characters  of  the 
■  Christian  wonj^eji  we  intend  to  portray,  shall  be 
judged.  Great  as  they  were,  not  one  will  possess 
all  these  virtues  in  relation,. but  will  approximate 
more  or  less  thereto.  ,$uch  is  the. privilege  of  the 
saints. 

[to  be.cqjjtikued.] 


THE  FIEST  DOLOE : 
The  Prophecy  of  Simeon. 

To  be  the  mother  of  her  Lord— 

What  means  it  ?  This,  a  bleeding  heart  ? 

The  pang  thatwoke  at  Simeon'^  word 
Worked  inward,  never  to  depart. 

The  dreadful  might  of  Sin  she  knew 
,    As  Inqoce'nce  alone  can  knojv- 
O'er  her  it&  deaikliest 'gloom  tt.tbl-ew 
As  shades  lie' darkest  on  thesnosv. 

Yet  o'er  her  Sorrotv's. depth  no  storm 
Of  earth's  rebellious  passion  rolled  : 

Bo  sleeps  some  lake  no  gusts  deform 
High  on  yie  dark  hills'  craggy  fold. 

In  that  still  glass  the  unmea^nrcd  cliff. 
With  all  its  scars  and  clouds  is  shown  : 

And,  mellowed  in  that  Mother's  grief, 
At  times,  O  Christ;  we  catch  Thine  own ! 
-r-Anhrey  De  Vere. 


OTJB.LADY  OP  THE  OHAIKS. 

A  Legend  of  the  Fonrteehth  Century. 

[Translated  fcom  the  French  of  L.  D'Appilly.] 
4^CONTINUED.] 

The  last  child  of  .Francesco  -was  ;  it  was 

Cecilia.  .^ 

Such  -was  the  infhrmation"  which  Borbero  had 
obtained  by  the  enquiries  he  had  secretly  set  on 
foot  He  hesitated  for' a  momedt  to  continue  the 
prosecution.  But  the  riches  of  the  Ribelli  were 
jp.  powerful  bait ;  he  summoned  their  servants. 
'  '  The  first  who  was  interrogated  was  an  old  man 
of  seventy  years,  altobst  entirely  bald.  He  said 
that  he  was  named  Giaoomo  and  that  his  employ- 
ment was  to  guard  the  door. 

"  Flow  long  have  you  been  in  the  service  ofthe 
ZibelliV" 
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"  Since  I  came  into  the  world ;  my  father  was 
their  porter  before  me,  and  at  his  deatli  I  inher- 
ited his  place." 

"  That  is  in  one  word  giving  the  jjanegyric  of 
your  whole  life.  The  habits  and  manners  of  these 
young  folks  are  well  known  to  you,  and  they 
doubtless  impart  to  you  the  knowledge  of  many 
mysteries,  which  they  hide  from  servants  of  less 
approved  zeal." 

"  Certainly.     I  saw  them  born,  and  they  have 

given  pie  a  thousand  proofs  of  confidence  and 

goodwill." 

"  I  thought  so  ;  and  it  is  for  that  reason  I  had 
you  sent  for ;  I  am  certain  beforehand  that  you 
will  answer  my  questions  with  entire  sincerity. 
To  lie  to  justice  is  a  crime  which  the  laws  punish 
without  pity ;  you  would  not  sully  the  reputa- 
tion which  sixty  years  of  irreproachable  honesty 
have  earned  for  you ;  besides,  it  is  an  illusion  to 
hope  to  deceive  us :  it  is  so  easy  for  us  to  verify 
declarations,  that  we  always  arrive  at  the  truth, 
no  matter  in  what  forms  it  is  disguised." 

"  Holy  Madonna !  can  these  good  young  people 
be  accused  of  a  crime  ?  It  is  an  infamous  calumny !" 

*'  Truth  is  the  surest  means  to  make  their  inno- 
cence evident. — Francesco  Zibelli  left  four  chil- 
dren; the  youngest  daughter,  and  the  eldest  son 
dwell  no  longer  with  their  brothers  ?" 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lord :  the  young  lady  alone 
has  left  the  house." 

"Has  not  Joseph  an  extensive  warehouse  on 

the  quays  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord :  but  he  returns  every  evening 

after  the  sales  are  finished." 

"  However,  he  did  not  return  the  night  before 
last ;  try  to  recollect." 

"  The  night  before  last  ? — It  was  the  festival  of 

his  wife :  he  would  not  have  failed  to  come  to 

supper." 

"  Take  care !  your  afiirmation  is  contradicted  by 

all  the  neighbors,  who  have  borne  witness  that  the 

festival  did  not  take  place." 

*'  I  can  swear  it  to  your  lordship.  It  is  true 
that  Signor  Joseph  arrived  during  the  night : — 
the  neighbors,  perhaps,  did  not  observe  him." 

"  This  explanation  will  be  admitted  with  diffi- 
culty.   In  this  season  of  the  year,  daylight  lasts 

until  very  late." 

"  It  is  for  that  reason,  no  doubt,  that  Signor 
Joseph  found  himself  detained  so  long  at  the 
warehouse.  I  was  sleeping  in  my  chair,  I  remem- 
ber very  well  opening  the  door  to  him." 

"  What  time  was  it  ?" 

"  I  t^nnot  determine  exactly — it  seems  to  me 
that  it  was  near  midnight." 


"  Was  he  alone." 

"Absolutely  alone.  It  would  have  been  im- 
possible that  he  should  have  been  accompanied  by 
any  one  without  my  remarking  it." 

"  What  dress  did  he  w^ear." 

"  The  ordinary  dress  that  he  wears  in  his  store." 

"Did  he  have  sword  or  dagger?" 

"  Neither.  He  is  not  a  nobleman,  like  Signor 
Robert ;  he  goes  always  unarmed." 

"He  is  very  imprudent  to  venture  out  without 
defence  at  such  a  late  hour,  in  a  city  full  of 
vagabonds." 

"I  never  saw  him  with  arms.  Nevertheless,  he 
might  carry  them  under  his  cloak." 

Borbero,  at  this  avowal,  let  a  gesture  of  a  satis- 
faction escape  him,  unperceived  by  James,  and 
made  a  sign  to  his  secretary,  who  hastened  to 
write  in  an  aflSrmative  style  : 

"  He  carried  arms  concealed  under  his  cloak." 

"  How  did  he  call  to  you  ?"  began  Borbero 
again. 

"  He  does  not  call  to  me ;  I  know  his  step  and 
his  manner  of  knocking." 

"He  passed  you  by  without  addressing  you, 
after  letting  you  wait  for  him  so  long  ?  That  is 
not  the  manner  of  a  polite  man.  Courtesy  would 
demand  that  he  should  excuse  himself" 

"  Signor  Joseph  is  of  a  prudence  above  his  age, 
and  he  always  speaks  but  little." 

"  He  was  perhaps  engaged  in  thought  ? 

"He might  have  been  in  haste  to  rejoin  his 
brothers  and  his  wife." 

"  Ah !  he  was  in  haste  to  get  in.  Does  he  often 
oblige  you  to  stop  up  late  to  receive  him  ?" 

"  Never ;  I  suppose  there  must  have  been  very 
pressing  business,  to  keep  him  so  late  that  night." 

"  What  time  was  it  ?" 

"I  cannot  say;  I  had  just  waked,  and  my  eyes 
were  still  scarcely  open." 

"  Did  you  hold  a  lamp  in  your  hand?" 

"  The  corridor  and  door  are  familiar  to  me ;  I 
have  no  need  to  see." 

"You  might  have  let  in  some  robbers?" 

"  When  I  do  not  recognize  the  sound  of  the 
knocker,  I  assure  myself  through  the  wicket 
whether  he  that  knocks  is  of  respectable  ap- 
pearance." 

"  Do  they  say  you  have  a  hard  and  ungrateful 
master?" 

"  Oh !  no ;  only  he  has  many  cares.  Commerce, 
the  management  of  the  property,  every  thing  rests 
upon  his  shoulders.  It  is  not  astonishing  that 
he  laughs  but  little,  particularly  since  the  mis- 
fortune happened  to  the  young  lady." 
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"  That  is  natural ;  that  affront  must  have  em- 
bittered his  character,  for  it  is  above  all  upon 
him  that  it  falls  ;  he  would  have  been  very  cow- 
ardly if  he  had  not  resented  such  an  outrage. 
Others  in  his  place  would  not  have  stopped  at 
sighing." 

"  My  master,  young  as  he  is,  has  great  experi- 
ence ;  he  knows  that  in  striving  against  the  pow- 
erful, the  weak  are  always  broken." 

"  Do  you  seriously  think,  between  ourselves, 
that  he  was  ignorant  of  his  sister's  conduct,  up 
to  the  day  when  she  so  shamefully  published  the 
scandal  of  her  irregularities.  There  are  people 
who,  at  the  time,  suspected  him  of  complicity." 

"  Him,  my  lord  ?" 

"  Eh !  eh !  for  a  mercantile  establishment,  the 
protection  of  a  minister  is  sometimes  worth  a 
little  sacrifice  ?" 

"  How  wicked  the  world  is  now-a-days !  Signor 
Joseph  has  forbidden  the  young  lady's  name  to 
be  pronounced  in  his  presence." 

"  And  how  have  his  brothers  received  this  pro- 
hibition ?" 

"  They  respect  it,  they  would  not  displease  their 
brother :  they  have  been  too  well  brought  up  for 
that." 

"  So  Joseph's  authority  is  almost  absolute,  and 
they  would  obey  blindly  whatever  they  were 
told  to  do  ?" 

"  He  would  not  ask  them  to  do  any  thing  crim- 
inal." 

"  They  would  not  fail  to  lend  him  their  aid  in 
a  difficult  and  dangerous  undertaking  ?" 

"  They  would  not  leave  their  brother  in  dan- 
ger, if  they  could  free  him  from  it." 

"  If  one  of  them  was  found  guilty,  then,  they 
would  not  abandon  him,  as  they  have  their  sister  ?" 

"  They  did  not  abandon  her — it  was  she  who 
ran  away." 

"  So  you  think  that  nothing  would  be  too  much 
for  them  to  save  their  brother.  And  did  they  not 
strive  to  recall  Cecilia  to  the  path  of  honor?" 

"I  do  not  know  ;  these  gentlemen  do  not  ren- 
der me  an  account  of  all  their  actions." 

"How  have  they  transmitted  to  her,  her  por- 
tion of  the  paternal  heritage  V" 

"  She  has  not  received  it.  Signor  Joseph  has 
it  administered  for  her,  and  will  restore  it  with 
all  the  profits  when  she  comes  to  claim  it." 

"  Very  good.  At  what  time  did  the  other  two 
brothers  return,  the  same  night  ?" 

"  Signor  Robert  had  been  attending  a  royal 
hunt.  I  saw  him  enter  towards  evening,  and  he 
did  not  again  go  out.     As  for  Angelo,  he  had 


been  in  the  house  since  his  return  from  the  schools." 

"The  door  was  then  opened  without  your 
knowledge,  or  in  your  absence  ?" 

"  I  had  not  left  my  post  since  nightfall." 

"You  impose  upon  justice  !  We  shall  take  a 
note  of  that." 

"I  assure  your  lordship  that  I  speak  the  truth  ; 
I  will  take  an  oath  of  it  on  the  Holy  Gospel." 

"  We  are  acquainted  with  the  people  with  whom 
Angelo  was  in  company  that  very  night." 

"  That  cannot  be !  No,  on  my  eternal  salva- 
tion !  He  did  not  go  out  again,  I  should  have 
perceived  it.     These  people  are  mistaken." 

"  We  will  confront  you  with  witnesses.  Are 
the  walls  very  high  ?  He  is  young  :  could  he  not 
have  climbed  them?  For  the  attestations  are 
positive." 

"  The  walls  of  the  garden,  perhaps.  But  in  the 
garden  there  is  a  postern,  which  is  not  guarded, 
because  it  is  never  used." 

"  How  is  it  fastened  ?" 

"  With  an  iron  key,  of  which  the  handle  is  a 
cross." 

"Is  the  key  in  your  lodge." 

"  No,  my  lord ;  it  should  be  in  the  apartment 
of  Signor  Joseph,  since  the  time  he  has  occupied 
that  of  his  father,  my  late  master." 

"That  is  well!  justice  will  appreciate  your 
declarations.  But  until  the  truth  comes  to  light, 
you  cannot  return  to  the  house  of  the  Zibelli. 
You  must  remain  with  me." 

"I  conjure  your  lordship  not  to  afflict  these 
young  gentlemen.  Every  body  loves  and  esteems 
them,  and  I  will  guarantee  their  innocence." 

[to  be   CONTINUED.l 


NOTICE  OP  PUBLIOATIOIfS. 

LIFE  OF  CATHARINE  McAULEY,  Foundress  and  first 
Superior  of  the  Institute  of  Reliijioas  Sister:)  of  Mercy. 
By  a  member  of  the  Order  of  Mercy  ;  New  York :  D.  and 
J.  Sadlier  &  Co. 

"Thirty  thousand  pounds  in  the  Bank  of  Ire- 
land, six  hundred  a  year  in  perpetuity,  Coolock 
House,  with  its  appendages,  jewels,  plate,  etc, — the 
exact  value  of  which  Catharine  herself  never  as- 
certained, and  several  jjolicies  of  life  insunmce, 
were  the  principal  items  of  Catharine's  fortune." 
This  item,  which  commences  the  Ninth  Chapter 
in  the  charming  work  just  issued  from  the  press  of 
Messrs.  Sadlier,  in  the  goodly  inheritance  of 
Miss  McAuley,  bears  an  analogy  to  the  graceful 
wit,  and  touches  of  deep  pathos,  which  we  find  in 
this  admirably  written  biography ;  and  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  heiress  of  Coolock  House  was  in  life 
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a  welcome  guest  in  the  balls  of  fashion  ;  so  also 
do  we  predict  that  the  jevFels  of  natural  wit 
and  pathos  which  adorn  her  written  life,  will 
make  it  a  welcome  visitor,  on  fashionable  tables, 
where  religious  works  are  so  seldom  met, — where, 
perchance,  this  mingling  of  the  tear  and  the  sigh 
so  characteristic  of  Erin  may  awaken  many  a  no- 
ble soul  to  the  reality  of  jjossessing  immortal 
faculties  that  can  never  b«.  satisfied  save  in 
God  alone.  ''   • 

In  a  liteTary.^point  of  view', — as  a  charming 
biography,  this  work  may  well  take  a  place 
by  the  side  of  Boswell's  life  of  Johnson,  just  as 
Miss  McAuley,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view,  held 
an  eminent  position  among  the  wealthy  aud  titled 
in  Dublin.  We  love  the  work  for  these  qualities 
as  we  love  Catherine  McAuley,  "well  fitted  as 
she  was  by  nature,  to  take  what  is  called  a  high 
place  in  society,  and  with  all  her  talents  finely 
developed  by  careful  culture,"  "when  whirled 
along  by  a  handsome  carriage  and  four,  the  heir- 
ess of  youth,  beauty,  fortune,  and  rare  ability," — 
but  we  love  it  immeasurably  more  when  it  gives 
us  the  same  Character  transformed  into  "the 
poor  nun  in  her  ill-furnished  cell,  with  her  bro- 
ken wrist  and  lonely  nights  all  unattended ; 
where  we  plainly  see  the  ennobling  grace  of  God 
in  the  only  complaint  which  escaped  her,  as 
the  death  cough  seized  her  and  made  her 
nights  so  painful.  "  I  so  disturb  the  poor  Sisters." 
When  we  fin4-:<ber  inde(Bd  "  a  chosen  medium  of 
salvation,  applying  mercy  to  so  many  in  religion 
and  out  of  it ;"  w^jen  '.'  we  find  her  graces  equal 
to  her  mission,  and  read  of  over  three  thousand 
religious  ladies  attracted  by  her  spirit,  unit- 
ing in  the  Order  of  Mercy  which  she  established, 
now  ministering  to  want,  and  laboring  to  redeem 
ignorance  in  almost  every  quarter  of  the  globe, 
then  this  work  takes  a  bright  place  among  the 
biographies  of  God's  chosen  oiies,  and  we  value 
it  at  a  price  above  aught  the  world  can  pay. 

To  the  Mother  of  God  un^dfer  her  consoling  title 
Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  Miss  McAuley  dedicated 
her  congregation  of  ci&-laborers,  and  her  biog- . 
rapher  tells  us  that  ■"  slie  was  ■  never  weary  of  ex- 
tolling her  who,  next  to  JesUs,  is  the  most  perfect 
model  of  every  virtue.  '^AU  religioua^ppreons,  she 
would  say,  ought  to  make  known  her  virtues 
and  power  wherev.et'  they  have" Influence,  but  we, 
who  are  her  own  fchosen  childreil,  who  bear  her- 
name  and  that  of  her  sweetest,  attribute,  Mercy, 
WE  are  specially  bound  to  love  and  honor  her." 
"  She  appi)inted  the  Rosary  and  office  to  be  daily 
recited  in  honor  of  Mary,  and  novenas  to  be  of- 


fered with  rriuch  solemnity  before  her  feasts,  es- 
pecially thft.^Feast  of  our  Lady  of  Mercy.  She 
urged  the  Sisters  to  cultivate  among  the  poor 
a  great  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God, — ^a  de- 
votion which  she  said  would  lead  them  back  to 
JEIhn  even  if  they  should  have  the  misfortune  to 
wander  for  a  time.  Indeed  she  was  often  touched 
with  the  great  devotion  the  poor  evinced  towards 
the  Blessed  ^Ci 'gin  Mary.-  The  Son  and  the 
Mqther  are  never  separated  on  their  lips,  and  in 
*h6  south  ttnd  west  of  Ireland  the  poor  peasant 
or  co-laborer  frequently  dies  murmuring  in  his 
expressiv&  Gaelic,  '  O  Holy  Mother!'  " 

^'She  had  al^o  great  devotion  for  Saint;  Joseph, 
the  foster  father  of  Jesus  and  spouse  of  Mary." 

The  pious  and  gifted  author  of  this  life,  true 
to  the  teaching  of  her  spiritual  mother,  affection- 
ately dedicates  her  work  "  to  Mary,  the  bright 
rose  of  charity,  the  spotless  lily  of  purity,  the  fra- 
grant violet  of  humility,  the  glorious  exemplar 
of  religious  perfection,  the  Mother  of  Mercy,  the 
Mother  of  God."  As  the  work  commends  itself 
by  a  double  claimlo  the  attention  of  every  Cath- 
olic; first,  as  the  life  of  one  of  the  brightest  orna- 
ments of  the  Church  in  the  present  century ;  sec-  . 
ondly,  as  a  special  work  of  mercy,  the  proceeds  of 
its  sale  being  devoted  in  advance  to  a  work  of  a 
purely  charitable  nature,  we  trust  every  reader 
of  the  Ave  Maria  wj:^l  procure  a  copy^  and  we 
cordially  hope  that  one  of  the  coUtfteral  good  ef- 
Cects  produGfd  by  the  written, life  of  "Mother 
Catherine,"  will  raise  a  sum  for  the  present  Works 
of  Mercy  in  our  midst,  somevv'hat  similar  to  the 
fortune  that  the  heiress  of  Coolock  vested  in  her 
first  house  of  Mercy. 

Additional  Stanzas  for  Music  on  Opposite  Page. 
O  gentle,  chaste,  and  spotless  Maid, 

We  sinners  make  our  prayers  through  thee  ; 
Remind  thy  Son  that  He  has  paid 
The  price  of  our  iniquity. 

Virgin  most  pure,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
Pray  for  the  sinner,  pray  for  me. 

Sojourners  irf'this  vale  of  tears, .  ""'^ 

To  thee,  blest  Advocate,ove  cry; 
Pity  our  sorrows,  calm  ouf  fears,  '^ 

And  soothe  with  hope  our  misery. 
Refuge  in  grief.  Star  of  the  Sea, 
Pray  for  the  mourner,  prdy  for  me. 

And  while  to  TTjm  who  reigns  above, 
Ip  Godhead  One,  in  Persons  T^ree,' 
The  Source  of  life,  of  grace,  of  love, 
Homage  we  pay  on  bended  knee ; 

Do  thou,  bright  Queen,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
Pray  for  thy  children,  pray  for  me. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


LITTLE  JOSEY. 


CHAPTER  I.— On  the  Door-Step. 

Two  little  children  without  father  or  mother, 
two  little  children  all  alone  in  the  wide  world, 
one  cold  winter  night,  lost  in  the  street  of  a  big 
city, — without  friends,  without  home,  without 
even  a  crust  of  bread  to  eat, — frightened  at  the 
sight  of  the  wide  street  and  strange  faces  that 
surrounded  them,  shivering  with  the  cold,  hungry 
and  tired  they  wearily  plodded  on  they  kney  not 
where,  while  the  big  tears  filled  their  eyes  and 
rolled  down  their  cheeks.  Dear  Lord,  take  pity 
on  poor  children  who  have  neither  father  or 
mother ! 

Peter  was  the  name  of  the  elder,  and  the 
younger  was  called  Joseph.  Poor  little  Josey ! 
only  eight  years  old,  and  all  alone  in  the  world. 
But  no,  not  entirely  alone ;  his  brother  was  with 
him,  his  strong  good  brother  Peter,  four  years 
♦older  than  little  Josey,  whom  he  partly  carried 
and  partly  led  along  on  the  frozen  slippery  pave- 
ment, tiding  to  keep  his  spirits  up  by  brave  and 
consoling  words. 

"  Josey,"  said  Peter,  "  lean  on  me." 

Ah,  if  you  had  seen  how  tenderly  he  held  his 
weary  little  brother,  you  would  not  have  said 
that  Josey  was  all  alone  in  the  world.  "  Don't 
cry,  Josey ;  our  dear  Lord  wont  forget  us."  And 
then  if  you  had  seen  how  gently  he  wiped  the 
tears  from  the  cold  face  of  his  sorrowful  little 
brother,  you  would  have  felt  like  crying  yourself. 

Peter  was  also  very  tired,  and  his  heart  felt  sad 
and  sore,  but  he  tried  to  walk  very  straight,  to 
hide  his  weariness ;  and  when  the  big  tears  would 
come  into  his  eyes,  he  turned  aside  his  head  to 
conceal  them  and  hastily  wiped  them  away  with 
the  sleeve  of  his  old  jacket.  Dear  Lord,  take 
pity  on  poor  little  children  who  have  no  father 
or  mother ! 

Far  away,  miles  and  miles  from  the  big  city, 
Peter  and  Josey  had  lived  with  their  parents. 
Very  poor  but  very  happy  were  they  all,  in  their 
little  log  cabin,  until  death  entered  its  door. 
First  the  father  died  and  then  the  mother, "^o  the 
poor  little  boys  were  left  Orphans. 

They  had  an  uncle,  who  for  many  years  lived 
in  a  distant  city,  where  it  was  said  he  gained  a 
pretty  comfortable  living  at  the  carpenter's  trade. 
Some  good  neighbors  wrote  to  him  about  his 


nephews,  5bd  he  answered,  requesting  them  to 
send  Peter  and  Josey  to  him.  So  the  neighbors 
sold  the  few  articles  of  poor  furniture  that  they 
found  in  the  cabin,  the  old  clothes  of  the  mother 
and  father, — and  with  the  money  of  the  sale  to 
pay  their  way,  Peter  and  little  Josey  started  on 
their  journey  to  find  their  uncle  in  the  big  city. 

They  cried  bitterly  as  they  took  their  last  look 
at  the  old  log  house,  and  turned  into  the  grave- 
yard to  say  a  prayer  beside  the  fresh-made  graves 
of  their  dear  father  and  mother.  But  theirs  was 
the  joyous  age  when,  happily,  the  dark  shades  of 
sorrow  are  quickly  succeeded  by  the  bright  smiles 
of  youth ;  so  that  as  they  journeyed  -on,  Peter 
carrying  the  little  bundle  containing  all  their 
wardrobe,  which  you  may  readily  believe  was  not 
heavy  enough  to  make  him  very  tired,  they  soon 
recovered  the  gaiety  and  light-heartedness  belong- 
ing to  their  years. 

At  length  they  reached  the  crowded  thorough- 
fares of  the  great  city  where  their  uncle  lived. 
Little  Josey  was  a  good  deal  frightened  at  first 
by  all  the  crowd  and  noise,  so  he  kept  very  close 
to  his  brother.  Peter  had  his  uncle's  address. 
After  some  time  he  mustered  up  courage  to  ask 
some  of  the  people  who  were  hurrying  past  him 
to  show  him  the  street ;  but  no  one  paid  much 
attention  to  him,  until  a  kind-hearted  Irish 
woman  seeing  his  distress,  came  to  his  assistance. 

When  they  reached  their  uncle's  boardinsf- 
house  it  seemed  that  the  poor  children's  trials 
had  just  commenced,  for  a  week  before  their  ar- 
rival their  uncle  had  fallen  from  the  roof  of  a 
house  and  was  killed.  Poor  children,  what  now 
were  they  to  do  ? 

I  told  you  that  Peter's  bundle  of  clothes  was 
very  light ;  but  their  purse  was  still  lighter,  con- 
taining only  a  few  coppers.  Orphans  indeed, 
what  now  was  to  become  of  them  ?  Dear  Lord, 
take  pity  on  poor  little  children  who  have  no 
friends  in  this  world ! 

It  was  one  of  those  rare  days  of  winter  when 
the  rays  of  the  sun  seem  almost  warm;    every 
thing  in  the  city  looked  gay  and  happy;   the 
military  companies  paraded  the  streets  in  their  ' 
bright  uni  ornis,  their  brilliant  flags  flouting  in   , 
the  breeze,  and  their  enlivening  strains  of  martial  ; 
music  captivating  the  hearts  of  hundreds  of  little  : 
boys.     Peter  and  Josey  could  not  resist  the  en-  ' 
chantment :  they  joined  in  the  crowd  of  excited  ;. 
little  boys,  and  buying  some  apples  with  their , 
last  cent,  for  the  time  beings  they  teemed  to  forget 
how  all  alone  they  were  in  the  wide  world. 

But  now,  the  soldiers  are  all  gone.     The  little 
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orphans  have  eaten  their  apples-4fteir  purse  is 
empty ;  the  weather  has  changed ;  the  snow  and 
sleet  fall  steadily  upon  the  deserted  streets,  and 
the  dark  sliades  of  night  close  around  them ;  they 
are  cold,  hungry  and  frightened.  Dear  Lord, 
take  pity  on  the  poor  little  children  who  have 
no  friends  in  this  world ! 

Heavily  tramped  those  tired  little  feet  through 
the  long  street.  At  last  they  could  go  no  farther. 
Worn  out  with  fatigue,  they  seated  themselves 
upon  the  steps  of  a  grand-looking  house,  from 
whose  windows  the  bright  light  gleamed  warm 
and  bright. 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  hungry,"  said  little  Josey. 

Peter  held  out  his  hand  to  a  passer-by  :  "  Sir, 
my  little  brother  is  very  hungry ;  for  the  love  of 
the  good  Jesus  give  me  something  for  him." 

The  man  threw  him  a  cent.  Peter  ran  to  a 
baker's  across  the  street,  and  soon  returned  with 
a  bit  of  bread  which  he  gave  his  brother. 

"  Have  you  none  for  yourself,  Peter  ? "  said 
Josey. 

" Oh  no,"  replied  the  brave  boy ;  "I  don't  want 
any  ;  I  am  not  hungry." 

"  Oh  my !  I  am  so  cold  and  so  sleepy,"  contin- 
ued Josey. 

Peter  opened  his  little  bundle,  and  with  the 
poor  contents  made  a  bed  upon  the  step.  "  There 
now,  Josey,"  said  he,  "lie  down,  and  rest  your 
head  upon  my  knees."  Then  he  covered  him  as 
best  he  ojjEild. 

"But  what  will  you  do,  Peter?"  said  Josey. 
"I  am  sure  you  are  cold  too,  and  you  must  be 
very  sleepy." 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  brave  Peter,  "  I  am  neither 
cold  nor  sleepy." 

Little  Josey  was  soon  fast  asleep,  and  in  his 
dreams  he  murmured  "  Oh,  mother,  mother,  I  am 
so  very  cold."  Then  Peter  took  oflF  his  own  poor 
coat,  and  spread  it  over  his  little  brother.  Ah,  if 
you  had  seen  him  shivering  in  the  cold  north 
wind,  and  with  his  frost-bitten  hands  trying  to 
warm  those  of  his  little  brother,  you  could 
scarcely  have  restrained  your  own  tears. 


CHAPTER  II.— The  Ckristmas  Tree. 

It  was  Christmas  eve.  In  the  grand  houae  on 
whose  steps  Peter  and  Josey  were  freezing  in  the 
cold,  all  was  joy  and  mirth.  A  hai^py  group  of 
children  stood  around  the  gaily  illuminated 
Christmas  tree.  I  am  sure  you  never,  even  in 
your  own  houses,  saw  a  more  beautiful  one.  There 
were    bright   little   lamps  of  every  hue — red. 


blue,  green  and  yellow — hanging  from  its  green 
boughs ;  gay-colored  ribands  interlaced  the 
branches,  and  turned  around  .some  new  treasure : 
here  it  was  a  magnificently  dressed  doll  and 
there  a  drum,  now  a  horse  and  then  a  carriage. 
Sugar  fruit  of  every  variety  and  candy  ornaments 
of  every  description  loaded  the  tree.  Around  its 
trunk  was  clustered  a  farm  and  all  its  appurten- 
ances; gilt-edged  books  full  of  bright  picture's 
and  a  regiment  of  wooden  soldiers.  Never  did 
the  most  imaginative  of  the  children,  not  even 
little  Willie,  who  often  had  wonderful  day- 
dreams, ever  imagine  such  a  tree  as  that !  The 
children  were  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight,  and 
their  parents  shared  their  joy.  The  grand- 
mother— who  had  come  from  Germany,  the  coun- 
try where  Christmas  trees  first  came  into  fashion — 
declared  that  in  Nuremberg  itself,  where  all  the 
most  wonderful  things  were  made,  she  had  never 
seen  such  a  splendid  tree. 

And  now  the  gifts  were  all  distributed.  Wil- 
lie was  particularly  delighted  with  his  books — 
above  all,  the  one  that  was  full  of  poetry  ;  Mary's 
heart  rejoiced  with  maternal  pride  over  her  new 
doll,  and  no  commander  of  a  victorious  army  ever 
regarded  his  tried  veterans  with  more  exultant 
pride  than  Johnny  regarded  his  wooden  soldiers. 

"When  I  grow  up  to  be  a  man,"  he  exclaimed, 
with  an  enthusiasm  that  made  his  voice  ring 
through  the  room,  "  I  mean  to  get  a  crowd  of  sol- 
diers, and  go  to  Palestine  to  fight  the  Turkies." 

A  merry  laugh  from  Willie  and  Tommie  made 
Johnny  turn  very  red  in- the  face.  He  knew  he. 
must  have  committed  some  blunder,  so  he  hurried 
to  repair  it. 

"  Now,  Tom,  yQU  needn't  laugh  ;  for  I  didn't 
mean  turkies  what  we  eat,  but  Turkies  that  fight 
the  Christians !" 

Here  the  merriment,  which  became  even  more 
boisterous  on  hearing  Johnnie's  line  of  distinc- 
tion between  turkies  and  Turkies,  was  inter- 
rupted by  Willie  saying  "  Oh  !  mother,  do  let  me 
read  you  this  beautiful  poetry  in  my  new  book, 
all  about  the  dear  little  Infant  Jesus  : 

At  last  Thon  art  cnme.  little  Stranger. 

And  Thine  Angels  fill  midnifjht  with  song; 
Thou  hast  come  to  us,  gentle  Creator, 

Whom  Thy  creatures  have  pighed  for  so  long: 
Thou  art  come  to  Thy  beautiful  Mother, 

She  hath  looked  on  Thy  marvelous  face; 
Thon  art  come  to  us.  Maker  of  Mary — 

And  she  was  Thy  channel  of  grace. 

Thou  hast  brought  with  Thee  plentiful  pardon. 
And  our  souls  o'crflow  with  delight ; 

Our  hearts  are  half  broken,  dear  Jesus, 
With  the  joy  of  this  wonderful  night 
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'Ill  Ml  wilt  stay  \rith  ns,  Master  and  Maker, 
Ttiou  wilt  stay  with  us  now  evermore; 

Wu  «ii.  play  with  Thee,  beautiful  Brother, 
On  Lernity's  jubilant  shore."  •■- 

"  Jilothei— mother,"'  said  little  ilary,  as  Willie 
concluded,  "do  you  know  tbat  Willie  can  write 
poetry  too  ?" 

Willie  blushed,  as  Mary  growiog.yery  animated 
Cvintinuec' — 

"  Why,  you  know  when  you  had  me  such  a  nice 
bed  fixed  up  all  for  my^f,  he  said  that  it  lodked 
so  pretty,  with  its  soft'  white  pillows,  that  he 
could  just  make  some  poetry  about  it ;  and, 
what's  more — that  he  was  going  to  do  it.  So  he 
sat  down  and  wrote  it.jpff,  and  I  learnt  it  all  by 
lieart;— and  oh,  it's  beautiful!"  exclaimed  the 
now  quite  excited  oSIary. 

"  Can't  you  repeat  it  now,  Mary  ?"  said  Tommie, 
looking  rather  comical. 

"Yes,"  said  Mary.  "But,  it  isn't  poetry  to 
laugh  at !"  and  in  a  sweet  voice  she  continued — 

"  Dear  little  pillow,  so  soft  and  so  white, 

Made  by  mother  to  keep  her  pet  warm  ; 
While  sweetly  I  sleep  on  my  pillow  of  down, 

I  fear  not  the  wild  wolf  nor  cold  winter  storm. 
Many  poor  children  are  wanderer's  to-night, 

Sleepy,  and  nowhere  to  rest  their  poor  heads ; 
No  mother  to  love,  tliem,  and  rock  them  to  sleep 

On  soft  downy  pillows,  in  warm  cosy  beds. 
Jesus,  dear  Jesus !  in  pity  look  down ; 

Give  the  poor  little  wanderers  something  to  eat; 
A  warm  house  to  shelter  and  keep  them  from 
harm, 

And  a  soft  downy  pillow  to  soothe  them  to 
sleep." 

Poor  Willie's  face  became  very  red.  As  Mary 
finished,  he  felt  that  it  did  not  sound,  somehow, 
like  the  poetry  he  bad  read.  But  Mary's  voice 
was  so  sweet,  and  she  spoke  with  such  genuine 
feeling,  that  even  their  parents  were  touched  by 
Willie's  rude  rhyming. 

"Oh,  Mary!"  said  Willie,  with  a  quivering 
lip,  "I  did  not  think  you  would  have  said  them. 
Now'every  body  will  just  laugh  at  me  for  making 
bad  verses !" 

"  No  need  to  be  discouraged,  my  "boy,"  said  his 
father,  as  he  caught  sight  of  Willie's  tearful  eye. 
"The  verses  are  not  so  bad,  after  all,  for  a  little 
boy  only  ten  years  old,  and  the  sentiment  does 
justice  to  your  heart.  Now,  say  your  prayers; 
and  before  falling  tft' sleep  iii:Tyour  own  warm 
bed,  pray  the  sweet  Infant  Jesus  to  shdltet  all 
poor  little  wanderers  to  night.".  .■^'  ' 

Mary  still  continued  a  firm  admirer  of  Willie's 


poetry,  and^s^^  sank  to  sleep  she  murmured- 
"  A  warm  house  to  shelter  and  keep  them  all  warm, 
And  a  soft  downy  pillow  to  soothe  them  to  sleep." 

And  the  Infant  Jesus  heard  Mary's  prayer.. 

[to   be   CONTINtJED.] 


WHO  IS  DEATH  ? 


^'  Who  is  Death  ?"  inquired  little  Annie  of  an 
older  sister,  as  her  eyes  thoughtfully  rested  on 
the  image  of  Death  attached  to  the  crucifix. 
"  Who  is  Death?" 

Her  sister  was  silent.Siot  knowing  how  to  reply. 
What  is  Death,  and  tch^t  is  it  to  die,  were  ques- 
tions more  easily  annswered;  h\it  who  is  Death, 
was  more  difficult,  and  little  Annie  was  quite  too 
intelligent  a  child  to  be  satisfied  with  an  answer 
that  would  have  satisfied  ordinary  children,  by 
picturing  to  their  minds  some  fearful  representa- 
tions. Nor  was  it  her  sister's  wish  to  render  the 
thought  of  death  painful  and  terrifying  to  this 
innocent  child.  Death,  to  many,  bears  with  its 
fears  and  terrors  that  need  not  be  heightened  by 
extravagant  pictures,  exciting  phantoms  portrayed 
to  the  imagination.  Yet,  Annie's  question  must 
be  answered,  and  her  sister  had  recourse  to  eva- 
sion, inquiring  of  the  child,  her  thoughts  on  the 
subject. 

"Tell  me  Annie"  she  said,  "what  you>lMidc 
about  it ; — icho  is  Death  ?" 

Little  Annie  w'as  thoughtful:  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, and  then  replied :  "  Why,  death  is  every 
body." 

"  Death  is  every  body,"  repeated  her  sister.  "  I 
do  not  understand  you ;  explain  yourself,  Annie." 

"  Don't  you  kuow,"  said  the  child,  "  we  have 
all  got  to  die,  and  when  we  are  dead,  we  will  all 
be  Death.     Now,  is'nt  Death  every  body  ?" 

The  sister  acquiesced,  and  was  obliged  to  ac- 
knowledge herself  instructed  by  a  child  many 
years  her  junior,  and  at  the  same  time  learned  a 
lesson  useful  for  all  to  know,  that  if  in  reality  we 
ourselves  are  Death,  as  little  Annie  thus  expressed 
it,  our  life  should  be  confotraable  to  our  name 
and  condition.  The  vanities  of  the  world,  its 
deceitful  joys,  its  fleeting  pleasures,  should  not 
occupy  us,  nor  claim  bur  attention  now  nny  more 
than  when  in  the  cold  embcace  of  Death,  we 
shall  be  extended  on  the  icy  bier.  Heaven  alone, 
should  be  our  aim,  ever  rememliering  that  we  are 
hastening  on  our  journey  to  Eternity,  and  that  each 
moment  of  time,  advances  us  to  the  end  uf  our 
sojourri  here,  to  i'/i//^ Eternity,  whether,  happy  or 
miserable,  to  which,  the  path  we  have  trodden 
on  -earth  will  lead. 
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AMTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE  MOST  REV.   ARCHBISHOP  SPALDENO. 

VII. — The  Angelits. 

Something  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century 
ago,  I  was  walking  .on  the  Corso,  in  Rome,  near 
the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  where  two  beautiful  twin 
churches  sacred  to  the  Virgin  flank  the  entrance 
into  this  great  thoroughfare  of  the  Eternal  City. 
I  was  a  stranger,  and  as  a  new  man  was  prepared 
to  receive  new  impressions.  Every  thing  naturally 
attracted  my  attention.  All  was  life  and  gaiety. 
The  street  and  the  Piazza  were  crowded  with 
people  making  their  way  to  and  from  the  Pinciaa 
Mount,  which  overlooks  the  grand  northern  en- 
trance into  Rome.  The  old  and  the  young,  the 
grave  and  the  thoughtless,  were  there,  taking 
their  afternoon  promenade.  The  sun  had  already 
sunk  to  his  rest,  and  though  the  day  had  been 
more  than  usually  sultry  for  the  season,  the  even- 
ing was  cool  and  balmy ;  and  the  bfeeze  which 
had  sprung  up,  laden  with  the  perfume  of  flow- 
ers, was  most  grateful  and  refreshing.  The  throng 
of  promcnaders  moved  gaily  along,  yet  with  the 
decorum  and  gravity  which  so  well  become,  and 
are  so  gracefully  worn  by  the  descendants  of  the 
ancient  Romans.  The  young  laughed,  the  old 
smiled,  and  the  hum  of  conversation  was  contin- 
uous and  apparently  ceaseless. 

But  lo !  a  change  soon  came  over  the  scene !  The 
bells  of  the  twin  churches  of  the  Virgin,  and  along 
with  them  those  of  the  other  three  hundred  and 
sixty-three  churches  of  Rome — which  city  reckons 
a  church  for  each  day  in  the  year — rang  out  simul- 
taneously their  heavy  but  harmonious  peals,  each 
of  them  first  giving  forth  three  solemn  strokes, 
and  then  pausing;  after  which  came  three  more, 
and  again  three  more,  each  followed  by  its  appro- 
priate pause ;  finally,  there  came  from  hundreds 
of  bells  a  prolonged  succession  of  simultaneous 


strokes,  when  all  ceased  together.  Never  in  my 
life  before  had  I  been  so  impressed  with  the  music 
of  the  bells.  They  all  chimed  together,  and  they 
seemed  to  understand  one  another.  The  people 
certainly  understood  what  they  said ;  for  never 
before  did  I  witness  such  a  change  as  now  came 
over  that  busy,  and  joyous  throng.  The  hum  of 
voices  suddenly  ceased.  All  were  at  once  hushed 
into  solemn  and  significant  silence,  the  men  rev- 
erently taking  off  their  hats,  and  the  women  and 
maidens  gracefully  bowing  their  heads  in  devout 
prayer  and  meditation.  They  all  appeared  riv- 
eted to  the  very  spot  where  the  music  of  thoee 
wonderful  bells  had  first  caught  their  ears.  Even 
the  little  children  were  silent  and  reverent,  fol- 
lowing the  example,  and  even  appearing  to  catch 
the  spirit  of  their  seniors. 

It  was  the  A\te  Maria,  a  half  an  hour  after 
sunset — as  the  Angelcs  of  this  hour  is  piously 
called  by  the  Romans.  For  besides  this,  there 
are  two  others,  observed  with  almost  equal  devo- 
tion in  the  holy  city ;  the  former  about  sunrise, 
the  latter  at  noon.  But  this  was  the  most  im- 
pressive of  all,  probably  because  it  was  the  first 
which  struck  me  on  my  arrival  in  Rome.  With 
the  other  two  I  became  afterwards  familiar,  dur- 
ing a  residence  of  several  years ;  but  the  remem- 
brance of  this  first  one  was  the  mo.st  vivid,  and  it 
reflected  its  favorable  hue  on  all  the  rest.  Wheth- 
er the  devotion  be  now  so  general  and  so  impres- 
sive as  it  was  thirty  years  ago,  after  the  sad  havoc 
made  in  many  simple  and  devout  minds  by  the 
teichings  of  Cavour,  Mazzini,  and  Garibaldi,  I  am 
not  able  to  say  from  any  accurate  personal  observa- 
tion ;  but  from  the  best  information  I  can  obtain, 
it  is  still  piously  kept  up  by  the  great  mass  of  the 
Romans,  if  not  so  publicly  and  impressively,  at 
least  with  as  much  devotion  and  fervor,  by  those 
who  prefer  to  hearken  to  the  sweet  music  of  the 
bells,  to  listening  to  the  discordant  cries  of  revo- 
lution and  anarchy,  issuing  from  the  foul  throats 
of  infidels. 

That  touehing  djevotion  of  the  Angelus  at  Rome, 
at  that  sweet  hour  of  the  Ave  Maria,  which 
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awakened  sucb  emotions  ia  our  young  heart,  was 
no  isolated  case,  uo  sudden  outbreak  of  popular 
fervor.  It  was  a  stated  and  cherished  worship, 
in  which  the  heart  had,  to  tlie  full,  as  much  part 
as  the  head.  As  already  intimated,  it  was  but 
one  of  three  such  daily  acts  of  devotion,  regularly 
and  willingly  perforrae  I  by  the  entire  population 
to  mark  the  great  divisions  of  each  recurring  day. 
The  entire  pious  exercise,  in  fact,  revolved  in  a 
daily  trinity  of  movement,  thus  furnishing  a 
striking  commentary  on  the  old  adage  of  the 
schoolmen,  omne  trinum  est  2i^rfectum — every  trin- 
ity is  perfect;  or,  three  is  the  perfect  number. 
The  idea  was  no  doubt  borrowed  from  that  which 
constitutes  the  highest  perfection  in  the  Godhead 
Himself — the  Trinity  of  Persons  in  the  one  di- 
v'ne  Nature.  The  Angelus  Bells  ring  three  times 
three,  and  then,  in  the  concluding  cadence,  four 
times  three,  at  each  of  the  three  daily  recitations ; 
as  a  kind  of  shadowy  representation  on  earth  of 
the  glorious  Trinity  in  heaven,  whose  infinite 
mercies  and  superabounding  goodness  the  devo- 
tion so  graphically  portrays. 

But  this  is  not  all.  The  devotion  is  as  little 
isolated  or  local  in  point  of  space,  as  it  is  in  that 
of  time.  It  is  world-wide  in  its  extension.  Those 
Angelus  Bells,  the  music  of  which  fell  so  sweetly 
and  eloquently  on  our  young  ears,  were  to  go 
echoing  through  all  the  cities  and  villages, 
through  all  the  hills  and  dales  of  the  earth.  They 
were,  moreover,  never  to  cease  their  significant 
tolling.  For  as  the  music  of  one  set  was  dying 
out  in  the  distance,  that  of  another  was  to  take  it 
up ;  and  so,  as  the  earth  revolved  around  its  axis, 
and  successively  marked  the  hours  of  sunrise, 
noon,  and  sunset  at  diflferent  points  of  its  surface, 
the  strains  of  that  melody  was  to  break  out  in  a 
continuous  and  uninterrupted  series,  and  so  to 
begirt  the  world,  and  awaken  successively  its  in- 
habitants in  every  country  and  clime  to  sweet 
and  profitable  remembrauces  of  the  most  holy 
persons  and  things.  Thus  this  devotion,  like 
other  exercises  of  Catholic  worship,  has  in  it  a 
touch  of  the  sublime,  whether  we  regard  time  or 
space. 

And  we  may  add,  that  the  feature  of  sublimity 
also  marks  the  significance  of  its  subject  matter. 
For  what  is  the  Angelus?  It  is  a  simple  but 
touching  rehearsal  of  what  took  place  on  occasion 
of  the  Archangel's  memorable  interview  with 
JIary  in  the  Cottage  of  Nazareth.  It  repeats  in 
simple  language  the  sulistance  of  the  Archangel's 
message  with  the  very  words  of  Mary's  reply,  and 
the  wonderful  effect  of  the  interview,  in  the  terse 


language  of  inspiration :  "  The  Word  was  made 
flesh,  and  dwelt  among  us."  It  is  a  most  com- 
prehensive, a  most  vivid,  and  a  most  touching 
drama  of  the  Incarnation;  so  simjjle  as  to  be 
level  with  tlie  capacity  of  the  dullest,  so  vivid, 
as  to  impress  the  lowest  as  well  as  the  highest,  so 
touching,  as  to  go  right  to  the  heart  of  every  one 
who  has  a  spark  of  faith  iu  his  bosom.  Its  fre- 
quent repetition,  particularly  under  circumstances 
calculated  to  insjiire  so  much  devotion,  cannot 
fail  to  keep  fresh  in  the  memory,  and  to  embalm 
in  the  heart,  that  greatest  of  all  the  events  in.hu- 
man  history,  on  which  all  our  hopes  for  grace 
here  and  eternal  hapinness  hereafter  depend  ;  and 
which,  without  such  frequent  remembrance,  would 
be  very  apt,  through  human  frailty,  to  fade  away 
insensibly  from  our  minds  and  hearts  altogether. 
The  very  words  of  the  Archangel's  salutation, 
followed  by  those  of  Elizabeth,  and  the  touching 
invocation  of  the  Church  to  the  Virgin,  are  in- 
terspersed between  the  three  act^  of  the  drama, 
giving  it  still  more  significance  and  life ;  while 
the  concluding  prayer,  in  which  from  the  Incar- 
nation we  pass  rapidly  to  a  view  of  the  passion 
and  cross,  and  after  having  traversed  the  rogim 
of  the  shadow  of  death,  come  to  the  beautiful  ligiit 
and  glory  of  the  resurrection,  tells  the  whole  story 
of  man's  struggles,  hojjcs,  and  ennobling  antici- 
pations of  a  glorious  eternity. 

A.  B. 
-*»■ — 

For  the  Ave  Maria. 

THE   AirifTTlfOIATIOU. 

BY  E.  M.  O. 

m 

Down  in  the  vale  of  Sin, 

Deep  in  the  dark  abyss, 

Where  the  vices  howl,  and  rage  within, 

And  the  storms  of  Pride  stir  up  the  din, 

While  the  passions  creep  and  hLss, 

The  human  race,  in  blank  despair. 

Were  groping,  writhing,  wandering  there, 

Nor  knew  they  hope,  nor  love,  nor  prayer, 

Nor  e'en  the  name  of  bliss. 

'Twas  only  want  they  knew ; 

A  stinging  discontent, 

A  maddening  hunger  after  the  true, 

A  hopeless  thirst  for  the  heavenly  dew. 

With  the  curse  of  banishment. 

Harsh  discord,  malice,  fear,  and  hate. 

More  hideous  made  their  woeful  state, 

They  thought  themselves  the  slaves  of  Fate, 

Whose  chains  could  not  relent. 
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Oh,  'twas  a  piteous  sight, 

To  God  the  Father's  eyes, 

"When  lie  saw  His  cliildren,  wlio  l>y  right, 

Were  formed  for  His  love,  and  peace,  and  light, 

And  a  liome  witliin  the  skies, 

Blind  creeping  like  the  reptile  cold, 

To  hate,  and  lie  in  the  poison  mould, 

Nor  let  one  germ  of  grace  unfold. 

While  they  clung  to  a  code  of  lies. 

Now  the  Council  the  sublime, 

(The  Three  Divine  in  One,) 

As  just  rebuke  for  the  Tempter's  crime. 

And  pitying  man  in  the  Gulf  of  Time, 

Would  send  to  earth,  the  Son. 

But  where,  in  that  realm  of  guilt  and  woe 

Should  the  spotless  King  of  Angels  go  ; 

What  fitting  place  for  Him  below 

Since  the  Demon's  work  is  done  ? 

In  the  land  of  Israel, 
Where  dwelt  the  chosen  race. 
One  focus  of  light  and  glory  fell. 
To  scatter  the  frightful  force  of  hell 
And  the  stain  of  Eve  efface. 
But  lo!  in  the  mind  of  God,  before 
The  mountains  rose  the  valleys  o'er, 
Or  ocean  dashed  the  rock-bound  shore 
He  knew  this  soul  of  grace ; 

Conceived  her,  for  this  hour. 

When  on  her  virgin  tongue. 

Like  the  unshed  fragrance  of  the  flower. 

Or  cooling  drop^  of  tlic  summer  shower, 

Ihj  V  O' d's  sa'vation  hung; 

And  nothing  on  eartli,  in  air,  or  sky, 

That  wears  the  clear  majestic  dye. 

Of  holiness  and  purity. 

Like  Mary,  ever  sprung. 

Strong  in  her  Godlike  mind. 

Unbounded  in  her  love, 

With  a  mystic  vision  unconfined, 

And  a  pitying  heart  for  all  mankind. 

Yet  simple  as  the  dove. 

We  see  her  kneel,  that  peerless  child, 

Whom  thought  of  sin  hath  ne'er  beguiled, 

The  One  unspotted,  undefilcd. 

The  Bride  of  God  above. 

Like  harp  tones  on  the  main, 

Vibrates  her  holy  prayer. 

And  she  begs  to  see  ere  life  shall  wane 

And  dust  return  to  the  dust  again, 

The  Mother,  who  shall  bear 

The  dear  ^lessiah,  locked  for  long, 

Sung  in  prophetic  Hebrew  song. 


Whose  hope  has  made  her  people  strong. 
Where  is  she,  Mary  ?   Where  ? 

See !  From  the  midnight  stars 

A  wondrous  light  descends: 

And  the  golden  door  of  Heaven  unbars  ; 

Hell's  black  foundation  reels,  and  jars; 

Night's  azure  curtain  rends. 

Around  that  snow-white  virgin's  head, 

A  radiance  marvelous  now  is  shed, 

But  silence  reigns  as  with  the  dead ; 

An  Angel  o'er  her  bends. 

He  kneels  now  in  his  awe, 

A  subject  to  his  Queen  ; 

Fqr  lo !  Her  will  is  that  Angel's  law. 

And  she  wears  a  crown  that  she  never  saw 

Of  snow-white  lily  sheen. 

"  Hail,  full  of  grace !"    Most  pure  that  tone 

Upon  her  ear  melodious  thrown, 

With  homage  earth  hath  never  known 

Nor  Angels  ever  seen. 

Her  deep  humility 

Is  started  at  the  sound. 

For  she  knows  not  what  that  praise  can  be, 

Exalting  so  lowly  a  child  as  she. 

O'er  all  the  world  around. 

But  the  Angel  bids  her  not  to  fear. 

He  tells  her  of  mystic  grace  to  cheer 

The  wretched  sons  of  a  fallen  sphere ; 

That  grace,  which  she  has  fouud. 

"  Thou  shalt  conceive,"  saith  he, 
"And  shalt  bring  forth  a  Son, 
And  His  Father  David's  throne  shall  be 
In  royal  line  unto  Him  through  thee, 
Restored  till  time  is  done ; 
Jesus  His  name,  and  far  and  nigh 
He  shall  be  called  till  the  ages  die. 
The  Son  of  God  of  the  Lord  most  High  : 
'The  ever-Holy  One." 

"  His  Kingdom  shall  not  end." 

Now  silence  falls  around. 

An  I  as  royal  lily-blossoms  bend. 

Or  as  fountain  jets  in  the  light  descend, 

So  Mary  bows  profound. 

"  But  how  shall  this  be  done,"  saith  she, 

"Since  unto  God  as  just  from  me, 

Is  vowed  my  chaste  virginity  y" 

These  holy  words  resouud. 

The  brightness  grows  intense,    J^, 
Tlie  angel  speaks  once  more, 
And  he  tells  of  God's  mercy  so 
That  Nature's  laws  are  as  not 
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When  the  race  He  would  restore  : 
And  he  tells  that  the  Iloly  Ghost  shall  come, 
O'er  her  heart  to  brood  and  make  bis  home, 
And  to  strike  the  hosts  of  terror  dumb, 
With  power  unknown  before. 

"According  to  thy  word 
Be  it  done,  my  humble  part : 
Behold  me  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord." 
Lo  her  voice  creation  vast  hath  stirred, 
For  crushed  is  the  serpent's  art. 
Now  far  away  the  drapings  bright 
Are  drawn,  of  gold  and  sapphire  light ; 
The  Holy  Spirit  wings  his  flight 
To  rest  in  Mary's  heart. 

Down  in  the  vale  of  Sin, 

Deep  in  the  dark  abyss. 

Where  the  vices  howl  and  rage  within, 

And  the  storms  of  Pride  stir  up  the  din, 

While  the  passions  creep  and  hiss, 

The  human  race  with  hope  arise, 

A  path  is  open  to  the  skies ; 

Mary  has  won  for  man,  the  prize 

Of  everlasting  bliss. 

Then  let  us  sing  her  praise ; 
The  Mother  of  our  God. 
Yet  who  can  a  worthy  pajan  raise. 
To  her  on  whom  all  the  angels  gaze 
With  tender,  revering,  sweet  amaze, 
And  tremble  to  applaud  ? 
We  bow  to  thee,  O  holiest  one, 
Adoring  thus  Our  Lord,  thy  Son, 
And  while  the  endless  cycles  run 
Shall  spread  thy  fame  abroad. 


TESTIMONY  OP  THE  PATHEES  OF  THE 
OHUEOH  IE  PAYOR  OF  THE  DE- 
VOTION TO  MAEY. 


[From  the  Traife  sur  la  Culte  de  la  trea  Ste.  Vierge.] 
In  the  constant  and  unanimous  testimony  of 
the  Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  Church,  we  have 
another  brilliant  proof  in  favor  of  the  conformity 
of  the  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  with  the 
doctrine  and  spirit  of  the  gospel,  and  of  the 
primitive  origin,  the  universality,  and  the  elH- 
cacy  of  this  devotion.  From  Saint  Denis  the 
Areopagite,  the  disciple  of  St.  Paul,  to  St.  Liguori, 
who  continued  the  Christian  tradition  to  our  own 
epoch,  all  the  eminent  men  of  the  Church,  by  per- 
petuating, during  eighteen  centuries,  the  teach- 
ings of  faith,  have  constantly  sustained  propa- 
gated and'encouraged  in  all  Christians  sentiments 
of  vw«B?allon  to  Mary,  and  confidence   in  her 


powerful  assistance.  And  to  this  end  they  have 
contributed  as  powerfully  by  the  example  of  their 
own  pious  practices  as  by  their  immortal  writings. 
A  rich  and  magnificent  library  could  be  formed 
by  collecting  merely  the  works  which  those  men, 
celebrated  as  much  for  their  genius  and  talents  as 
for  the  sanctity  of  their  lives  and  the  sublimity 
of  their  virtues,  have  written  in  order  to  exalt 
Mary's  dignity,  display  her  grandeurs  and  inspire 
the  faithful  with  love  for  the  Mother  of  God  and 
confidence  in  her  power.  And  it  is  a  remarkable 
fact,  that  the  most  ancient  of  those  witnesses  and 
apostles  of  the  true  dogmas  of  Christianity,  have 
been  more  eloquent,  we  might  say  more  enthusi- 
astic, in  speaking  of  Mary's  prerogatives,  than 
those  who  have  succeeded  them. 

We  regret  that  the  limits  of  our  pages  forbid 
us  to  give  our  readers,  at  least  the  most  eloquent 
and  striking  writings  left  to  us  by  our  fathers 
and  masters  in  the  faith  during  the  different  ages 
of  the  Christian  era. 

Nevertheles  •  we  cannot  resist  the  pleasure  of 
reproducing  so  e  of  the  brilliant  testimonials 
which  Catholic  oty  offered  to  Mary.  The  true 
children  of  the  C  .rch  will  thank  us  for  doing 
so,  and  they  will  b;,  i^appy  to  see  that  in  the  devo- 
tions which  they  tlicaiselves  offer  to  Mary,  they 
exaggerate  nothing,  but  on  the  contrary,  that 
they  rather  fall  short  of  what  those  great  masters 
of  religion  required,  and  at  the  same  time  prac- 
ticed in  regard  to  Mary, 

The  greatest  doctor  of  the  Church,  and  perhaps 
the  most  profound  genius  in  the  learned  world,  St. 
Augustine,  writes  as  follows :  "  To-day  we  commem- 
orate, beloved  brethren,  an  anniversary  dear  to  us 
all,  the  birth  of  the  venerable  and  ever  virgin 
Mary.  It  is  just  that  its  memory  should  be  cele- 
brated with  the  most  lively  expressions  of  joy  on 
our  earth,  which  has  been  made  illustrious  by  the 
birth  of  so  grand  a  virgin.  Mary  is  that  flower 
of  the  fields  from  which  the  precious  lily  of  the 
valley  germinated,  by  whose  birth  the  nature  of 
our  first  parents  was  changed,  and  their  fault  ef- 
faced. She  alone  escaped  the  sad  decree  that 
condemned  Eve  to  give  birth  to  her  children  in 
sorrow,  because  she  brought  forth  the  Saviour 
in  joy." 

'•  In  becoming  a  mother,  Eve  wept,  but  Mary  re- 
joiced, for  the  child  of  Eve  was  a  sinner,  whereas 
the  Child  of  Mary  was  innocence  itself  The 
mother  of  the  human  race  brought  but  chastise- 
ment into  the  world  ;  the  Mother  of  our  Saviour 
brought  salvation.  Eve  was  the  author  of  sin, — 
Mary  of  merit.    Eve  greatly  injured  us; — she 


AVE     MAIl,IA. 


181 


killed  us. — Mary  surrounded  us  with  blessings, 
and  restored  us  to  life.  The  former  wounded  us, 
the  latter  cured  us.  The  disobedience  of  J]vc  has 
been  effaced  by  the  obedience  of  llary,  and  the 
perfidy  of  the  one  has  been  compensated  by  the 
faith  of  the  other."  "  Truly  has  the  Mother  of 
God  the  right  to  celebrate  her  own  grandeur  by 
the  most  brilliant  instruments  of  joy, — making 
melodious  the  very  air  by  the  sounds  drawn  forth 
by  the  most  skilfull  of  fingers ;  and  we  also  have 
reason  to  form  joyful  choirs  around  her,  and  to 
unite  our  voices  and  sweetest  hymns  to  her  har- 
monious chants.  Listen  how  our  charming  mu- 
sician has  sung  her  own  glories :  '  My  soul 
-doth  magnify  the  Lord,  and  my  spirit  hath  re- 
joiced in  God  my  Saviour.  For  He  hath  regarded 
the  lowliness  of  His  handmaid  ;  for  behold  from 
henceforth  all  nations  shall  call  me  blessed.  For 
He  that  is  mighty  hath  done  great  things  unto 
me.'  Such  is  the  manner  that  the  prodigy  of  this 
new  birth  stifled  the  cause  of  the  original  sin,  and 
the  tears  of  Eve  ceased  to  flow  at  the  sound  of 
Mary's  hymn." 

In  another  passage,  the  same  great  doctor 
speaks  as  follows,-  "Oh,  most  Blessed  Virgin, 
who  could  ever  give  thee  the  acts  of  thanksgiv- 
ing and  the  hymns  of  praise  which  justly  belong 
to  thee  1  For  thou  it  was  who,  by  thy  admirable 
consent  (to  the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation)  didst 
come  to  the  assistance  of  a  lost  world.  What 
homages  worthy  of  thee  can  be  offered  to  thee  by 
the  human  race,  which  by  thy  help  obtained 
the  means  of  reinstating  its  weakness?  Accept, 
then,  the  thanks  which  we  offer  to  thee, — poor 
though  they  be,  and  far  below  thine  incompar- 
able merits,  and  in  receiving  our  vows,  deign 
to  obtain  pardon  for  our  faults,  by  thy  prayers, 
*  *  *  May  God  accept  what  we  offer  Him 
through  thy  intercession,  and  may  we  obtain  what 
we  ask  with  faithful  hearts.  Receive  what  we 
offer  thee,  and  grant  us  in  exchange  what  we  ask 
from  thee ;  obtain  indulgence  for  our  unworthi- 
ness,  which  makes  us  tremble,  for  thou  art  the 
only  hope  of  sinners.  Through  thee  we  confi- 
dently hope  to  obtain  pardon  for  our  crimes,  and 
in  thee,  O  most  blessed  of  women,  we  place  the 
hope  of  our  recompense !  O  Holy  Mary  come  to 
the  assistance  of  the  unhappy,  aid  the  timid,  sus- 
tain the  weak,  pray  for  the  people,  help  the  clergy, 
intercede  for  the  devout  female  sex,  and  grant 
that  all  who  celebrate  thy  solemnities  may  feel 
the  effects  of  thy  patronage." 

After  having  listened  to  the  prince  of  the  Doc- 
tors of  the  Western  Church,  let  us  hear  a  few 


words  on  the  same  subject  from  the  most  learned 
and  most  eloquent  Fathers  of  the  Eastern  Church. 

"  The  Son  of  God,  says  St.  John  Chrysostom, 
did  not  select  for  his  mother  a  grand  rich  lady, 
according  to  the  world,  but  this  most  Blessed 
Virgin  whose  soul  was  adorned  with  all  virtues. 
Mary  was  the  most  chaste  and  purest  being  of  all 
the  human  race.  This  is  why  she  conceived  in 
her  womb  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Let  us  then 
hasten  to  have  recourse  to  this  most  Blessed 
Virgin,  to  this  mother  of  God,  and  obtain  all  the 
advantages  of  her  protection.  Yes,  yes  ;  all  you 
virgins  who  hear  me,  come  and  place  yourselves 
under  the  shadow  of  the  Mother  of  the  Lord  ;  for 
she  can,  by  her  powerful  aid,  guard  in  you  all 
that  you  possess  that  is  most  precious  and  beauti- 
ful to  the  world,  your  virginity." 

"  In  truth,  my  beloved  brethren,  the  most 
Blessed  Virgin  is  a  great  wonder.  Nothing  so 
sublime  or  noble  has  ever  been  found,  nor  will 
ever  be  found  in  any  time.  She  is  the  only  crea- 
ture whose  dignity  is  far  above  all  things  created, 
on  the  earth,  or  in  heaven.  Where  could  we  find 
any  thing  more  holy  ?  Neither  the  prophets  nor 
the  apostles,  the  martyrs  nor  the  patriarchs, — nor 
even  the  angels, — the  Thrones,  the  Dominations, 
the  Seraphim,  nor  the  Cherubim  are  above  her. 
— ^In  a  word,  among  all  created  things,  visible  or 
invisible,  nothing  can  be  imagined  greater  or 
more  excellent  than  Mary." 

"  She  is  the  creature  who  is  at  the  same  time 
the  servant  and  the  Mother  of  God, — at  the  same 
time  Virgin  and  Mother; — the  Mother  of  Him 
who  was  engendered  by  the  Father  before  all  be- 
ginnings, of  Him  whom  angels  and  men  acknowl- 
edge as  the  Lord  and  Master  of  all  things.  Do  you 
wish  to  know  how  far  above  all  celestial  powers 
this  Virgin  is  elevated  ?  A  word  will  tell  you : 
These  powers  assist  around  the  Throne  of  God, 
in  fear  and  trembling,  and  veiling  their  faces. 
Mary  alone  offers,  with  confidence,  the  entire  hu- 
man race  to  the  Son  of  God,  whose  Mother  she  is, 
and  it  is  through  her  intercession  that  we  receive 
the  pardon  of  our  sins.  We  salute  thee,  then, 
O  Mary,  at  the  same  time,  daughter  and  Virgin 
Mother  of  God!  The  honor,  glory,  and  ram- 
part of  our  Church.  And  we  beseech  thee, 
never  to  cease  praying  for  us  to  Jesus,  thy  Son, 
and  our  Master,  in  order  that  through  thy  medi- 
ation we  may  find  mercy  at  the  last  day,  and  ob- 
tain the  good  reserved  for  those  who  love  God. 
In  virtue  of  the  grace  and  goodness  of  our  Saviour 
Jesus  Christ,  and  in  His  union,  may  glory,  honor, 
and  empire  be  rendered  to  the  Father  and  the 
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Holy  Ghost,    now    and    through    endless   ages. 
Amen." 

Among  the  Fathers  and  Doctors  who  have  suc- 
ceeded the  Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  fourth  and 
the  fifth  century, — those  most  learned  epochs, 
the  golden  age  of  the  Church, — we  shall  only 
cite  one  page  from  St.  Bernard,  the  glory  not  only 
of  Gaul,  but  of  the  Christian  world;  in  him 
was  united  all  the  science  of  the  ages  which 
preceded  him.  Behold  in  what  terms  this  great 
mind,  this  sublime  soul,  expressed  the  enthusiasm 
of  his  esteem,  the  extent  of  his  confidence,  and 
the  tenderness  of  his  affection  for  Mary. 

"  Let  us  say  a  few  words  on  this  name  of  Mary, 
which  may  be  translated  by  the  words  Star  of  the 
Sea,  and  nothing  can  be  more  exact  than  the  com- 
parison of  Mary  to  a  star.  For  as  the  star  transmits 
the  rays  of  light,  while  it  remaias  incorrup- 
tible, so  the  Virgin  gave  birth  to  her  Son 
without  the  slightest  damage  to  her  virginity. 
The  rays  which  escape  from  the  star  do  not 
diminish  its  brilliancy;  in  the  same  manner  Jesus 
Christ,  in  being  born  of  Mary,  alteied  in  no 
manner  her  virginal  integrity.  Mary  is,  then, 
that  noble  star  of  Jacob,  whose  rays  enlighten  the 
entire  universe; — whose  light,  shining  from  the 
highest  heavens,  penetrates  the  abyss  of  hell ;  and 
which,  passing  from  world  to  world,  warms  the 
soul  even  more  than  the  body, — destroys  vice 
and  nourishes  virtue.  She  is,  I  repeat  it,  a  star 
of  the  grandest  magnificence  and  brilliancy,  whose 
light  shines  on  the  vast  ocean  of  the  world,  en- 
lightening it  by  her  merits,  illuminating  it  by 
her  examples."  "  O  all  ye  who  in  the  midst  of 
the  current  of  the  age,  are  menaced  by  the  storms 
and  tempests  of  the  sea,  keep  your  eyes  steadily 
fixed  upon  the  splendor  of  this  star  if  you  do  not 
wish  to  see  yourselves  engulphed  by  tlie  angry 
waves. — If  the  tempests  of  temptations  arise 
against  you, — if  you  are  in  danger  of  shipwreck 
upon  the  quicksands  of  tribulations,  look  upon 
this  star,  and  invoke  Mary. — If  you  are  agitated 
by  the  waves  of  pride,  ambition,  vanity,  or  envy, 
fix  your  eyes  upon  this  star,  and  cry  aloud  to  Mary ! 
— If  anger,  avarice,  or  the  concupiscence  of  the  fiesh 
menace  the  destruction  of  the  frail  ship, — ever 
turn  towards  Mary. — If  troubled  at  the  sight 
of  the  enormity  of  your  crimes,  and  confused  by 
the  hideous  appearance  of  your  conscience ; 
if  appalled  by  the  terrible  thought  of  the  judg 
ments  of  God,  you  feel  on  the  point  of  being 
overwhelmed  by  sadness  in  the  abyss  of  des- 
pair,— think  of  Mary." 

"  In  all  your  dangers,  perplexities,  and  misfor- 


tunes, remember  Mary,  invoke  Mary.  Finally, 
in  order  to  obtain  the  powerful  intercession  of 
her  prayers,  let  her  name  be  ever  on  your  lips, 
her  love  ever  rest  in  your  heart,  and  the  imitation 
of  her  virtues  the  constant  rule  of  your  life. — In 
walkiipgin  her  footsteps  you  will  never  go  astray. 
— While  invoking  her,  you  need  never  despair. — 
While  tliinking  of  her  you  are  shielded  from  er- 
ror. Ah !  if  she  sustains  you,  you  will  never  fail. 
— If  she  protects  you,  you  need  fear  nothing. — If 
you  take  her  for  your  guide,  you  will  never  grow 
weary. — If  she  is  propitious,  you  will  safely  reach 
the  port  of  salvation.  It  is  in  this  manner  that 
you  will  learn,  by  your  own  experience,  how  truly 
it  was  said :  "  And  the  same  op  tue  Viugut 
WAS  Mary." 

To  St.  Bernard  is  also  attributed  the  hymn  of 
Ave  Maris  Stella,  which  the  Church  has  borrowed 
from  him,  and  woven  into  the  office  of  the  sol- 
emnities of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  following 
English  translation  gives  a  faint  idea  of  this  po- 
etry of  the  heart  wherein  the  melUJluus  doctor 
tells  his  love  for  Mary  and  his  confidence  in  her 
protection : 

"  Gentle  star  of  ocean  ;  portal  of  the  sky  ! 
Ever  Virgin  i\Ipther,  of  the  Lord  Most  High  ! 
Oh  by  Gabriel's  Ave,  uttered  long  ago, 
Eve's  name  reversing,  stablish  peace  below. 
Breakthecaptive'sfetters;  light  on  blindness  pour: 
All  our  ills  expelling  every  bliss  implore ; 
Show  thyself  our  Mother,  offer  Him  our  sighs, 
Who  for  us  incarnate  did  not  thee  despise. 
Virgin  of  all  virgins,  to  thy  shelter  take  us, — 
Gentlest  of  the  gentle,  chaste  and  gentle  make  us; 
Still  as  on  we  journey,  help  our  weik  endeavor, 
Till  with  thee  and  Jesus,  we  rejoice  forever. 
Through   the  highest  heaven,  to  the  Almighty 

Three, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  one  same  glory  be." 

"  0  Oloriosa  VirginunC  is  another  hymn  of  the 
Church,  in  honor  of  Mary.    It  is  supposed  to  have 
been  composed  during  the  time  of  the  Crusades: 
"O  Queen  of  all  the  virgin  choir: 
Enthroned  above  the  starry  sky  ! 
Who  with  pure  milk  from  thine  own  breast 
Thine  own  Creator  didst  supply. 

What  man  had  lost  in  hapless  Eve, 
Thy  sacred  womb  to  man  restores : 

Thou  to  the  wretched  here  beneath, 
Hast  opened  Heaven's  eternal  doors. 

Hail,  O  refulgent  hall  of  light ! 

Hail,  gate  sublime  of  Heaven's  high  King! 
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Through  thee  redeeniccl  to  endless  life, 
Thy  praise  let  all  the  nations  sing." 

Let  us  now  conclude  with  a  few  words  from 
the  last  of  the  Cutholic  doctors,  equally  cele- 
brated for  the  Ijeauty  of  his  soul  and  the  purity 
of  his  words,  as  for  the  ardor  of  his  zeal  and  his 
profound  learning.  In  the  following  sweet  and 
artless  terms,  St.  Liguori  continues  the  tradition 
of  the  faith  and  love  of  the  great  men  of  the 
Church,  with  regard  to  llary  : 

"  O  my  beautiful  hope,  my  sweet  love,  Mary. 
Thou  art  the  peace  of  my  soul  and  the  support  of 
my  life.  Mary,  when  I  think  of  thee  and  call 
upon  thy  name,  my  heart  is  ravished  with  joy  and 
delight.  If  an  evil  thought  comes  to  humble  my 
mind,  it  vanishes  as  soon  as  I  pronounce  thy 
name.  *  On  the  stormy  ocean  of  this  life  thou  art 
the  friendly  star  that  saves  the  frail  bark  of  my 
soul  from  shipwreck.  Throw  thy  chains  around 
me,  girdle  my  heart  with  them  so  that  as  a  pris- 
oner of  divine  love,  I  shall  ever  be  faithful  to 
thee,  and  end  my  life  in  pronouncing  thy  name 
and  obtaining  the  happiness  of  Heaven  as  my 
portion." 

"What  elevated  sentiments,  and  at  the  same 
time  what  precision  of  theological  language. — 
What  a  happy  mixture  of  the  most  orthodox  doc- 
trines, the  purest  faith  and  the  sweetest,  and  most 
affectionate  sentiments!  It  is  the  elevation  of 
the  soul,  the  expansion  of  the  heart.  It  is  the  el- 
oquence of  love,  breathing  the  most  delicious  per- 
fume of  the  mind. 

Now  those  thoughts,  sentiments  and  language 
in  connection  with  Mary,  are  common  to  all  the 
Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  Church,  without  ex- 
ception. And  what  men  were  not  the  Areopagite, 
St.  Ignatius  martyr,  St.  Basil,  St.  Gregory  Nazian- 
zen  and  St.  Gregory  of  Nyssa,  and.  St.  Hilary ! 
Do  not  all  other  great  men  become  small  by  the 
side  of  a  Saint  Jerome,  a  Saint  Ambrose,  a  Saint 
John  Chrysostom,  a  Saint  Augustine,  a  Saint  Leo, 
and  a  Saint  Gregory  ?  What  chosen  souls  do  we 
not  find  in  a  Saint  Paulinus,  a  Saint  Epiphanius, 
a  Saint  Fulgentius,  a  Saint  Maximin,  and  Saint 
Cyril  of  Alexandria  and  Saint  Cyril  of  Jerusa- 
lem ;  a  Saint  Hilary  of  Aries,  a  Saint  Amcdius,  a 
Saint  Germain,  a  Saint  Remi,  a  C'aint  Gregory  of 
Tours,  a  Saint  Fortunat,  an  Alcuin,  and  a  Vener- 
able Bede !  Where  else  can  we  find  such  Doctors 
as  Saint  Bernard,  Saint  Anselm,  Albertus  Magnus, 
Saint  Thomas,  Saint  Bonaventure,  Saint  Dominic, 
Saint  Anthony  of  Padua,  Scott,  Salmeron,  the 
Blessed  Canisius,  Bellarminc,  Suarez,  Bossuet,  and 
Saint  Liffuori. 


Our  heart  thrills  with  joy  in  enumerating  these 
illustrious  names,  which  recall  all  talents  united 
to  every  virtue  and  joined  to  exalted  genius,  and 
the  simplicity  of  faith.  And  our  readers  we  are 
sure  rejoice  with  us  as  they  reflect  on  their  ardjnt 
love  for  Mary  and  their  tender  confidence  in  her 
power  and  goodness.  Here  they  will  learn  that 
if  they  deceive  themselves  by  their  loving  senti- 
ments and  their  practices  in  honor  of  Mary,  they 
are  at  least  in  very  good  company. 

Seriously  speaking,  could  we  belieTe  without 
abjuring  reason,  and  every  moral  sense,  that  such 
men,  whose  lives  were  as  pure  and  holy  as  their 
ecclesiastical  knowledge  was  great  and  profound, 
would  have  sought  to  deceive  Christendom  after 
bavins:  first  deceived  themselves  ? 


AN  EXPLANATION  AND  DEFENSE  OP  THE 

CATBOLIO  DOOTEINE  OP  THE  SAC- 

EIPICE  OP  THE  MASS. 

by  clonpkrt. 

[coxtixtjed.] 
State  of  the  Controvekst. 

It  is  clear  that  there  are  only  three  lines  of 
opinion  open  on  the  question  of  the  Eucharistic 
offering.  Either  (a)  it  is  not  a  true  and  proper 
sacrifice ;  or  (b)  the  thing  offered  is  the  body  and 
blood  of  Christ ;  or  (c)  else  it  is  the  substance  of 
bread  and  wine. 

We  would  not  expect  to  find  the  adversaries  of 
the  Catholic  doctrine  holding  that  the  only  thing 
offered  is  (c)  the  substance  of  the  sacramental  ele- 
ments. Yet  some  few  have  put  forward  this  opin- 
ion ;  which  raises  up,  as  Saul  did  the  ghost  of 
Samuel,  the  ghost  of  that  "  system  of  shadows," 
which  according  to  so  many  amongst  them  haunts 
only  the  temples  of  the  Catholic  Church.  We  do 
not  believe,  however,  that  any  one  admitting 
Christ's  sacramental  presence  in  the  Lutheran,  or 
any  other  sense,  has  shared  this  notion,  which 
would  present  to  God  the  outward  shell  without 
the  reality  it  contains.* 

The  opinion  (a),  which  denies  altogether  the 
institution  and  the  existence  of  a  true  and  proper 
sacrifice  may  be  set  down  as  held  by  the  vast  ma- 
jority of  the  enemies  of  the  Mass.  It  is  the  cross- 
way  at  which  with  the  few  exceptions  just  men- 
tioned they  all  meet,  though  the  principles,  from 
which  they  start,  the  arguments  by  which  they 
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travel,  branch  -widelj  asunder.  Those  holding 
the  Zuinglian  and  Calriuistic  hypothesis  of  the 
presence  shut  out  the  sacrifice  chiefly,  because 
they  shut  out  the  body  and  blood  of  Christ  from 
"  The  Lord's  Supper."  But  those,  who  with  Lu- 
ther admit  the  Real  Presence  on  the  system  of 
Impanation,  sail  upon  another  tack :  they  deny 
the  sacrifice  chiefly  because  they  deny  its  divine 
institution.  But  all  these  opponents  unite  their 
forces  in  bearing  down  upon  the  Mass  on  that 
side,  on  which  the  champions  of  Catholic  truth 
defend  it  as  being  truly  propUiatary  for  sin.  They 
have  each  subsidiary  arguments  in  reserve,  which 
Ave  shall  hereafter  notice :  but  those  now  classi- 
fied are  the  strong  points  in  their  lines  of  attack. 

It  has  been  matter  of  astonishment  to  some 
that  those  admitting  the  reality  of  Christ's  sub- 
stantial presence  in  the  sacrament  at  the  same 
time  deny  the  reality  of  the  sacrifice ;  for  the  ad- 
mission of  the  one  seems  to  demand  the  admission 
of  the  other.  The  great  Bossuet  saw  this  and  re- 
duced the  whole  controversy  to  that,  of  which 
the  presence  is  the  center :  and  a  high  dignitary 
of  the  Anglican  Church  in  our  own  day  has  not 
feared  to  publish  to  the  world  that  "  if  we  admit 
the  Real  Presence  it  is  obvious  there  is  something 
in  the  sacrament  we  can  present  (in  sacrifice)  to 
God."  The  Real  Presence  is  then  the  foundation 
of  the  Catholic  doctrine.  That  presence  we  sup- 
pose in  the  present  essay  ;  and  in  truth  there  is 
no  dogma  more  clearly,  variously  and  emphatic- 
ally revealed  in  sacred  Scripture.  But  though 
the  arguments  we  shall  adduce  for  the  sacrifice 
prove  either  directly,  or  indirectly  the  Presence 
in  the  Catholic  sense,  yet  we  shall  not  now  con- 
sider them  in  relation  to  the  latter. 

There  are  a  few  points,  on  which  as  on  a  com- 
mon ground  Catholic  and  Protestant  writers  meet. 
Both  agree  that  the  Eucharistic  rite  is  in  some 
\fay  offered  to  honor  God,  to  thank  Him  for  the 
favors  He  has  bestowed  and  to  commemorate  the 
bloody  death  of  Christ.  They  agree  therefore 
that  it  is  one  way  or  other  a  Latrentic,  Eucha- 
ristic and  CominenuyratiTe  rite.  Excluding  these 
points  of  agreement  the  parts  of  Catholic  doctrine 
denied  by  the  opponents  of  the  Mass  may  be 
summed  up  under  the  two  following  heads: 

I.  In  the  Mass  is  offered  a  true  and  proper  sacri- 
fice, in  which  Christ  as  High-Priest  offers  His  hody 
and  His  blood  under  the  appearances  of  bread  and 
wine  hy  the  instrumentality  of  tlie  visible  priest  His 
delegate  and  represadative. 

n.  This  sacrifice  is  truly  propitiatory  for  the  liv- 
ing and  the  dead  by  appeasing  the  anger  of  Ood  for 


both  ;  and  by  obtaining  fur  the  dead,  who  hare  de- 
parted in  a  state  of  grace,  remission  of  the  temporal 
punishment  remaining  due  to  their  sins;  and  for 
the  living  not  only  remission  of  the  punishment  but 
of  the  sins  themsehes  as  tcell  as  all  other  temporal 
and  spiritual  blessings  of  ichieh  they  stand  in  need. 

We  might  here  call  upon  the  adversaries  of  the 
Mass  to  make  good  their  charges  against  it.  TJiey 
are  th^  innovators  :  a  worship  without  a  sacrifice 
was  a  thing  unknown  until  Columbus  like  "those 
bold  adventurers  on  the  ocean  of  religious  inqui- 
ry"(!)  discovered  the  new  world  of  belief  in  the 
fifteenth  century.  TJiey  are  tJte  aggressors :  the 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass  was  the  established  woi-ship 
of  the  Christian  world  when  they  rose  up  against 
it.  Possession  begets  presumption  in  religious  as 
in  civil  matters ;  and  to  question  the  propriety  of 
any  usage  prevailing  throughout  the  universal 
Church  is,  according  to  Saint  Augustine,  "a  mark 
of  the  most  insolent  folly !"  Justice  to  that  Church 
therefore,  whose  robe  they  have  endeavored  to 
rend  asunder,  justice  to  those  they  have  led  away 
from  the  green  pastures  and  sparkling  fountains 
of  life,  justice  to  the  common  Christianity  they 
profess  to  purify,  requires  them  to  make  good 
their  charges  against  the  worship  they  have  at- 
tacked. If  the  Catholic  can  turn  these  aside,  if 
he  can  meet  the  objections  put  forth,  then  the 
victory  is  his  and  the  Mass  is  vindicated. 

However  as  we  have  undertaken  to  prove  a» 
well  as  defend  the  Catholic  doctrine  we  now  pro- 
ceed to  redeem  our  promise.  We  shall  do  so  in 
the  order  in  which  it  was  made,  showing  firUly 
that  the  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  was  foreshadowed 
and  foretold  in  the  Old  Law,  and  secondly  that  it 
was  promised  and  afterwards  instituted  by  Christ 
and  spoken  of  by  the  Apostles  and  Ante-Nicene 
Fathers  as  an  usual  ordinance  of  the  New  Dis- 
pensation. Space  will  not  permit  us  to  examine 
all  those  passages  of  Scripture,  on  which  distinct 
arguments  may  be  built.  We  shall  choose  tico 
from  the  Old,  and  tioo  from  the  New  Testament : 
these  and  the  objections  of  the  adversary  will  fall 
in  together. 

We  lay  down  the  two  propositions  already 
stated  as  containing  the  heads  of  the  Catholic 
doctrine  on  this  subject ;  and  shall  prove  them 

separately.  [to  bb  continued.] 

«•■ 

The  consecration  of  Rt,  Rev.  Dr.  Lafleche  took 
place  on  Monday,  the  Fesist  of  St.  Matthias,  at  Three 
Rivers,  Canada  Bishop  Lynch,  accompanied  by 
Rev.  Father  Vincent,  Superior  of  St.  Michael's 
College,  attended. — Torordo  Freeman. 
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THE   WHITE   FEIAES;    OE,    MAEY  AND 
THE  ORDEE  OF  OITEAUX. 

BY  REV.    AXEXI8    RENOUX. 

[Copyright  Secured.] 
[COXTIKUED.] 

Among  the  noble  pilgrims  were  men  in  the  full 
vigor  of  life  ;  their  attitude  was  brave  and  coura- 
geous. Their  exterior  indicated  moral  courage, 
that  force  which  gives  the  habit  of  self  conqutst 
and  voluntary  suffering.  The  few  remaining  hairs 
of  their  heads  testified  to  the  number  of  campaigns 
that  had  already  been  carried  on  against  evil. 
The  lightning  of  8atan  had  many  a  time  essayed 
to  plow  with  wrinkles  deep  those  foreheads  of 
bronze ;  but  nothing  could  prevail  against  men 
who  had  placed  their  confidence  in  God.  They 
had  embraced  a  religious  life  at  the  age  when  the 
passions  are  the  strongest,  after  having  renounced 
the  world  and  sin.  The  desert  had  become  for 
them  their  haven  after  the  tempest,  or  while  the 
storm  raged. 

Ardent  and  generous  natures,  they  had  offered 
themselves  to  God  in  a  school  of  good-will.  They 
wished  to  belong  irrevocably  to  Him,  or  to  make 
themselves  victims  of  expiation  for  past  offences. 
Grace  from  on  high  had  sustained  them  on  their 
entering  the  arena ;  but  later  God  had,  apparently, 
been  simply  a  spectator  of  the  combat,  wishing  to 
give  them  an  opportunity  of  greater  merit. 

Regret  for  the  fleshpots  of  Egypt,  the  sting  of 
the  flesh,  vanity,  gluttony,  idleness,  had  many  a 
time  assailed  them.  The  enemy  often  vanquished 
returned  to  the  charge  with  renewed  rage  and 
fury.  With  them  nature  was  not  completely  dead, 
but  vanquished  and  subjected  to  the  yoke  of  rea- 
son and  faith. 

They  were,  indeed,  a  chosen  band  of  valiant 
soldiers.  He  who  had  chosen  them  for  the  good 
work,  had  a  steady  hand. 

Otho,  Reinardus,  Albericus,  had  already  dis- 
tinguished themselves  amid  the  chivalry  of  the 
age,  and  in  the  holy  army  of  Chnst.  How  beau- 
tiful is  the  modest  and  proud  gait  of  these  ath- 
letes !  They  march  resolutely  in  advance,  and 
never  look  back ;  they  spring  blindly  into  the  fu- 
ture which  their  fidelity  dimly  sees.  They  know 
that  the  Master  to  whom  they  swore  fidelity  on  the 
day  of  their  profession,  will  not  allow  Himself  to 
be  outdone  in  generosity.  Hope  in  God  in  their 
souls  is  in  a  state  of  certitude,  uniformly  sweet. 
Behind  these  come  the  youngest  monks.  I  stand 


with  plea.sure  before  these  seraphic  youths.  The 
candor  of  innocence  appears  on  their  foreheads ; 
their  timid  eyelids  shelter  the  gaze  that  has  never 
seen  evil,  and  is  as  pure  as  the  rays  of  the  sun.  A 
holy  modesty  slightly  colors  their  cheeks,  some- 
what paled  by  vigils  and  fasting. 

Those  lips  which  have  never  been  used  but  to 
call  a  mother,  to  invoke  Mary,  or  to  praise  the 
Lord  by  singing  the  Psalms  of  the  Prophet-King, 
always  keep  the  smile  of  peace  and  happiness. 
The  greater  number  of  these  youths  have  never 
lived  but  in  an  ideal  of  heaven,  and  this  is  ex- 
pressed by  all  their  actions.  They  might  be  styled 
walking  angels,  such  as  those  whose  beauty  is  de- 
picted, and  whose  care  and  good  offices  are  re- 
corded in  Holy  Writ.  The  tender  tone  which 
pervades  their  virginal  countenances  by  no  means 
excludes  the  idea  oi  strength,  which,  indeed,  is  an 
important  element  in  such  natures.  Ah,  yes ! 
they  have  need  of  energy  to  embrace  the  austeri- 
ty of  St.  Benedict's  rule,  and  to  follow  their  eld- 
ers in  the  paths  of  penance,  still  ruder  in  the 
place  whither  they  are  now  traveling. 

I  see  in  the  heart  of  Reginald,  of  Anselm,  of 
Cyril  and  of  Seraphine,  the  sweetness  of  the 
lamb  joined  to  the  simplicity  of  the  dove,  and  the 
powerful  virility  of  manhood.  Those  three  qual- 
ities found  in  perfect  fusion,  spread  an  unspeak- 
able charm  over  their  physiognomy.  1  hey  must, 
indeed,  ravish  the  blessed  spirits  of  whom  they 
seem  to  be  the  earthly  tenements.  In  them  the 
gaiety  of  youth  is  sweetly  allied  with  religious 
gravity — the  carelessness  of  twenty  with  the  pre- 
occupation of  the  Christian  who  knows  he  is  im- 
mortal ! 

You  might  have  perceived  them  exchanging 
signs  of  intelligence  with  each  other.  This 
childish  distraction  was  natural  at  their  age ;  but 
it  was  the  affair  of  a  moment,  and  they  soon  as- 
sumed the  grave  mien  of  their  elders. 

Then  they  occupied  their  minds  with  holy 
thoughts ;  their  lively  imngination  free  from  the 
gross  suggestions  of  the  senses,  mounted  heaven- 
ward, and  bounded  in  the  immense  regions  of  the 
supernatural,  like  the  hart  of  the  forest. 

It  runs  with  joyful  heart,  and  flies  like  the 
butterfly,  to  all  the  flowers  of  Paradise.  The 
heart,  most  loving  because  it  has  never  loved  with 
a  carnal  love,  finds  Jesus.  It  converses  with  Him 
in  cordial  and  familiar  outpouring.  Such  must 
have  been  the  companions  of  the  divine  youth  of 
Nazareth,  who  accompanied  Him  to  the  Syna- 
gogue, or  in  the  evening  walk  along  the  paths  of 
the  village. 
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The  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  Lady  of  their  thoughts 
and  of  their  hearts'  affections;  to  her  mounts 
up  a  great  part  of  that  innocent  love  whicli  is  the 
life  of  youth  ijreserved.  They  invoke  her  by  all 
the  titles  of  friend,  of  sister,  of  dearest  mother. 
The  most  charming  realities  of  nature — the  lily 
of  the  valley,  the  hill  side  rose,  the  violet  of  the 
heath,  the  ever-green  pine — are  symbols  which 
speak  incessantly  to  them  of  the  chosen  Maid  of 
Israel. 

Two  of  these  pilgrims  might  be  called  children 
of  solitude;  from  their  most  tender  years  they 
had  been  brought  up  in  the  monastery.  At  the 
age  of  three  or  four  years  they  had  been  offered 
on  the  altar  as  a  gift  to  the  Lord.  A  Sponsor  had 
answered  for  them  at  that  sacrifice.  The  rule  of 
St.  Benedict  authorizes  such  oblations;  it  even 
goes  into  the  details  of  the  ceremonies  which  must 
accompany  the  offering. 

The  education  which  those  sons  of  the  cloister 
had  received  was  entirely  mystic  They  had  been 
formed,  not  to  become  soldiers  of  an  earthly  king- 
dom, but  to  be  one  day  the  elect  of  the  heavenly 
Jerusalem.  They  knew  not  the  civil  relations 
of  the  world,  seeing  in  all  men  their  brothers 
in  Christ  Jesus. 

What  they  knew  of  nature  only  seemed  to  make 
them  think  of  their  true  home  in  heaven.  From 
earth  to  heaven  —  such  is  the  limit  of  their  ideas, 
the  end  of  their  actions.  It  is  true,  then,  to  say 
that  the  life  of  these  pious  monks  is  a  perpetual 
pilgrimage,  a  continual  ascension  up  ihc  Holy 
Mount,  where  dwell  Jesus,  His  Mother,  and  the 
angels  and  saints. 

The  lively  faith  of  our  young  ccnobites  carried 
on  continual  relations  of  friendship  with  the 
blessed  spirits.  They  put  themselves  under  the 
protection  of  the  most  sympathetic,  with  their 
simple  imagination,  and  thus  they  form  an  an- 
gelic family  which  for  them  replaces  the  paternal 
roof.  In  the  dangers  of  the  heart,  in  the  interior 
tempests  which  the  evil  spirits  and  the  instincts 
of  a  fallen  nature  raise  at  times,  in  their  souls, 
they  implore  with  fervor  the  aid  of  their  super- 
natural brethren. 

With  what  sentiments  did  they  leave  the  Mon- 
astery of  St.  Peter's?  Doubtless  they  felt  some 
sorrow  at  deserting  the  cradle  of  their  monastic 
life,  that  dear  nest  in  which,  warmed  by  the  love 
of  JefUS  who  protected  them,  by  the  affection  of 
a  good  father,  and  of  the  Master  of  Novices,  the 
Mother  of  new-  religious,  they  had  spent  two  or 
three  years  in  unspeakable  happiness,  even  amid 
the  rude  labors  of  the  field,  even  under  the  heavy 


burdens  of  the  forest.  They  regretted,  too, 
those  friends  with  whom  they  were  most  intimate, 
beside  whom  they  loved  to  labor,  and  whose  me- 
lodious voices  rendered  the  singing  of  the  praises 
of  God  still  more  pleasing  to  their  ear.  But  as 
for  the  kind  of  life,  the  rule,  the  religious  practi- 
ces, they  know  that  wherever  they  may  be  they 
will  have  the  same  to  observe.  They  will  assist 
the  priest  in  the  ceremonies ;  present  incense,  and 
the  wine  and  water  for  the  Sacrifice.  They  will 
chant  in  the  choir  the  responses,  the  antiphons,  and 
will  entone  the  p?alms.  On  great  feasts  they 
will  read  the  first  lessons  of  the  office. 
[to  be  continued.] 


THE  SECOND  DOLOE : 
The  riiglit  into  Egypt. 

The  fruitful  River  slides  along; 

The  Conqueror's  City  glitters  nigh  ; 
The  Palm-groves  ring  with  dance  and  song; 

Earth  trembles,  crimsoned  from  the  sky. 

Far  down  the  sunset  lonely  stands 

Some  temple  of  a  bygone  age, 
Slow  setting  into  sea-like  sands. 

Long  served  with  prayer  and  pilgrimage. 

Here  ruled  the  Shepherd-Kings,  and  they 
That  race  from  Sun  and  Moon  which  drew 

The  unending  lines  of  Priestly  sway  ; 
Here  Alexan«;er's  standard  flevv. 

Here  last  the  great  Caesarian  star 

Through  Egypt's  sunset  flashed  its  beam, 

While  pealed  the  Roman  trump  afar. 
And  Earth's  first  Empire  like  a  dream 

Dissolved.    But  who  are  they — the  Three 
That  pierce,  thus  late,  yon  desert  wide  ? 

The  Babe  is  on  His  Mother's  knee ; 
Low-bent  an  old  Man  walks  beside 

What  say'st  thou,  Egypt  ?     "  Let  them  come  ! 

Of  such  as  little  note  I  keep 
As  of  the  least  of  flies  that  hum 

Above  my  deserts,  or  my  deep !" 

— Aubrey  De  Vere. 

The  Catholic  Standard  announces  the  return  of 
Father  Passaglia  to  better  sentiments  than  those 
which  have  animated  him  for  some  years  past. 
Cur  readers  know  that  the  learned  Theologian 
left  Rome  some  years  ago  to  give  the  weight  of 
his  influence  to  the  party  of  Cavour. 

He  had  written  so  well  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
that  we  are  not  at  all  surprised  at  his  conversion. 
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OUR  LADY  OF  THE  CHAINS. 
A  Legecd  of  the  Fcurteentli  Century. 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'AiiplUy  ] 
[continued] 

III. 

James  found  two  armod  men  on  tbe  tliresliold, 
who  conveyed  liim  to  prison.  All  the  servants  of 
the  Zihelli  were  brought  in  successively.  We 
shall  not  give  their  examinations,  which  only  con- 
firmed the  declarations  of  James.  We  shall  con- 
tent ourselves  with  extracting  from  the  procen-verb- 
al  of  the  inquest,  the  depositions  of  the  valet  of 
Robert. 

"  Your  name  f " 

"John." 

"Yoiirage?" 

"Forty-live  years." 

"You  wait  on  Robert  Zibclli?" 

"  For  the  last  six  years." 

"  You  were  in  the  house  on  the  fifteenth  of  last 
July?" 

"  It  was  I  who  set  the  table,  and  waited  at  sup- 
per on  the  gentlemen." 

"At  what  time  did  that  supper  commence?" 

"Towards  three  hours  after  midnight." 

"Do  you  know  for  what  motive  this  meal  took 
place  so  late?" 

"Assuredly:  it  was  because  Signer  Joseph  did 
not  come  till  that  hour." 

"Why  not?" 

"  He  had  been  kept  at  his  warehouse  by  long 
and  dilHcu It  accounts." 

"  Was  his^N'ite  not  with  him?" 

"  The  Signora  Antonio  was  sick,  and  did  not 
left  her  room." 

"  Did  his  two  brothers  wait  for  him  without  im- 
patience ?"  I 

"  We  had  theiionor  to  be  admitted  to  the  royal 
hunt :  we  were  witigued,  and  my  master  went  to 
sleep  on  his  bed." 

"Did  you  go  toythe  court  with  him?" 

"I  always  have  accompanied  him." 

"  Were  you  present  with  him  at  the  hunt  ?" 

"Who  else  should  have  waited  on  Signor 
Robert?" 

"In  what  disposition  of  mind  was  he?" 

"  Ah !  we  court  people  are  alw.ays  ready  to  take 
diversions  when  they  present  themselves." 

"Had  he  nothing  upon  his  mind?" 

"  He  sought  to  eclipse  all  the  nobility  by  his 
address  and  good  manners ;  and  he  succeeded  in  at- 
tracting the  attention  of  His  Majesty." 


"Lord  Dogliano  was  also  of  the  party:  did 
they  meet  ?" 

"The  Lord  Jlinistcr  saluted  us  with  a  fmilc, 
and  did  not  disdain  to  converse  with  us  for  a 
long  time." 

"  Can  you  repeat  their  conversation  ?" 

"The  Lord  Minister  informed  himself  concern- 
ing our  health,  then  he  obligingly  offered  to  em- 
ploy all  his  influence  in  our  behalf,  whenever  we 
should  have  need  ot  his  support." 

"  What  relations  had  your  master  with  the  late 
minister." 

"  The  best  in  the  world.  The  Count  unceasing- 
ly gave  us  marks  of  his  high  protection." 

"  Did  Robert  never  reproach  him  ?" 

"  On  what  matter?  We  have  had  nothing  bat 
what  we  should  praise  from  the  goodness  of  the 
lord  minister." 

"Did  this  complaisance  surprise  you?" 

"Not  at  all.  We  have  not  at  court  the  same 
ideas  as  townspeople,  and  fur  from  foolishly  tly- 
ing  the  the  favor  of  the  minister,  we  made  it  the 
foundation  and  the  base  of  our  coming  greatness." 

"On  returning  home,  what  did  Robert  do?" 

"We  had  been  on  horseback  all  day;  we  were 
very  tired.  After  we  had  partaken  of  a  collation 
he  went  to  his  room,  and  threw  himself  on  his 
bed." 

"  How  long  did  he  remain  there?" 

"  Until  about  three  hours  afti-r  midnight." 

"Did  you  enter  his  room  whilst  he  slept?" 

"The  Signor  Joseph  had  forbidden  that  he 
should  be  waked  before  supper  time." 

"He  forbade  this?" 

"Expressly,  and  as  I  was  tired  myself  I  took 
good  care  not  to  disobey." 

"Did  y<m  go  to  sleep  also?" 

"I  had  nothing  that  obliged  me  to  wait  up, 
and  happily  Signor  Joseph  arrived  very  late." 

"  Your  master  might  have  arisen,  I  imagine,  and 
even  have  gone  out  of  the  house,  without  having 
need  of  your  services?" 

"Assuredly.  But  who  would  have  called  him 
out  of  doors  ?" 

"  Was  it  you  who  gave  notice  of  the  arrival  of 
his  brother?" 

"No,  my  lord,  he  came  down  himself" 

"  Where  were  you  then  ?" 

"  I  had  just  renewed  the  candles  in  the  chande- 
lier, and  I  was  in  the  dining-ro«jm." 

"  What  did  he  bay  to  you  ?" 

"  He  yawned  first,  tlien  he  asked  me :  '  Has  no 
one  come  yet ;  what  time  is  it  then  ?]^ 

"  And  what  did  you  answer  hhrf^'  ♦■-"C^ 
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"  They  are  not  far  off,  certainly ;   it  is  three 

o'clock  in  the  morning." 

"  V7hat  did  he  do  then  ?" 

"  He  yawned  again,  and  stretched  himself  upon 

a  chair." 

"Did  he  seem  to  be  reallj  just  come  from  his 

bed?" 

"  And  from  where  else  should  he  have  come  ?" 

"How  was  the  table  set?" 

"  As  at  court ;  I  had  presided  myself  over  the 
arrangement  of  dishes." 

"  Did  Joseph  make  them  wait  long  ?" 

"  Scarcely  had  my  master  ceased  speaking,  when 
the  house  resounded  with  three  strokes  of  the 
knocker,  and  the  Signor  appeared  the  next  mo- 
ment on  the  threshold  of  the  hall." 

"How  did  they  greet  each  other?" 

"  Like  brothers.    Signor  Robert  arose  and  they 

embraced." 

♦•  Did  not  Joseph  explain  the  cause  of  his  delay?" 

"  The  eldest  of  the  family  is  not  obliged  to  give 
an  account  of  his  actions  to  any  one." 

"  Did  the  lady  come  down  to  supper  ?" 

"No,  and  when  I  went  to  call  her  she  answered 
me  by  one  of  her  maids,  that  she  was  still  suffer- 
ing too  much." 

"  You  have  not  spoken  yet  of  Angelo :  was  he 
also  sick  ?" 

"  I  do  not  think  so ;  and  that  was  the  first  ques- 
tion that  Signor  Joseph  asked.  My  master  an- 
swered :  '  I  suppose  that  he  is  studying,  unless  he 
has  fallen  asleep  over  his  books.'  " 

"Do  you  know,  in  fact,  where  he  was?" 

"  I  follow  the  footsteps  of  my  master,  but  I  do 
not  know  what  Signor  Angelo  is  doing." 

"  Justice  is  discreet fear  nothing.    Explain 

yourself  entirely." 

"  I  do  not  really  know  where  Signor  Angelo 
goes.  He  is  young :  he  might  have  been  at  some 
tavern." 

"What!  so  late?" 

"  I  have  heard  it  said  in  private,  that  he  some- 
times passes  the  whole  night  out  of  the  house." 

"  And  do  his  brothers  permit  it  ?" 

"  They  do  not  know  it.  Angelo  escapes  in  si- 
lence by  the  garden." 

"  That  evening,  at  least,  should  not  they  have 
kept  their  eyes  open  ?" 

"  Yes ;  after  a  few  moments  of  expectation,  he 
rushed  into  the  middle  of  the  hall,  pale,  disordered, 
trembling,  and  crying  out :  '  Save  me.' " 

"He  was,  perhaps,  fleeing  from  some  danger?" 

"'They  took  me  for  a  thief,'  continued  he,  'and 
pursued  me.  Stop  them  from  coming  in — they 
will  kill  me i'" 


"  This  language  was  very  singular :  what  did 
you  conclude  from  it?" 

"Xothing;  it  is  not  my  business  to  judge  my 
master." 

"  Speak  !  speak  !  your  sincerity  may  enlighten 
justice." 

"  Angelo  is  a  handsome  and  wild  scholar.  They 
say  that  a  certain  great  lady  takes  a  great  inter- 
est in  him". 

"Do  you  know  the  name  of  this  great  lady?" 

"  No ;  for  Angelo,  though  his  tongue  is  other- 
wise light  enough,  maintains  an  impenetrable  si- 
lence on  this  subject." 

"  Did  not  his  brothers  question  him  on  the  event 
of  the  evening  ?" 

"My  master  asked  him  by  whom  he  could 
have  been  pursued.  'They  are  more  than  a 
hundred,'  continued  Angelo,  'who  exclaimed, 
running :  '  It  is  he !  arrest  him !'  I  was  a  few 
steps  in  advance,  and  to  prove  to  them  I  was  not 
a  thief,  I  threw  them  my.  purse.  While  they  were 
amusing  themselves  by  picking  it  up,  I  arrived  at 
the  postern  of  the  gardens.'  Signor  Robert  re- 
marked that  he  had  lost  his  poniard  also.  'Ah ! 
yes,' answered  he,  'I  drew  it  while  approaching 
the  man,  I  let  it  fall  in  my  flight.'" 

"  Is  not  all  of  this  mysterious  ?" 

"  He  explained,  then,  that  he  had  heard  calls 
for  help  ;  he  had  run  to  the  spot,  and  had  seen 
three  unknown  persons  running  away.  He  tried 
to  see  the  man  who  had  j  ust  been  assassinated, 
but  as  he  heard  threats  from  the  neighboring 
windows,  and,  as  he  was  taken  for  a  murderer,  he 
feared  the  misunderstanding  of  justice,  and  t  jok 
himself  off."  ' 

"  And  who  was  the  victim  ?" 

"  We  have  learned  since  then  that  it  was  Count 
Dogliano." 

"  What  effect  did  this  story  produce  upon  the 
brothers  ?" 

"At  first  Signor  Joseph  sei^ely  blamed  his 
brother  for  his  levity,  and  foroade  him  for  the 
future  to  go  out  after  night-fall." 

"  What  demeanor  did  they  observe  during  sup- 
per ?" 

"  Signor  Robert  endeavored  to  enliven  the  con- 
versation, and  he  succeeded,  for  he  is  witty." 

"  The  Lady  Antonia  did  not  come  to  supper : 
was  her  sickness  real  or  pretended  ?" 

"  She  is  of  a  delicate  and  sickly  constitution, 
and  as  for  the  rest,  I  was  not  able  to  see  her.  It 
is  to  be  supposed  that  she  had  reasons  for  not 
coming  to  supper,  since  it  was  her  birthday  that 
was  celebrated." 

[to  BK  CONTHnjBD.] 
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THE  ANGEL  AND  THE  PLOWERS. 

BY  UNA. 

There's  a  legend  quaint  and  olden 

That  the  children  love  to  hear, 
When  the  sunny- faced  spring  daisies 

On  the  grassy  slopes  appear. 
'Tis  that  when  good  little  children 

Have  been  called  from  earth  away, 
Each  is  carried  by  its  angel 

Where  in  life  it  loved  to  play. 
And  the  swift-winged  angel,  stooping 

Over  hedge  and  hillock  green, 
Culls  a  handful  of  sweet  flowers 

For  his  bright  celestial  Queen. 
As  one  eve  an  angel  carried 

A  sweet  infant  spirit  home, 
After  all  their  flowers  were  gathered, 

Still  they  lingered  in  the  gloom. 
And  a  narrow  street  they  entered 

At  the  hazy  twilight's  close. 
Where,  half  crushed  and  torn  and  faded, 

Lay  a  simple  forest  rose. 
"  Poor,  pale  blossom,"  said  the  angel, 

"  We  will  carry  it  on  high. 
And  while  heavenward  we  are  soaring. 

Little  one,  I'll  tell  you  why." 
Then  the  child  looked  smiling  upward. 

Opening  wide  his  dreamy  eyes. 
Waiting  for  the  promised  story 

As  tl^ll^oatcd  through  the  skies  ; 
While  in  sweet  low  tones  the  angel 

Told  how  "  In  a  dwelling  drear, 
A  poor,  sickly  boy,  a  cripple, 

Dwelt  for  many  a  weary  year. 
He  had  never  seen  a  forest. 

Never  heard  the  glad  birds  sing. 
Never  wandered  'mong  the  meadows 

In  the  green  and  flowery  spring. 
So  he  sat  from  morn  till  even 

In  his  lone  and  dreary  room, 
Happy  when  a  few  stray  sunbeams 

Like  gold  arrows  pierced  the  gloom. 
But  one  day  this  flower  was  brought  him. 

And  he  tended  it  with  joy ; 
And  for  years  'twas  bower  and  garden 

For  the  little  sickly  boy. 
Very  dearly  did  he  love  it, 

And  it  is  for  having  given 
To  that  lonely  child  such  pleasure. 


We  are  taking  it  to  heaven." 
"  But  how  do  you  know  this  story  ?" 

Asked  the  boy.    The  angel  smiled. 
Clasped  the  faded  flower,  and  answered : 

"  I  was  once  that  crippled  child." 
In  a  moment  more  the  brightness 

Of  God's  presence  round  them  shone. 
And  the  angel  with  his  burden 

Knelt  before  the  Father's  throne. 
Then  the  blessed  Saviour  kindly 

Kissed  the  child,  and  bade  him  soar 
Mid  the  throngs  of  happy  spirits 

That  surround  him  evermore. 
Next  the  flower-laden  angel 

Low  at  Mary's  feet  bent  down. 
Begging  her  to  choose  a  blossom 

For  her  radiant  starry  crown. 
And  that  gentle,  loving  mother 

Smiling  bowed  her  queenly  head, 
And  took  up  the  withered  flower 

That  was  scentless  pale  and  dead. 
Many  others  there  were  fairer. 

But  she  chose  this  for  the  joy 
That  on  earth  it  oft  had  given 

To  the  little  crippled  boy. 
Like  that  rose,  the  little  children 

Are  to  God  and  Mary  dear 
For  the  joys  they  shed  around  them 

And  the  lonely  hearts  they  cheer. 


"THEOLA;  A  TALE  OF  EARLY  TIMES." 

BY  MARIAPniLOS. 

CHAPTER  I.— The  Message  to  Rome. 

The  Eternal  City  !  What  emotions  are  excited 
by  that  name ;  what  pictures  of  the  past ;  what 
lights  and  shadows ;  gloomy  yet  magnificent  in 
her  Paganism ;  melting  the  heart  into  tears  before 
the  crimson  page  of  the  blessed  martyrs ;  elevat- 
ing the  soul  at  the  contemplation  of  the  undying 
spirit  of  truth  that  has  held  her  in  existence  while 
the  hand  of  Time  has  crushed  into  oblivion  the 
mightiest  states  and  empires.  Glorious  Rome ! 
mother  of  a  two  fold  destiny, — once  mistress  of 
the  material  world;  now  Empress  of  the  soul ! 

It  was  the  year  202 — Severus,  Emperor  and 
Pontifex  Maximus.  For  the  first  seven  years  of 
his  reign  this  monarch  had  treated  the  Church 
as  favorably  as  his  immediate  predecessors.  Corn- 
modus  and  Pertinax.  But,  through  the  wiles  and 
malice  of  evil  counselors,  this  favorable  state  of 
affairs  came  to  an  end,  and  a  most  bloody  and 
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rek'Titlrss  pfrs(Cution  raged  wherever  n  Chrihthm 
could  1)0  found. 

The  summer  moon  was  shining  in  silvery  beauty 
out  of  the  cloudless  depths  of  an  Italian  sky  down 
upon  the  mighty  city.  The  airy,  lluted  pillars — 
the  splendid  porticoes — the  superb  statuary  and 
imposing  majesty  of  the  Capitol  overlooked  the 
seat  of  empire  and  seemed  as  if  it  were  some  fairy 
creation  thrown  into  the  midnight  air  to  catch 
the  soft  tflFalgence  of  the  lonely  orb  of  night. 
The  long  rows  of  arches — the  noble  streets — the 
palaces,  baths,  temples  and  monuments  —  the 
•wealth  of  this  world  strewed  around  in  sculj}- 
tured  beauty, — all  spoke  of  the  grandeur  and 
power  of  sleeping  Rome.  It  was  a  grand  scene — 
a  scene  of  peace  and  quiet,  undisturbed  except  by 
the  melancholy  challenge  of  the  night  patrol  or 
the  deep  mouthed  bay  of  the  watch-dog. 

Alas!  that  such  a  fair  exterior  should  cover 
such  guilt  and  wickedness ;  CJ  imcs  and  every  enor- 
mity were  there — there  in  their  hideousness — 
there  in  their  awful  deformity — the  .'^courge  and 
degradation  of  proud  Rome.  For  the  pure  light, 
that  looked  like  God's  benison,  shone  upon  pa- 
gan revel  ling  and  luxurious  banquets — ujion  pleas- 
ant gardens  that  hid  crimes  without  a  name — 
upon  exquisite  statuary  that  told  the  tale  of  Ro- 
man obscenity — upon  pagan  gods  and  their  im- 
pure worship — and  more  brightly  than  all,  it 
shone  "pon  dungeons  and  prisons  where  bleeding 
Chris-tians  maimed  and  worn  with  torture,  sighed 
for  the  hour  that  a  pagan  hand  would  free  them 
forever. 

Though  nearly  an  hour  after  midnight,  the  si- 
lence of  an  obscure  street  was  broken  by  the  foot- 
steps of  two  men  seemingly  inti  nt  on  some  im- 
portant affair;  one  was  tall  and  of  large  propor- 
tions, with  a  long  stride  and  swinging  gait;  the 
other,  small,  weary  looking  and  of  cat  like  mo- 
tion ;  as  the  latter  trotted  or  rather  shuffled  along 
by  the  side  of  his  huge  companion,  there  was 
something  in  his  appearance  that  bespoke  a  char- 
acter of  deceit  and  cunning  combined.  They 
seemed  to  be  an  ill  assorted  pair,  for  the  large 
man  would  turn  from  time  t<)  time,  and  growl 
his  dissatisfaction  at  the  lagging  jjace  of  the  cow- 
ering creature  at  his  elbow. 

"May  J  up  ter  confound  the  fellow!"  muttered 
the  giant,  "to  bring  a  man  from  bed  at  this 
hour  of  the  night.  If  I  were  not  under  orders  I'd 
shake  the  varlet  till  he'd  wish  to  exchange  jilace 
with  a  drowned  puppy  !" 

ilis  c  >mpiinion  did  not  hear,  or  pretended  not 
to  hear  this  polifcij  sjUloqu}',  but  pressed  silently 
and  bteudily  on. 


"Well,  master, — eh?  •what's  your  name  ?"  com- 
menced the  large  man. 

"  Raucus,"  answered  the  man,  in  a  sharp,  grat- 
ing voice  that  tallied  very  well  with  his  name. 

"  Well,  master  Raucus,"  he  continued,  "  are  you 
still  determined  to  make  your  i)lea  before  his 
high  and  mighty  Emperorship;  are  •youV" 

"Softly,  softly,  good  sir; — speak  not  so  loudly, 
the  very  stones  carry  an  evil  word  spoken  of  the 
divine  Emperors,  -whom  may  the  gods  preserve," 
interrupted  Rancus,  looking  about  cautiously,  as 
he  pronounced  his  benediction  with  a  great  dis- 
jjlay  of  fervor. 

"  O  Jove,  Juno,  Vulcan  &  Co^  hear  the  man. 
Friend  Raucus,  thou'rt  a  Gaul,  and  I  excuse  thee 
But  a  word  in  thine  ear:  hast  ever  heard  of  the 
Prajtorian  Guard?" 

"  Ye  ye.s,  noble  sir,  I  have,  somewhat,"  answered 
Raucus,  with  a  perceptible  start. 

"  Humph,  somewhat,"  said  the  large  man,  with 
a  contemptuous  echo  of  Raucus'  voice."  "  Pray, 
how  run  thy  feelings  respecting  them  ?" 

"  I — I — that  is, — in  fact,  respected  sir,  I  have  not 
formed  any  opinion  as  yet ;  a  stranger,  you  know, 
and  without  grounds  to — " 

"Bah!"  interrupted  the  querist,  " I  hate  shuf- 
flers. Wild,  turbulent  men — unworthy  citizens — 
anarchists,  revolutionists,  eh?  Come,  what  say- 
est  thou  V" 

"  Most  noble  sir,  I — I  am  really  so  confused," 
replied  Raucus,  humbly.  He  was  in  a  state  of 
great  perptxity.  His  companion  might  be  one 
of  the  terrible  legionaries.  If  he  spoke  against 
them,  all  was  over  with  him.  If  he  spoke  in  Av 
vor  of  them,  how  did  he  know  bu|^iat  the  man 
at  his  side  was  an  official  in  the  Eii^reror's  palace, 
and  all  the  world  knew  the  Praetorians  were  not 
palatable  in  that  quarter.  Whilst  casting  a  side- 
ling glance  at  his  companion  to  sec  the  effect  of 
his  words,  his  eye  fell  upon  a  silver  eagle  at- 
tached to  a  breast-plate  of  scaled  bronze.  He  de- 
termined to  uphold  the  Prajtorians. 

"  Honored,  sir,"  he  exclaimed,  at  length,  with  a 
desperate  attempt  at  a  display  of  rapture,  which 
he  was  far  from  feeling;  "tell  me,  have  I — have 
I  the  honor  of  speaking  with  one  of  the  Pneto- 
rians?"  As  he  concluded,  he  darted  forth  a  thin, 
wizened  hand,  with  the  intention  of  grasping  his 
compani<m's,  but  the  latter  quickly  drew  his  n)il- 
itary  cloak  more  closely  around  his  arms,  and  so 
escaped  the  threatened  contact. 

"  Hasta ;  but  thou  hast,  and  a  decurion,  too," 
answered  the  soldier.  "  When  thou  wert  stumb- 
ling through  the  streets  to-night  as  helpless  as  a 
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ship  wit liout  a  rudder,  and  when  the  Furies  led 
thee  to  knock  thy  head  against  our  quarters, 
didst  thou  not  notice  tlie  martial  bearing  of  the 
inmates?  Dost  thou  ever  think  there  could  be 
such  men  in  the  empire  as  the  Praetorians  V" 

"Indeed,  honored  decurion,  I  did  truly  knock 
my  poor,  stupid  head  against  the  gates  which  did 
most  wofully  interfere  with  my  powers  of  obser- 
vit'on.  But  now  th  it  tliou  ha-t  recalled  the  sub- 
jcL't,  methinks  I  did  see  a  most  martial  bearing 
and  warlike  deportment  amongst  the  brave  gen- 
tlemen." 

"  Ah,  ha,  thoa  art  a  deep  one,"  said  the  decu- 
rion, "but  enongh  of  this.  Tell  me,  what  is  thy 
business  in  Rome  ?  Thou  didst  mention  some 
pie  I  that  thm  hadst  to  urge  before  the  Emperor. 
What  is  it  ?" 

Raucus  drew  nearer  to  the  soldier,  and  hissed, 
rather  th&n  spoke : 

"The  Christians!" 

"  So  that's  it,  eh  ?"  exclaimed  the  decurion, 
"seeking  for  spoils  and  blood.  Now,  look  here, 
master  Raucus,  I  can  strike  down  my  enemy  in 
battle,  where  every  thing  is  fair,  and  take  my 
share  of  the  booty  afterwards ;  but  this  sneaking, 
cowardly  stabbing  of  men  in  the  dark,  I  detest. 
I  was  thinking,"  he  concluded,  with  ill  concealed 
disgust,  "  you  were  one  of  the  tribe  of  informers." 

"  Now,  thou  dost  me  manifest  injustice,  honest 
sir,"  replied  Raucus.  "  I  have  a  tender  heart ; — 
(the  decurion  gave  a  portentous  grunt) — a  very 
tender  heart,  and  were  it  not  for  the  love  I  bear 
my  country,  and  the  divine  emperor,  whose  inter- 
ests I  make  my  own,  I  would  not  say  one  word 
that  might  injiure  the  poorest  creature.  My  sense 
of  justice  is  very  strong, — indeed,  my  old  school- 
master, Balbus,  held  me  up  as  a  model  for  imita- 
tion, and  far  from  loving  to  see  blood  shed,  I 
well  remember  how  one  night  I  could  not  taste 
my  evening  meal,  after  having  witnessed  the  con- 
tortions of  a  caterpillar  upon  which  I  had  inad- 
vertently placed  my  foot;  Oh,  if  you  knew  me, 
sir,  you  would  say  I  have  a  tender  heart." 

As  the  decurion  deigned  nothing  further  than 
a  significant  "  humph"  to  this  laudatory  strain, 
Raucus  continued : — 

"  You  sec,  my  friend,  I  do  not  dislike  the 
Christians,  as  Christians,  but  rather  am  opposed 
to  them  because  they  are  seditious  persons  and 
ill  affected  to  the  state.  Oh,  if  you  knew  them 
as  well  as  I  do,  you  would  not  shake  your  head. 
Only  think,  just  before  I  left  Lyons, — (I  belong 
to  that  city) — I  was  advised  of  a  formidable  con- 
spiracy against  the  constituted  authorities,  from 


which  calamity  may  the  gods  defend  us.  More- 
over  " 

"Enongh  of  that  —  basta  !  no  more  of  thy  ly- 
ing tale!"  roared  the  honest  decurion.  "I  respect 
the  guds  as  much  as  any  man,  but  if  the  whole 
pack  of  divinities  came  down  from  Olympus?, 
and  told  me  tiiat  the  old  men,  and  weak  girls 
and  little  children,  aye,  and  good  soldiers  too, 
wV.om  I  see  dragged  to  prison  or  execution  every 
day,  were  conspirators,  I'd  say  :  '  Jupiter,  or  Juno, 
or  whoever  you  may  be,  your  word  may  be  good 
on  Mount  Olympus,  but  mchercule !  it  sounds 
very  much  like  lying  to  me !' " 

Raucus  was  struck  dumb  at  this  outburst: 
"Thou  art  a  deep  knave,  good  Raucus,  and  cun- 
ning withal ;  but  tell  me,  what  have  these  Chris- 
tians done  against  the  state ; — canst  answer  me  ? 
Ha !  thou  art  as  much  non  plussed  as  the  mouth- 
ing orator  the  other  day  in  the  Forum.  He 
was  bawling  oiit  to  the  mob  that  the  Christians 
were  this,  and  the  Christians  were  that :  where- 
upon some  malicious  imp  in  the  crowd  asked  him 
to  relate  what  the  miserable  fellows  had  done. 
Ye  gods !  what  a  scene  !  The  ass  stopijcd  his 
confounded  bray  instanter." 

Hereupon  the  speaker  set  up  a  laugh  that  awoke 
a  thousand  echoes  in  the  neighboring  lanes  and 
alleys. 

Ere  the  last  echo  had  died  away,  the  two  men 
arrived  before  a  magnificent  building,  which 
seemed  as  if  it  were  an  epitome  of  all  that  art 
and  boundless  wealth  had  done  for  Rome.  From 
every  window  brilliant  lights  shone,  although  it 
was  past  midnight.  As  they  approached,  the 
sound  of  music  came  faintly  from  within,  which 
was  interrupted  occasionally  by  mingled  shouts 
of  applause  and  laughter. 

"  What  place  is  that  ?  What  isihe  meaning  of 
this  grand  celebration?"  asked  Raucus,  breathless 
with  astonishment. 

"The  place  is  the  Emperor's  palce — the  cele- 
bration ! — bah  !  you  are  but  a  Gaul — the  affair  is 
of  nightly  occurrence.  A  word  in  thine  ear, 
friend :  this  is  the  way  the  divine  emperors  gov- 
ern the  empire.  I've  l)rought  thee  to  the  palace ; 
my  task  is  done  ;  farewell ! 

Before  Raucus  could  speak  a  word  of  expostu- 
lation, the  decurion  plunged  into  a  side  street  and 
disappeared. 

"I  would  like  to  know  that  rascal's  name," 
muttered  Raucus,  pale  with  vexation.  "If  he's 
not  a  Christian,  he's  disposed  to  be  one." 

At  this  moment  a  deep,  strong  voice,  spoke,  al- 
most at  his  elbow  : 
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"  Raucus  of  Lyons,  beware  of  revenge  I 
stings  tlic  heart  that  cherishes  it !" 

On  the  point  of  screaming  with  terror  the  em- 
issary was  about  to  fly  from  the  spot,  when  he  ob- 
served a  soldier  approaching  him  from  the  palace 
gate. 

"  What  dost  thou  here  ?"  asked  the  guard. 

"  I  seelc  speech  of  the  emperor,"  answered  Rau- 
cus, trembling. 

"  Follow  me,"  replied  the  soldier. 

And  as  they  disappeared  within  the  gates,  a 
short,  stout  figure  emerged  from  a  cellar  close  at 
hand  and  passed  rapidly  down  the  street. 
[to  be  continued.] 


LITTLE  JOSEY. 


[continued.] 
CHAPTER  III.— The  Chimes. 

I  said  that  it  was  Christmas  eve.  All  the  bells 
■were  ringing  their  loudest  peals  and  sweetest 
chimes  for  very  joy  at  the  coming  of  Jesus.  They 
sang  of  His  birth  in  the  stable,  and  how  lie  came 
into  the  world  for  the  humble  and  the  poor, — for 
those  who  suffer  and  those  who  mourn ;  how  for 
love  of  us  He  died  on  the  cross  for  our  redemp- 
tion, and  henceforth  we  became  His  brothers  and 
the  children  of  the  living  God. 

The  bells  pealed  forth  their  loudest,  deepest 
tones,  and  their  joyful  and  blessed  notes  brought 
consolation  to  sorrowing  hearts. 

And  on  the  cold  steps,  where  with  frozen 
hands  he  sought  to  warm  his  little  brother, 
Peter  listened  to  those  gladsome  voices,  whose 
sweet  language  he  well  understood.  "  My  dear 
Jesus,"  he  said,  "  you  see  how  cold  and  hungry 
is  my  poor  little  brother!  Oh,  my  dear  Jesus, 
I  beseech  Thee  do  not  forsake  little  Josey  !" 

And  the  bells  answered  :  "  I  came  into  the 
world  for  the  poor  and  the  suffering !" 

Isow  their  voices  awakened  Josey.  " Oh, 
Peter,"  he  said,  "I  dreamt  we  were  home  with 
father  and  mother,  and  that  the  church  bell  was 
ringing  for  High  Mass." 

Then  finding  he  was  covered  with  Peter's  jack- 
et, he  threw  his  arms  around  his  neck,  and  mur- 
mured :  "  Oh,  you  bad  brother !  you  want  to  die 
too !" 

But  Peter,  shivering  in  the  north  wind,  replied : 
"I  am  not  a  bit  cold."  And  if  you  had  seen  those 
two  half  frozen  little  wanderers  tenderly  embrac- 
ing each  other,  I  am  sure  you  would  have  been 
moved  even  to  tears. 


Joyfully  sounded  the  Christmas  chimes  on  the 
midnight  air.  "Let  us  go  to  the  church,"  said 
Peter,  "and  see  the  Infant  Jesus  in  His  Crib. 
Then  we  will  ask  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  help  us, 
for  she  must  be  so  happy  to  night — I  am  sure  she 
■will  take  pity  on  us." 

And  off  they  started  confident,  consoled  and 
even  joyful,  notwithstanding  they  shivered  and 
trembled  with  the  cold.  The  church  was  adorned 
with  its  most  beautiful  ornaments,  and  already 
the  little  altar  boys  were  lighting  the  candles  for 
the  midnight  Mass.  The  church  was  already 
crowded,  but  our  little  wanderers  edged  their  way 
in  ;  here  there  was  no  cause  of  fear,  for  were  they 
not  in  the  house  of  their  Blessed  Lord  ?  and  all 
within  seemed  so  beautiful  that  they  forgot  all 
about  being  cold,  weary  and  hungry. 

They  knelt  at  the  altar  of  the  Blessed  Virgin : 
"  Oh,  sweet  Mother,"  prayed  Peter,  "  come  to  our 
assistance !  You  see,  Blessed  Mother,  how  little 
we  are,  and  there  is  nobody  left  in  the  world  that 
cares  any  thing  about  us." 

Little  Josey  said :  "  Good  Mother,  we're  very 
sleepy,  and  we  haven't  any  bed ;  do,  good  Mother, 
give  us  a  little  bed  to  sleep  in !" 

Mass  commenced  :  still  kneeling  by  the  altar  of 
the  Virgin,  lost  in  the  crowd,  they  heard  the  or- 
gan's sweet  strains,  the  chanting  of  the  priest,  and 
they  thought  they  could  never  grow  weary  listen- 
ing to  such  beautiful  sounds.  Nevertheless  it  grew 
late,  and  they  were  so  tired ;  so  leaning  against  a 
bench,  very  close  to  each  other,  they  fell  fast 
asleep. 

Mass  was  ended  :  the  crowd  was  gone,  and  even 
the  few  who  still  lingered,  as  if  loth  to  leave  the 
sacred  place,  had  all  departed.  Yet  no  one  had 
paid  any  attention  to  the  little  brothers  sweetly 
sleeping  near  the  Blessed  Virgin's  altar.  They 
were  alone  in  the  church ;  but  were  they  not  in 
the  house  of  their  God?  and  while  they  slept  the 
image  of  Mary  seemed  kindly  to  smile  upon  them. 

The  sexton  had  extinguished  the  last  light; 
and  just  as  he  was  leaving  the  sanctuary,  he,  for 
the  first  time,  noticed  the  two  little  children, 
he  immediately  informed  the  good  pastor,  who 
had  not  yet  left  the  sacristy.  The  little  fellows 
were  aroused  from  their  sleep ;  then  Peter,  being 
the  oldest,  related  their  simple  story.  When  he 
had  ended  Father  Lamoner's  eyes  were  filled  with 
tears,  and,  need  I  say,  how  kindly  and  tenderly  he 
led  the  orphans  to  his  own  dwelling  close  by  the 
church,  where  little  Josey  and  Peter  had  noth- 
ing more  to  desire? 

[to  be  continued.] 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HVMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THB  MOST  REV.   ARCHBISHOP  SPALDING. 

VIII. — The  Alma  Redemptoris  Mater. 
One  of  the  most  beautiful,  instructive,  and  im- 
pressive features  in  the  public  worship  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  and  the  one  which  perhaps  ex- 
hibits most  strikingly  the  divine  wisdom  which 
guides  and  directs  her  in  her  ministrations  for 
the  salvation  of  mankind,  is  her  round  of  festi- 
vals. These  revolve  in  a  continuous  circle,  through- 
out the  year.  The  principal  object  of  worship 
which  is  therein  contemplated,  in  fact,  t"he  great 
centre  from  which  all  the  festivals  radiate  and  to 
which  they  all  again  point,  is  Jesus  Christ  Him- 
self, the  Man-God,  the  Author  and  Finisher  of 
our  faith.  His  birth,  childhood,  private  and 
public  life,  together  with  His  passion,  death,  res- 
urrection, and  ascension  into  heaven,  are  therein, 
during  each  circling  year,  not  only  appropriately 
commemorated  but  most  vividly  represented,  in 
the  regular  order  of  succession,  to  the  minds  and 
hearts  of  the  faithful ;  so  impressively  and  so 
vividly,  as  to  embalm  them  in  the  memory,  and 
render  forgetfulness  of  them  well  nigh  impossible. 
In  this  round  of  celebrations  the  divine  Office 
and  the  Holy  Mass,  the  official  prayer  and  the 
solemn  sacrifice  of  the  priest  invoking  God's  bless- 
ing on  His  people,  beautifully  correspond  and 
keep  pace  together,  so  that  the  one  sets  off  and  il- 
lustrates the  other.  The  readings  from  the  Holy 
Scriptures  and  from  the  Fathers  of  the  Church, 
the  Prayers,  Anthems,  and  Hymns,  are  so  distrib- 
uted, that  each  one  is  api^ropriate,  and  has  special 
reference  to  the  celebration  of  each  recurring  fes- 
tival. And  the  sacrifice  of  praise  is  perpetual ; 
for,  if  we  except  the  few  ferial  days  which  have 
also  their  suitable  offices,  there  is  no  day  which 
has  not  its  appropriate  object  for  celebration : 
nulla  dies  sine  linea. 


This  stated  round  of  festivals  begins  with  the 
first  Sunday  of  Advent,  and  closes  with  the  last 
Sunday  after  Pentecost.  The  Gospel  read  both 
on  the  first  and  on  the  last  Sunday  of  the  eccle- 
siastical year  is  that  which  contains  so  vivid  and 
so  terrible  a  description  of  the  last  Judgment  day, 
and  of  the  awful  events  which  will  precede  the 
second  coming  of  the  Son  of  Man  in  the  clouds  to 
judge  the  living  and  the  dead.  The  Church 
wishes  us  to  be  reminded  of  that  dread  day  of 
wrath  both  in  the  beginning  and  at  the  end  of 
each  year,  that  we  may  be  constantly  kept  on  the 
alert  and  mindful  of  our  accountability,  may 
watch  and  pray,  and  thus  work  out  our  salvation 
with  fear  and  trembling.  She  thus  wisely  ad- 
monishes us  to  look  to  the  end  in  all  our  thoughts 
and  actions — in  omnibus  respicejinem,. 

This  Calendar  of  festivals  is  divided  into  suit- 
able sections  or  cycles,  each  of  which  has  its  own 
appropriate  group  of  facts  for  commemoration. 
As  already  intimated,  these  facts  are  connected 
mainly  with  the  person  and  lifeof  our  Blessed  Lord. 
They  depict  His  divine  person  in  all  its  beauty  and 
winning  attractiveness,  and  represent  His  entire 
life  with  dramatic  force.  The  first  Cycle  is  that  of 
Christmas,  embracing  the  advental  period  before 
His  birth,  and  His  early  childhood  up  to  the  time 
of  His  Mother's  Purification  in  the  Temple.  The 
second  embraces  the  rest  of  His  childhood,  and 
His  private  and  hidden  life  for  thirty  years  in 
the  humble  Cottage  of  Nazareth  with  Mary  and 
Joseph.  The  third,  beginning  with  the  first 
Sunday  of  Lent,  portrays  His  public  life,  termin- 
ating with  His  bitter  Passion,  His  death,  and 
burial  during  the  mournful  solemnities  of  Holy 
Week.  The  fourth  opens  with  the  glorious  morn- 
ing of  the  Resurrection,  commemorates  the  forty 
days  of  His  residence  in  His  glorified  body  on 
earth  till  His  sublime  Ascension,  and  embracing 
the  ten  additional  days  of  anxious  expectancy  and 
fervent  prayer,  extends  to  the  day  of  Pentecost 
with  its  octave,  when  by  the  coming  down  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  the  breath  of  life  was  breathed  into 
the  body  of  the  Church,  which  thenceforth  be- 
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came  a  living  soul,  and  was  destined  to  walk  the 
earth  as  a  thing  of  life.  Finally,  the  fifth  Cycle 
extends  from  the  octave  of  Pentecost  to  the  close 
of  the  Ecclesiastical  year ;  and  it  vividly  portrays 
the  various  agencies,  vicissitudes,  struggles,  and 
triumphs  of  the  Church,  which  is  the  Body  of 
Christ,  and  His  ever  living  and  ever  speaking 
Organ  of  communication  with  the  world.  The 
Church  is  bound  to  Him  by  even  tenderer  ties ; 
she  is  His  Spouse,  His  Bride,  without  spot,  with- 
out wrinkle,  without  blemisli,  a  glorious  Church, 
fully  sharing  His  feelings,  and  fully  speaking 
His  language.  Whatsoever  commemorates  her 
sufferings  and  her  triumphs  commemorates,  by 
the  very  fact.  His  sufferings  and  His  glory.  The 
two  are  one;  conjoined  by  God  in  holiest  espous- 
als, man  may  not  and  cannot  sever  this  hallowed 
union. 

Interspersed  with,  and  subsidiary  to,  these  great 
festivals  of  Christ  and  His  holy  Church,  are  those 
of  Christ's  saints,  who  are  His  living  members, 
and  the  beautiful  temples  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
whom  He  sent  down  to  them  from  the  Father,  ac- 
cording to  His  promise.  There  is  a  commemora- 
tion of  one  or  other  of  these,  and  sometimes  of  an 
entire  group,  on  almost  every  day  of  the  year. 
Preeminent  among  these  favorites  of  God  and  in 
her  lofty  grandeur  and  peerless  beauty  towering 
afar  above  them  all,  is  she,  "  the  pure  and  holy 
one,"  His  own  radiant  and  Immaculate  Mother. 
Her  festivals  accordingly  outshine  those  of  all  the 
other  saints,  and  in  solemnity  approximate  more 
nearly  to  those  of  her  divine  Son.  They  consti- 
tute refreshing  and  sweet  resting  places  along  the 
weary  journey  of  the  festal  year,  distributed  at 
suitable  intervals  along  the  road.  By  their  light- 
ness and  cheerfulness  they  serve  to  relieve  the 
sterner  features  of  the  landscape,  upon  which  the 
pilgrim  of  faith  casts  his  eyes.  They  are  par- 
terres of  flowers,  tastily  arranged  and  exquis- 
itely furnished,  interspersed  among  the  luxuriant 
fruit  trees  of  the  garden  Catholic,  enhancing  its 
beauty  to  the  eye,  and  filling  the  heart  with  sweet 
fragrance. 

Instead  of  diminishing,  these  festivals  of  the 
Virgin  greatly  enhance  the  devotion  of  Jesus 
Christ,  Her  Son.  Whenever  we  honor  and  glo- 
rify the  Virgin,  we  honor  and  venerate  His  own 
dear  Mother,  and  thereby  give  to  Him  the  wor- 
ship which  is  nearest  and  dearest  to  His  heart. 
For  is  not  she  the  King's  daughter,  whose  glory 
and  beauty  are  all  from  within,  lavishly  bestowed 
upon  her  from  above  to  fit  her  to  become  His 
ilother  ;  and  will  He  be  jealous  of  her  beautiful 
garments  set  off  with  variegated  golden  borders, 


which  His  own  bands  fashioned  for  her  adorn 
ment !  omnis  gloria  fiUm  Regis  ab  intus  *  *  * 
infimbriis  aureis  cireumamicta  varietatibus. 

To  show  still  more  forcibly  how  very  absurd  it 
is  to  suppose  that  prayers  addressed  to  Mary  de- 
tract from  the  honor  due  to  her  Son,  we  may  re- 
mark, that,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  these  offi- 
cial prayers  of  the  Church  invoking  the  Virgin 
and  the  saints  are  addressed  directly  to  God,  and 
ask  Him  to  pour  down  blessings  upon  us  by  her 
intercession  rendered  available  "through  Jesus 
Christ  His  Son."  This  is  true,  not  only  of  the 
prayers  recited  during  the  current  festivals  of  the 
.  year,  but  also  of  those  which  follow  the  stated 
Antiphons,  or  Anthems  to  the  Virgin,  which  are 
recited  daily  at  the  end  of  Complin — her  public 
and  official  evening  prayer — in  the  divine  office. 
We  purpose  to  glance  hastily  at  these  beautiful 
Anthems,  in  this  and  the  succeeding  papers. 

They  are  distributed  through  the  various  Cycles 
of  the  festal  year  above  referred  to,  and  they  have 
appropriate  reference  to  the  great  events  com- 
memorated, in  which  the  Virgin  Mother  bore  a 
conspicuous  part  by  the  side  of  her  Son  while  He 
was  on  earth,  and  subsequently  under  His  com- 
placent filial  eye  looking  down  upon  her,  during 
her  weary  pilgrimage  on  earth  after  His  Ascen- 
sion into  heaven.  They  consist  of  two  principal 
parts,  the  first  a  metrical  or  poetical  salutation  to 
the  Virgin,  and  the  second  a  prayer  to  God  to 
grant  favors  through  her  powerful  intercession 
and  the  merits  of  her  Son.  These  two  parts  are 
joined  together  by  a  short  versicle  and  response 
appropriate  to  the  season.  In  order  to  consult 
brevity,  we  shall  for  the  present  confine  ourselves 
to  the  metrical  portion. 

We  begin  with  the  Alma  Redemptoris  Mates, 
the  Anthem  recited  during  the  Christmas  Cycle. 
No  translation  can  do  justice  to  the  terse  and 
comprehensive  words,  or  to  the  poetical  beauties 
of  this  and  the  other  Anthems.  In  comparison 
with  the  simple  and  grand  Latin  original,  all 
translations  are  more  or  less  tame  and  imperfect. 
Almost  every  Prayer  Book  you  meet  with  has  a 
different  rendering,  no  one  of  which  is  entirely 
satisfactory.  Those  which  attempt  poetry  are 
perhaps  even  more  imperfect  than  those  which 
stick  to  plain  prose.  Of  the  former  class  the  best 
which  we  have  seen  of  the  Alma  Redbmptoris 
is  that  contained  in  the  Lyra  Catholica;  of  the 
latter,  that  of  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Damphoux  in  his 
old  St.  Joseph's  Manual,  now  out  of  print  We 
will  copy  both  of  these  renderings  of  the  Anthem 
in  question : — 
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1.  Mother  of  Christ !  Hear  thou  thy  people's  cry, 
Star  of  the  deep,  and  Portal  of  the  sky  ! 
Mother  of  Him  who  thee  from  nothing  made, 
Sinking  we  strive,  and  call  to  thee  for  aid ! 
Oh !  by  that  joy  which  Gabriel  brought  to  thee. 
Thou  Virgin  first  and  last,  let  us  thy  mercy  see ! 

2.  Benign  Mother  of  our  Redeemer!  Heaven's 
open  gate  and  Star  of  the  Sea!  Assist  a  sinful 
people  that  strive  to  rise  from  their  fall ;  thou, 
who  to  the  astonishment  of  nature,  didst  bring 
forth  thy  holy  Creator  !  Oh  ever  spotless  Virgin ! 
Receive  this  tribute  of  praise,  which  we  offer  to 
thee  in  union  with  the  Angel's  salutation,  and 
have  compassion  on  sinners ! 

Contemplating  the  sublime,  but  to  us  unspeak- 
ably sweet  mystery  of  Christ's  incarnation  and 
birth,  we  instinctively  address  His  virgin  Mother, 
both  before  and  after  He  came  forth  from  her 
chaste  womb,  a  helpless  infant  for  the  love  of  us 
poor  sinners.  If  we  are  struck  with  tenderness 
not  unmingled  with  awe,  as  we  look  upon,  fall 
down  before,  and  humbly  ad.ore  that  divine  Babe, 
we  are  enchanted  as  we  cast  our  eyes  on  that 
beautiful,  graceful,  and  immaculate  Mother  who 
bends  so  tenderly  and  so  lovingly  over  His  rude 
crib,  and  worships  as  her  God  Him  whom  she 
idolizes  as  her  Son.  We  spontaneously  and  with 
gushing  hearts  address  her  as  benign,  bountiful, 
fruitful,  exuberant  in  fertility — for  all  this  and 
more  is  contained  in  the  teeming  word  Alma. 
We  call  her  the  Mother  of  our  Redeemer,  and 
therefore  our  own  Mother  ;  the  ever  open  Portal 
of  heaven,  for  through  her  we  received  Him  who 
opened  heaven's  gates  to  a  fallen  race ;  the  Star 
of  the  Sea  of  life,  which  was  in  utter  darkness 
amidst  the  storms  that  swept  over  its  waters,  un- 
til she,  more  radiant  than  the  Star  of  Jacob  arose 
to  light  up  its  depths,  and  through  her  Son  to 
guide  its  mariners  to  the  port  of  safety.  Sinking 
sinners,  struggling  to  rise,  we  stretch  forth  with 
confidence  our  feeble  hands  to  her,  who  bore  and 
gave  birth  to  her  own  Maker,  and  who  therefore 
must  have  great  influence  and  power  with  him, 
which  she  will  not  fail  to  exert  in  our  behalf. 
Little  children  speaking  fondly  to  a  devoted 
Mother,  we  seek  to  win  her  heart  by  reminding 
her  of  the  great  Archangel's  eulogistic  salutation, 
and  by  cordially  uniting  our  feeble  voices  with 
that  of  Gabriel  in  chanting  the  first  notes  of  the 
Ave  Ma"ria. 

How  can  Mary  resist  our  earnest  and  tender 
Appeal?  How  can  she  fail  to  be  touched  with 
compassicm  by  the  plaint  of  us  poor  sinners,  for 
whose  salvation  her  dear  Son  was  so  soon  to  shed 


that  precious  blood  which  He  derived  from  her 
own  pure  veins !  No !  It  cannot  be,  that  she  will 
turn  away  those  beautiful  eyes,  or  shut  up  that 
bountiful  heart :  she  will  have  compassion  on  us 
poor  striving,  struggling,  helpless  sinners  ! 

A.  B. 

[to   be  CONTiNUKD.] 


For  the  Atx  Hakia. 

LORETTO  LEAVES. 

BT    MARIE    JOSEPniNE. 

"  Upon  the  summit  of  a  mountain  which  over- 
looks all  those  which  environ  it,  our  Lady  of 
Loretto  sits  enthroned ;  around  her  appear  ar- 
ranged in  semi-circle  many  coUines,  or  hills,  each 
crowned  with  a  pretty  villa,  all  of  which  are  as- 
sembling places  from  which  to  express  homage 
for  the  humble  palace  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven." — 
La  Legende  de  Notre  Dame,  Par  VAhbe  J.  E.  Dcurraa. 

Let  us  imagine  a  grotto,  or  opening  in  the 
mountain  of  Loretto,  not  far  from  th(  Holy  House, 
and  within  this  little  cavern  in  the  rock,  the  her- 
mitage of  a  saintly  recluse.  Behold  it  is  sunset, 
and  in  the  entrance  to  the  grotto  sits  a  pallid  and 
venerable  ascetic,  watching  the  day  decline,  or 
the  sun  go  down  in  the  painted  sky  beyond. 
So  tranquil  watched,  our  pilgrim-saint, 

Italia's  sun  decline — 
The  lavish  day  within  the  tender  west 

Die  as  almost  divine. 

For  once  the  farewell  of  the  birds  he  missed, 

For  every  beast,  or  bird 
Around  his  way,  were  wont  to  say 

For  him,  some  good-night  word. 

Dalmatia's  fairest  youth  in  prime  was  he ; — 

Ah,  long  had  gone  that  day  ! 
Long  had  he  lived  a  weird  and  hermit-saint, — 

His  scattered  locks  were  gray. 

Where  famed  Dalmatia's  purpled  roses  blow, 

Each  silver  dawn  was  fair, 
And  every  smiling  morn  at  break  he  came 

To  Mary's  blessed  House  for  prayer. 

But  when  unworthy  of  its  orient  pearl, 
(The  how  I  never  knew)* 

*  Until  this,  oar  poesy  was  nearly  woven  we  bad  not  seen 

the  little  volume  of  legendary  lore  hy  the  Abbe  Darras  al- 
ready accredited,  and  with  the  exception  of  verses  relating  to 
the  wood  of  Laurels  and  the  brothers'  wood,  have  left  it  as 
first  written,  siuce  which  we  have  also  received  the  following 
f.om  the  pen  of  a  valued  correspondent.  "The  removal  of 
the  holy  house  from  Dalmatla  was  believed  by  the  iuliabi- 
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Unworthy  of  sweet  Mary's  Leavenly  House, 
Where  fair  Dalinatia  grew, 

This  pious  youth,  the  morning  after  came, 

As  erst  with  lilies  white  ; — 
He  reached  the  dear  and  long  familiar  spot, 

But  found  no  house  in  sight. 

Only  where  late  the  dear  House  venerated  stood. 

The  verdure  wore  more  bloom, 
And  softly  in  the  morning  air  around. 

There  lingered  yet  perfume. 

'  Gone  !  gone  !  my  holy  House !  my  tower !  my 
shrine !' — 

Aghast  for  grief  he  stood — 
And  then  as  one  bereft,  the  fields,  he  searched. 

And  through  the  neighboring  wood. 

Only  some  shepherd -peasants  from  the  hilla 

Who  crossed  the  plain  by  night, 
Had  seen  a  shining  house  by  angels  borne 

And  marveled  at  the  sight. 

So  very  near  the  lighted  sky  they  sailed, 

And  onward  bore  so  strong 
And  swift,  and  from  them  grandly  floated  down 

So  strange  and  sweet  a  song. 

And  late-returned,  and  sad  unto  the  nook — 

In  vain  he  searched  the  wild — 
He  laid  him  down  upon  the  desolated  turf 

Where  late  the  dear  House  smiled. 

He  laid  him  down  at  first,  he  thought  to  die 

On  spot  so  dear  though  reft, 
Where  Mary's  sweetness  late  was  shed, 

And  richly  lingering  yet. 

He  bathed  with  bitter  tears  the  orphaned  sod, — 
'  Ah  sad  Dalmatia  weep  ! 
Weep  for  the  treasure  gone  from  thee,  alack ! 
The  gem  thou  couldst  not  keep ! 

'  Thou  hast  unworthy  proved,  and  God  has  seen 

And  sent  His  angels  down 
To  take  thy  own  pure  pearl  from  out  thy  breast, 

From  off  thy  brow  its  crown. 

« Oh,  sad  Dalmatia  weep !  His  gifts,  the  Lord's, 

We  may  not  lightly  prize  : 
Thou  hadst  the  House  where  grew  the  Christ, 

'Twas  doubted  in  thy  eyes, 

tants  of  that  town  to  be  in  coneequence  of  their  unworthi- 
ness,  and  they  wore  the  earth  away  by  passing  around  where 
it  had  stood  on  their  knees,  imploring  Mary  to  come  back  to 
them  with  her  house.  It  seems  reasonable  that  the  tnie 
canB|  is  that  it  should  be  nearer  Rome.  And  the  wonder  of 
the  flowers  that  sprang  up  in  each  epot  where  It  rested  would 
not  have  been  accomplished  but  for  the  removal.  And  the 
triple  rest  may  have  been  the  homage  of  the  angelic  bearers 
to  the  Blessed  Trinity." 


'  Or  some  sad  shame  its  pure  walls  saw  approach, — 

"Walls  where  a  God  took  flesh, 
Wliere  Mary  lived,  where  precious  Joseph  died — 

Pour  forth  thy  tears  afresh  ! 

'  And  thus  its  angels  grieved,  in  haste  arose 

To  bear  it  hence  from  thee, — 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  /"  passed — passed  away ! 

Dalmatia  weep  with  me  I' 

And  every  soul, — whoever  runs  may  read. 

Remember  saints  forsake, 
And  God,  as  we  ignore  our  hallowed  shrines, 

And  timely  warning  take. 

Bu*^  as  he  wept,  our  sad  and  fervent  youth, 

"VYas  it  an  angel-word 
That  fell  ?  but  voice  as  sweet  as  spoke  him  there, 

Before  was  never  Jieard. 

♦Aiioc  thee  up,  my  pilgrim  youth,  arise 

Sly  pilgrim  dear,'  it  said, 
•  And  search  until  my  hidden  house  is  found, — 

'  Search  whither  thou  art  lead.' 

He  rose  him  up,  as  one  for  joy  inspired, 

He  took  his  staff'  and  shell. 
And  never  stopped  to  rest  awhile  except 

By  cross  or  holy  well. 

Till  lo,  the  ancient  Wood  of  Laurels  pierced  by 
path 
Where  trees  bent  down  to  pray, — 
For  so  the  legend  of  this  dear  shrine  reverent 
runs — 
As  passed  the  house  this  way — 

Up  through  the  prayer-bent  avenue  he  walked 
As  some  ghost  through  the  grove — 

He  saw  the  prodigy  before  upon  his  vision  rose 
1  hat  house  the  angels  love. 

The  House  of  Mary — ever  Mother-Maid — 

Immortal-touched  of  God — 
And  in  a  glorious  rapture  swooned,  our  knight 

Lay  fainting  on  the  sod. 

Wlien  pondering  first,  as  from  some  blissful  sleep 

The  tranquil  pilgrim  woke. 
Again  that  voice  of  her  he  could  not  see,  but  hear, 

That  same  sweet  voice  bespoke, 

'  Ask,  pilgrim  youth,  ask  what  thou  wilt  to-day :' 

'  With  thee  P  he  simply  said ; — 
Was  it  a  brightness  fom  the  brightened  sun 

That  glorified  his  head  ? 

Or  Mary  smiling  through  the  air 

'  Thy  prayer  is  sweet  my  son  ?' 
And  thus  a  pilgrim-hermit  by  this  blessed  shrine, 

His  holier  life  begun. 
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And  oft  her  gracious  presence  round  him  crime, 

Her  vision  or  her  voice ; 
And  when  her  lightest  sigh  he  knew,  ah  well. 

Rapt  saint,  might  he  rejoice. 

He  fasted  for  her  love,  her  smile,  save  whci: 

Some  berries  in  the  wood 
He  found,  or  some  kind  peasant  by  his  Lady  sent, 

Came  bearing  him  some  food. 

And  more  of  Mary's  sacred  heart  he  knew 

Than  all  the  saints  before. 
Since  love-crowned  John  and  weeping  Magdalen, 

That  desert-saint  of  yore. 

And  when  the  Wood  of  Laurels  grew,  alas !  the 
lair 

Of  bandit  and  of  blood. 
He  rose  and  journeyed  after  this  dear  Houpo, 

Escaped  into  the  Brothers'  Wood.* 

Woe -tide !   the  loving  brothers,  lucre-poisoned, 
draw 
As  Cain  of  old  the  sword — 
Again  that  pure  House  could  not  bide,  where 
Mary,  pure. 
Conceived  the  purer  Word, 

Fled  scandalized : — 'tis  hard  for  purity  to  find 

A  resting  place  on  earth ; — 
But  happier,  this  last  journey ing-time  it  sov.£'ht 

Loretto's  peaceful  turf. 

A  gloriously  wooded  mount,  that  sits  a  queen 

With  Mary's  cottage  crowned, 
Engirdled-swept  by  littler  mountains,  villa-robed, 

And  lowered  in  homage  round. 

And  here,  forgetting  and  forgot,  sweet  Saint, 

His  youth  and  manhood,  and 
His  ripened  autumn  years  crept  noteless  by. 

And  winter's  last  cold  sand 

Of  life,  was  in  the  waning  glass  of  time, 

But  yet  no  winter  change 
He  knew :  his  heart  illumed  felt  not  the  cold — 

That  all  without  was  strange. 

Of  wrongs  of  men  who  came  perchance  to  pray. 

Or  wandered  listless  by. 
He  caught  no  taint :  his  heart  had  Mary  kept ; — 

His  heart  too  near  the  sky. 

Yet  ever  he  might  die,  O,  blessedly  blest  one ! 

She  had  her  palm  for  him. 
And  as  a  worshipped  mother  chose  her  son 

To  bless  the  jewels  for  her  hymn. 

And  thus  it  came,  our  pleasant  summer  eve, 
Ere  twilight  purpled  down, 
*  Vide  Legende  de  VAbbe  Darrcu. 


Or  vesper  came  out  bashful  first,  it  seemed, 
With  one  star  in  her  crown. 

A  sweet  ascetic,  lost  in  cowl,  unto  our  Saint, 

Or  to  his  Lady's  shrine. 
To  twine  of  prayer  a  braid,  for  aye  around 

Her  virgin  brow  to  shine, 

Came,  by  her  tender  influence  inly  drawn. 

Fresh  from  a  night  of  prayer, 
At  Mary's  blessed  feet  to  tell 

Her  hermit  saint  his  care. 

'  Beloved  of  our  Mother,  help !'  the  poor  monk 
cried, 

'  And  guide  me  in  my  dream, — 
My  Queen  in  sweetness  gives  to  sing,  and  now 

I  cannot  choose  her  theme. 

'  The  whiteness  of  her  vast  conception. 

This  melts  me  in  its  bliss — 
The  glory  of  her  Motherhood, 

And  now  I  dwell  on  this. 

'Her  prudence  and  her  silentness  then  charm, 

Her  heart  like  some  deep  wood, 
Where  never  woodman's  axe  hath  rung, 

God's  pure-kept  solitude. 
'  A  charity  that  drew 

The  King's  Son  from  the  skies, 
Or  the  modesty  before  which 

The  angels  veil  their  eyes. 

'  Or  the  strong  greatness  of  her  valiant  heart 

Within  the  Calvary-wood — 
The  mother  and  the  martyr  who  stood  up 

Beneath  the  bloodied  rood. 

*  Beloved  of  our  Mother  help  I 

And  guide  me  in  my  dream 
My  Queen  has  hidden  me  to  sing,  and  now 
I  cannot  chose  her  theme.' 

'  Go  lie  at  Mary's  feet,  my  son,'  the  hermit  smiled, 

'  Come  as  the  day  is  bom,' 
The  dear,  cowled  friar  nothing  doubting  passed — 

And  came  with  flush  ot  mom. 

Came  as  the  matin  of  the  birds  that  wakes 

And  grows  with  dawn  arose, 
Came  as  Aurora  touched  the  groves,  and  dank 

With  dews  smiled  palm  and  rose. 

'  What  of  the  night !  the  precious  night  my  son  ?' 

'  Ah,  hermit-Father,  I  but  heard 
Breathe  through  the  midnight  to  tUe  glow  of 
matins. 

The  sweetness  of  one  word. 

*  From  altar,  heart  and  hearth  it  rose 

And  swift  afar  angelic  rung. 
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And  ever  sweeter — "Holy  Mary  pray  for  us!'' 
Was  on  each  Christian  tongue.' 

•Tis  good,'  the  hermit  wrote,  'and   thou  shalt 
keep 
This  blessed  day  with  me, 
And  more  auspicious  night  rolled  round,  await, 
What  may  be"  shown  to  thee.' 

[to  be  continued.] 
*► 

THE  MADONNAS. 

The  following  lines,  from  our  old  acquaintance 
and  much  esteemed  friend,  Louis  Veuillot,  express 
so  beautifully  and  so  correctly  some  of  our  own 
sentiments,  of  a  certain  class  of  pretended  fine 
tableaux  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  sentimental 
devotions  as  well,  that  we  could  not  resist  the  de- 
sire to  place  them  before  oar  readers.  We  would 
even  beg  of  all  our  friends  to  help  us  in  creating 
a  healthy  discrimination  between  what  is  calcula- 
ted to  elevate,  in  public  opinion,  the  character  of 
our  heavenly  Mother,  and  what  is  likely  to  lower 
the  standard  of  her  real  perfections.  We  can 
scarcely  ever  be  too  severe  before  we  adopt  what 
purports  to  remind  us  of  the  greatest  created  per- 
fection on  earth: 

I  have  spent  hours  in  contemplating  the  no- 
ble image  styled  the  Madonna  of  St.  Mary  Major. 
Of  all  the  representations  by  which  art  has  es- 
sayed to  express  the  grand  idea  of  Mary,  Mother 
of  God,  this,  I  think,  pleases  me  most. 

Quantities  of  celebrated  Madonnas  undoubtedly 
portray  noble  ladies,  and  generally  interesting 
women ;  many  of  them  are  exceedingly  pretty, 
and  are  highly  extolled.  I  must  confess  that  the 
greater  part  of  them  displease  me — aye,  there  are 
some  which  even  create  a  feeling  of  horror. 

I  detest  the  disdainful  style  portrayed  by 
poor  Andrea  del  Sarto,  and  I  am  not  surprised  to 
learn  that  this  great  painter  was  guilty  of  giving 
us,  under  the  name  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the 
features  of  a  woman  who  was  not  worthy  of  his 
love. 

I  have  no  admiration  for  Titian's  brunettes,  the 
lovely  blondes  of  Veronese,  the  Flemish  maids  and 
matrons  of  Reubens,  the  graceful  ladies  of  Guido, 
Sassoferrato,  Mignard,  and  their  numberless  imi- 
tators :  I  would  willingly  see  them  all  shipped  to 

.    [Rue  de  Grenelle  St.  Germain,  13,  Office 

de  r  Univers,  Paris.— Ed.] 

I  make  an  exception  of  Murillo's  Immaculate 
Conception.  He  has  painted,  it  seems  to  me,  that 
thought  of  God,  which  was  to  be  Mary ;  that  ex- 


pectation of  the  prophets  and  saints,  of  which 
nothing  had  yet  been  able  to  express  the  inex- 
pressible beauty,  the  inexpressible  perfection,  the 
inexpressible  office  on  earth  and  in  heaven. 

This  work  of  Murillo  is  one  of  the  grand  efforts 
of  human  genius.  It  was  thus,  methinks,  Isaias 
must  have  seen,  in  the  depths  of  the  future,  the 
Virgin  who  was  to  bring  forth  ;  in  this  manner 
must  she  have  appeared  to  him,  descending  to 
the  earth,  her  eyes,  beaming  with  love  and  humil- 
ity, raised  to  Heaven. 

Behold  this  perfect  sonl,  sent  by  that  God  who 
so  loved  the  tcorld,  to  be  united  to  a  perfect  body, 
unsullied  by  the  slightest  blemish.  In  this 
double  perfection,  in  this  double  purity,  she  will 
be  the  mysterious  instrument  of  salvation. 

She  has  all  the  candor  of  eternal  innocence,  all 
the  splendor  of  eternal  virginity.  Her  feet  are 
bare,  and  her  unbound  tresses  float  in  an  atmos- 
phere never  breathed  by  mortal  breath, — her 
vesture  a  veil  of  whose  use  she  is  ignorant,  for  the 
infirmities  and  miseries  of  mortal  nature  are  as 
yet  unknown  to  her. 

Borne  by  angels,  she  descends  throngh  light  di- 
vine; heaven  unfolds  a  grand  design  of  mercy 
for  fallen  man.  The  ambassadress  of  the  Creator 
will  reascend,  followed  by  legions  of  aaints.  Eter- 
nal gates  unfold  your  bars ! 

Those  infant  angels  surrounding  her,  whom  I 
have  sometimes  heard  criticised  as  being  too  hu- 
man in  their  character,  portray  the  harvests  of 
pure  flowers,  which  the  earth,  henceforth  bedewed 
with  the  waters  of  baptism,  will  germinate  for 
heaven.  Henceforth  the  earth  will  give  to  heaven 
not  only  fruits,  but  flowers. 

Such  is  the  painting  of  this  great  Spaniard,  the 
true  son  of  that  theological  nation  which  has  pro- 
duced so  many  profound  doctors.  Murillo  liyed 
in  familiar  intercourse  with  religious,  in  the 
midst  of  a  people,  who,  as  a  formula  of  cordial 
salutation,  had  adopted  the  profession  of  faith  in 
the  Immaculate  Conception  of  Mary. 

Murillo's  painting  is  the  idea  of  Mary; 
but  it  is  not  yet  Mary ;  it  is  the  Virgin  so 
long  expected,  who  is  to  give  birth  to  the  Desired 
of  Nations,  but  it  is  not  the  Mother,  remaining  the 
incomparable  Virgin,  rich  in  all  gifts,  endowed 
with  all  graces,  overwhelmed  with  all  sorrows. 

Mother  of  God  I  Mother  of  Sorrows  !  What  ex- 
tremes reunite  in  this  one  creature !  Protectress 
of  Man ;  Victorious  enemy  of  Satan ;  Mother  of 
Mercy ;  Mirror  of  Justice ;  Lily  of  all  Innocence ; 
Ocean  of  all  Science ;  Virgin  of  the  Crib ;  Mother 
of  Golgotha;  Queen  of  the  Cenacle! 
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The  celestial  creature  who  lived  amongst  us  in 
the  flesh ;  in  whom  neither  life  nor  death  could 
aught  destroy  ;  so  holy  that  her  touch  filled  the 
sepulcher  with  flowers ;  so  perfect,  and  realizing 
80  fully  the  divine  conception  of  beauty,  that  God 
would  not  leave  her  upon  earth. 

But  again  reuniting  her  body  to  her  soul,  God 
invested  it  with  immortality,  without  in  any  thing 
changing  her  mortal  form,  and  such  as  men  saw 
her,  does  Mary  remain  in  her  virginal  perfections 
before  the  eye  in  whose  glance  the  Seraphim  are 
not  spotless. 

This  idea  Murillo  did  not  portray,  nor  will  the 
hand  of  mortal  man  ever  portray  it.  The  purest 
madonnas  of  the  most  fervent  epoch,  those  of 
Beato  himself  merely  present  some  fugitive  traits 
of  its  bright  visions  formed  in  the  heart.  I  dare 
not  speak  here  of  Raphael ;  he  commenced  by  the 
Virgin  of  Siyosalhio,  and  finished  by  the  Madonna 
of  San  Sisto,  but  in  the  interval  often  straying  from 
the  true  type  of  which  he  had  caught  a  glimpse, 
he  followed  the  path  of  carnal  beauty.  By  this 
path  art  descended  even  to  parody.  What  does 
Art  give  us  in  our  days  ? 

Pale,  sickly  and  melancholy  faces — sometimes 
mere  worldly  figures  ;  frequently  face  and  figure 
wholly  unworthy  a  pious  subject  "We  even  find 
these  last  m  our  churches.  Works  of  impious 
artists  accepted  by  judges  exercising  very  little 
vigilance. 

Many  Christian  artists,  who  are  anxious  to  do 
well,  seem  to  think  they  have  attained  their  end, 
when  they  have  succeeded  in  painting  the  sweet 
face  of  a  young  maiden,  in  whose  arms  they  place 
a  pretty  babe.  It  is  some  virgin  or  other,  an  el- 
der sister  perhaps ;  but  it  is  not  the  Virgin,  still 
less  the  Mother. 

Bad  taste  encourages  these  insipid  works  in 
the  same  manner  as  it  gives  a  popularity  to  the 
silly  literature  of  some  "  Months  of  Mary,"  and  to 
the  warped  devotion  which  celebrates  the  Blessed 
Virgin  with  a  false  theology,  false  flowers,  false 
melodies  and  false  poetry. 

They  make  of  the  august  Virgin — may  God 
forgive  it — and  may  they  forgive  me  the  expres- 
sion— they  make  of  her  a  little  mamma,  bearing  a 
resemblance  to  many  self-styled  Christian  moth- 
ers,— a  little  mamma  who  requires  from  her  chil- 
dren neither  labors  nor  virtues,  who  pardons 
every  thing,  provided  they  caress  her.  Yes,  the 
Blessed  Virgin  is  a  mother,  a  mother  most  benign 
to  her  adopted  children.  Before  the  throne  of 
God  she  raises  her  powerful  prayer  in  favor  of 
the  contrite  sinner;  but  she  is  not  that  silly 


woman  who  by  a  weak  love  betrays  the  glory  of 
the  Father  and  the  love  of  His  children. 

O  Christian  artists,  for  the  honor  of  your  art, 
and  for  the  fulfillment  of  the  designs  of  God, 
hasten  to  the  Church,  listen  to  what  she  says  of 
Mary,  lay  aside  your  miserable  conception,  for  in 
truth,  you  mislead  yourselves,  and  you  mislead 
others.  Mary  "  is  the  work  of  an  eternal  plan.  * 
*  *  By  her  birth  she  was  the  most  illustrious  lady 
the  earth  ever  saw,  daughter  of  a  long  generation 
of  patriarchs,  saints,  and  kings.  Saint  Denis  the 
Areopagite  was  so  struck  by  her  majesty  and 
beauty  that  he  would  have  taken  her  for  the  Di- 
vinity itself,  had  he  not  learned  from  St.  Paul 
the  name  of  the  one  God.  According  to  Saint 
Epiphanius,  God  excepted,  she  surpassed  in  beauty 
all  the  rest,  but  this  beauty  was  a  mingling  of 
sweetness  and  majesty,  which  made  her  loved  and. 
feared,  and  her  characteristic  was  to  elevate  the 
minds  of  others  to  God,  to  inspire  purer  thoughts 
and  holy  love. 

Forget  not,  0  artists,  that  it  is  said  she  stood 
erect  at  the  foot  of  the  cross ;  that  she  presided  in 
the  Cenacle,  and  that  she  is  the  mother  of  sacred 
science,  of  the  science  of  sciences.  Do  not  forget 
that  her  foot  crushed  the  serpent,  and  that  in  her 
is  found  the  strength  to  overcome  all  heresies. 
She  is  the  Virgin  most  faithful,  the  zealous  guar- 
dian of  the  glory  and  honor  of  her  Jesus,  the  ir- 
reconcilable enemy  of  the  demon ;  her  eyes  abhor 
the  slightest  stain  of  impurity,  on  which  the 
tears  of  contrition  have  not  been  shed ; — she  takes 
every  hand  that  is  held  out  to  her,  but  forget  not 
that  the  hand  must  be  extended  to  her  with  the 
desire  of  being  saved.  Let  a  resolution  be  made, 
then,  to  abandon  this  effeminate  style,  wherein 
Art  is  degraded,  and  the  sublime  beauty  of  Mary 
disfigured.  Go  back  to  the  fountain-head, — study 
those  beautiful  old  figures  which  antiquity  has  left 
us,  and  of  which  the  Virgin  of  Saint  Mary  Major  is 
the  type,  at  once  sweet,  attractive  and  imposing. 


APPEOBATION  OF  ET.  EEV.  0.  M.  DUBITIS, 
Bishop  of  Galveston. 

We  take  no  little  pride  in  placing  before  our 
readers  a  letter,  perhaps  too  flattering,  but  none 
the  less  acceptable,  especially  as  it  brings  to  our 
memory  fifty  devoted  missionaries,  in  whose  amia- 
ble company  it  was  our  pleasant  lot  to  effect,  last 
year,  one  of  the  happiest  passages  we  ever  made 
over  the  ocean.  Such  chosen  followers,  in  such 
masterly  hands,  could  not  fail  to  realize  extraor- 
dinary hopes.    The  countenance  of  each  one  of 
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that  noble  band  is  engraved  for  life  on  our  mem- 
ory. May  they  live  long  for  tlie  consolation  of 
their  worthy  Bishop ;  may  they  see  the  fruits  of 
their  zeal  and  apostolic  labors.  Nothing  Avill 
please  us  more  than  to  hear  often  from  a  field 
where  we  count  so  many  laborers  among  our 
most  valuable  acquaintances  : 

6ALVE8TOI?,  Texas,  March  3,  1867. 

Rev.  dear  Father:  I  regret  that  my  numerous 
occupations,  and  long  journeys,  have  so  long  pre- 
vented me  from  writing  you  some  words  of  sym- 
pathy and  thanks  on  the  subject  of  your  excellent 
work  and  of  the  pious  Ave  Maria  which  you 
direct. 

Since  my  arrival  here,  with  my  numerous  band 
of  Apostolic  laborers  whom  you  saw  on  board 
the  Europe,  I  have  not  bad  a  moment  of  leisure. 
i  have  placed  my  twenty  new  priests,  founded 
several  convents  of  Sisters — some  engaged  in 
teaching,  others  in  attendance  on  the  sick, — built 
colleges  and  churches,  traversed  in  every  direc- 
tion the  immense  territory  of  the  State  of  Texas, 
which  but  a  few  years  ago,  in  a  religious  point 
of  view,  was  an  arid  and  sterile  desert,  but  which 
is  now  beginning  to  count  in  the  American  vine- 
yard of  the  Lord.  There  is  always  a  great  deal 
to  do  here.  The  fruit  of  my  laborious  journey 
through  Europe  appears  already  absorbed  in  the 
immensity  of  our  needs,  like  a  drop  of  water  in 
the  ocean.  Thus  I  find  myself  obliged,  when  I 
go  to  the  council,  to  take  the  field  once  more  and 
beat  up  new  recruits.  You  perceive  then,  Rev.  dear 
Father,  that  it  was  not  altogether  my  fault  that 
I  have  not  given  sooner,  as  I  would  have  wished, 
my  hearty  personal  adhesion  to  your  good  works. 

I  believe  the  Ave  Makia  is  destined  to  do  a 
great  deal  of  good  in  our  churches  by  spreading 
everywhere  the  devotion  to  Mary,  Mother  of  God. 
The  best  spiritual  benefits  always  result  from  a 
fervent  devotion  to  the  most  Blessed  Virgin.  As 
the  first  time  in  the  Divine  Incarnation  Mary  gave 
us  Jesus,  so  is  she  still  the  channel  of  all  graces. 
Jesus  is  always  found  with  Mary.  He  is  with 
Mary  and  Joseph  to  be  the  model  of  Christian 
families,  and  to  communicate  to  them  the  spirit  of 
Nazareth  and  in  all  ways  to  bless  them. 

Educated  in  the  shadow  of  the  Sanctuary  of 
Fourvieres,  and  a  child  of  that  diocese  of  France 
which  glories  in  its  particular  zeal  for  Mary,  I 
have  ever  greatly  loved  this  tender  Mother  and 
take  delight  in  recommending  deyotedness  to  her 
as  a  powerful  means  of  Sauctification. 

Thus  every  thing  which  tends  to  make  her 
known,  to  make  her  loved,  is  dear  to  me ;  and 


therefore,  dear  Father,  it  is  that  I  love  so  much 
the  Ave  Makia,  and  recommend  it  in  a  particular 
manner  to  the  faithful  of  my  diocese.  I  would 
wish  to  have  it  in  all  our  Christian  families,  that 
it  should  arrive  every  Saturday  to  revive  devotion 
to  Mary,  and  prepare  the  readers  for  the  worthy 
cele.bration  of  the  Lord's  day.  The  good  reading,  as 
pious  as  it  is  interesting,  with  which  you  enrich 
its  columns,  will  produce  fruits  of  piety  and  sal- 
vation in  all  who  read  it. 

Increase  and  multiply  :  that  is  my  most  ardent 
wish,  because  your  charming  messenger  of  Mary 
will  carry  everywhere  its  blessings.  It  does  not 
merely  pass  by  doing  good,  but  it  remains  as  a 
permanent  source  of  good  thoughts  and  pious 
sentiments. 

I  am  now  setting  out  again  to  provide  for  the 
spiritual  wants  of  the  numerous  emigrants  from 
Mexico,  who  are  happy  to  find  in  Texas  the  con- 
solations of  our  holy  religion.  Adieu,  then,  dear 
Father ;  to  your  works  all  my  sympathy,  to  you 
my  sentiments  of  affection  in  our  Lord. 

C.  M.  DUBUIS,  Bishop  of  Galvestm. 


THE  PATEONESS. 

[From  Le  Parfum  de  Rome  parL.  VeuiHot.'] 
Our  Captain  was  a  brave  seaman,  who  main- 
tained his  authority  without  the  aid  of  oaths,  and 
in  foul  weather,  as  in  fair,  his  cheerful  temper  was 
unruflled.  In  his  cabin  hung  the  portrait  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

"  Captain,  what  do  you  think  of  the  weather  ?" 
"  It  is  villainous !    We  shall  be  tossed  about  at 
such  a  rate  as  to  be  forced  to  stop.     But  the  ship 
is  good  and  the  Captain  lucky. 

"  I  am  fifty  years  old,  and  I  have  spent  fifty 
years  upon  the  ocean's  waves,  for  I  was  born  on 
its  waters.  My  whole  life  has  been  spent  at  sea. 
In  my  voyages  to  Rome,  I  never  met  with  any  se- 
rious accident,  but  I  cannot  say  the  same  of  my 
other  trips." 

"  Captain,  I  saw  the  likeness  of  a  certain  Lady 
in  your  cabin.    Is  she   the  Patroness  of  your 

vessel  ?" 

The  Captain  smiled. 

"  The  Company  of  the  Imperial  Line  do  not 
trouble  themselves  much  about  a  Patroness.  Our 
good  ship  is  called  Lycurgua.  Did  you  ever  hear 
of  a  saint  of  that  name  ?  But  the  Lady  of  whom 
you  speak  is  my  own  special  Patroness." 

"  How  long  has  she  been  such.  Captain  ?" 

"  Since  a  certain  day,  when  I  and  several  others, 
who  did  not  any  ol"  us  very  often  think  of  looking 
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up  to  heaven, — I  mean  tbe  heaven  of  our  good 
God, — suddenly  found  ourselves  near  the  bottom 
of  the  sea.  Then,  when  all  hope  of  earthly  aid 
had  vanished,  we  discovered  that  we  were  more 
pious  than  we  professed  to  be,  for  we  made  a  vow 
to  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde;  she  immediately 
took  us  in  tow,  and  we  entered  port  as  if  led  by 
the  hand. 

"In  our  shirt-sleeves,  and  barefooted,  we  fulfilled 
our  vow,  chanting  the  litanies  as  we  went  along. 

"Ah!  the  good  Virgin  did  all  things  well! 
Some  time  afterward  she  gave  me  my  wife,  and 
my  wife  gave  me  mji  daughter. 

"  Now  my  wife  and  daughter  pray  for  me.  As 
sentinels  they  stand  before  Notre  Dame  de  la 
Oarde,  where  their  prayers  burn,  like  two  tapers 
of  purest  wax. 

"  They  ask  the  Blessed  Virgin  that  I  may  die 
in  my  bed,  well  prepared  by  a  good  confession. 
They  tell  her  that  as  we  have  been  so  separated 
on  this  earth,  we  should  not  be  so  in  eternity. 
God  will  grant  them  what  they  ask. 

"  My  daughter  will  close  my  eyes,  and  bury  my 
poor  body.  So,  now,  go  to  your  cabin  and  sleep 
as  tranquilly  as  I  do." 


THE  THIED  DOLOE : 

Jesns  left  BeMnd  in  the  Temple. 


Three  days  she  seeks  her  Child  in  vain : 
He  who  vouchsafed  that  holy  woe 

And  makes  the  gates  of  glory  pain. 
He,  He  alone  its  depth  can  know. 

She  wears  the  garment  He  must  wear, 
She  tastes  His  chalice !  From  a  Cross 

Unseen  she  cries,  "  Where  art  Thou,  where  ? 
Why  hast  Thou  me  foi*saken  thus  ?" 

With  feebler  hand  she  touches  first 
That  sharpest  thorn  in  all  His  crown. 

Worse  than  the  Nails,  the  Reed,  the  Thirst, 
Seeming  desertion's  icy  frown ! 

O  Saviour !  we,  the  weak,  the  blind, 
We  lose  Thee,  snared  in  Pleasure's  bound: 

Teach  us  once  more  Thy  Face  to  find 
Where  only  Thou  art  truly  found. 

In  Thy  true  Church,  its  Faith,  its  Love 
Its  anthemed  Rites  or  Penance  mute. 

And  that  interior  Life  whereof 
Eternal  Life  is  flower  and  fruit. 

— Aubrey  De  Vere. 


THE   WHITE   PEIAES;    OE,    MAEY   AND 
THE  OEDEE  OF  OITEAUX. 

BY  BEV.    AXKXI8    BENOUX. 

[Copyright  Secnred.] 
[continued.] 
They  picture  to  themselves  a  finer  monastery 
than  that  of  Molesme, — one  in  which  there  will 
be  more  regularity,  greater  peace,  more  abundant 
graces, — those  unique  graces  which  were  accorded 
to  the  ancient  Benedictine  Fathers  in  the  days  of 
primitive  fervor. 

Besides,  all  young  men  love  excitement ;  the 
uncertain,  the  unexpected,  is  as  agreeable  to 
them  as  the  positive,  and  the  assurance  of  the 
morrow  are  to  old  men  who  have  outlived  the  il- 
lusions of  youth; — and  here  our  young  monks 
form  part  of  a  band  of  pious  adventurers.  The 
love  of  novelty,  which  has  such  an  empire  over 
men,  may  be  found  under  the  religfious  habit.  Is 
this  surprising  when  they  live  spiritually  only 
among  marvelous  things ;  when  they  are  leaving 
Molesme  by  an  inspiration  fortified  by  duty ; 
when  they  have  a  right  to  hope  from  God,  whom 
they  blindly  follow,  a  manifest  intervention  in 
the  establishment  they  are  about  to  found  ? 

The  gaiety,  then,  of  this  last  group  predomi- 
nates over  the  sadness  we  perceived  at  first.  An- 
other reason  for  this  change,  which  we  might  at- 
tribute to  the  mobility  of  youth,  may  be  found  in 
the  fact  that  before  they  reach  their  destination 
they  may  be  obliged  to  lead,  for  several  days,  this 
nomadic  life,  which  is  so  attractive  to  young  per- 
sons whose  imagination  has  been  hightened  by 
solitude.  While  still  continuing  to  serve  the 
Lord,  they  may  break  the  monotony  of  the  days 
spent  in  the  cloister. 

Besides,  it  is  so  fine  to  behold  the  country  when 
the  weather  is  favorable  to  traveling  afoot ! 

We  have  attentively  examined  some  of  the  per- 
sonages of  this  band  of  pilgrims  :  we  have  stud- 
ied them  collectively,  so  to  speak,  in  order  not  to 
lose  time  by  painting  individual  portraits.  More- 
over, their  general  physiognomy  is  suflBcient,  as 
there  are  but  few  of  these  emigrants  who  are  to 
play  a  striking  role  in  the  foundation  of  the  Or- 
der of  Mary. 

We  may  add  that  the  chronicles  which  enter, 
notwithstanding,  into  minute  details  of  monastic 
origins,  and  which  are  far  from  letting  them  be 
lost  in  the  night  of  time,  as  profane  history  loses 
the  birth  of  nations,  these  chronicles,  I  repeat, 
have  not  transmitted  to  us  the  names  of  all  these 
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travelers.  I  shall,  therefore,  content  myself  with 
sketching  more  particularly  the  fine  figure  which 
surpasses  all  the  others  in  nobleness,  in  grace  and 
strength.  But  before  taking  the  pencil  I  shall 
make  a  brief  observation  :  it  is,  that  all  the  breth- 
ren arc  equal  in  this  little  battalion  of  reformers 
who  were  going  to  renew  the  Benedictine  Order. 
Priests,  deacons  and  acolyths  were  not  distin- 
guished from  the  others ;  tliey  were  lost  in  the 
crowd,  and  came  forth  only  for  the  celebration  of 
Mass.  The  Rule  of  Mount  Cassino  had  thus  reg- 
ulated the  relations  of  the  religious.  Those  in 
Orders  could  bring  themselves  into  notice  only  by 
a  more  profound  humility,  and  more  submissive 
virtues.  Indoors  and  out,  they  were  to  consider 
themselves  as  the  servants  of  the  community. 

There  was  not,  at  that  time,  the  distinction  be- 
tween monks  and  lay-brothers,  or  choir- brothers 
and  lay-brothers,  established  later  in  the  Cister- 
cian houses.  Complete  equality  reigned  through- 
out the  family,  under  the  paternal  direction 
of  the  Abbot,  into  whose  hands  all  the  members 
had  deposed  their  will,  their  rights  and  their  pre- 
rogatives, by  their  profession.  The  most  energetic 
prescriptions  of  Saint  Benedict  had  taken  away 
all  the  privileges  from  the  priests,  and  from  all 
marked  with  the  ecclesiastical  character.  The 
religious  tonsure  had  equalized  the  nobleman  and 
the  plebeian,  the  churchman  and  the  soldier,  the 
learned  and  the  illiterate,  the  Lord  and  the  vassal. 

This  practical  democracy,  this  veritable  frater- 
nity, possible  only  in  the  religious  life,  was  a  trait 
of  great  wisdom  and  of  touching  solicitude  on  the 
part  of  the  Legislator  of  the  monks ;  a  guarantee 
of  peace  in  the  abbeys,  and  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful of  the  evangelical  wonders.  Nothing,  in 
fact,  could  be  more  admirable  than  to  see,  in  the 
religious  houses,  under  the  same  habit,  the  young 
prince,  or  the  baron,  elbowed,  and  even  reproved 
by  the  vassal — whom  he  would  not  have  looked  at 
in  the  world — or  even  acting  as  his  servant,  and 
giving  him  the  most  affectionate  care.  What 
more  admirable  sight  than  to  see  them  at  table, 
eating  the  same  black  bread,  nourishing  them- 
selves with  the  same  vegetables  they  had  cultiva- 
ted together,  and  to  help  each  other  to  the  water 
of  the  fountain.  In  the  choir,  the  ignorant,  who 
scarcely  knew  how  to  read,  chanted  with  the 
priests  the  psalms  which  he  had  learned  by  heart 
during  the  time  of  holy  vigils. 

In  those  monasteries,  there  was  only  the  passing 
aristocracy  of  the  ancient  members,  who  formed 
the  Council  of  the  Abbot ;  and  even  they  could 
not  meet  together  without  the  order  of  the  Ab- 


bot, presided  over  by  him,  and  to  deliberate  only 
on  important  affairs.  The  spectacle  which  this 
equality  presents,  is  one  of  the  prodigious  mira- 
cles wrought  by  Christianity,  and  which  the  gen- 
erous dreams,  and  all  the  aspirations  of  antiquity 
could  not  realize.  To  me  it  is  the  thing  the  most 
surprising  in  monastic  institutions.  The  pride  of 
caste  trodden  under  foot, — the  humiliating  of 
birth,  fortune  and  science  under  the  same  yoke 
with  servitude,  misery  and  ignorance,  is  the  great 
triumph  of  the  Christian  sj^irit  over  fallen  na- 
ture, which  is  but  pride,  avarice  and  ambition.  I 
place  this  voluntary  abaseuwjnt  far  above  the  aus- 
terities, the  macerations,  and  the  observance  of 
disciplinary  practices  ;  because  it  is  more  repug- 
nant to  our  moral  corruption ;  because  it  is  infi- 
nitely more  diflScult  .to  overcome  the  soul  than 
it  is  to  subdue  the  flesh  which  is  weak. 

I  dare  not  blame  the  reform,  which  took  place 
at  a  later  period,  concerning  the  separation  of  the 
monks  from  lay-brethren,  since  saints  were  the 
authors  of  it ;  but  the  primitive  constitution  of 
Saint  Benedict  appears  to  me  more  perfect,  and 
more  in  harmony  with  the  spirit  of  the  Gospel, 
and  the  formal  words  of  Jesus.  Had  He  not  often 
preached,  and  realized  around  Him  that  equality 
which  was  in  the  beginning  one  of  the  bases  of 
the  cenobitic  life  ? 

The  East ;  the  deserts  of  Egypt,  and  of  Scete ; 
Saint  Jerome,  Saint  Basil ;  in  Italy,  Saint  Ben- 
edict ;  Saint  Columbanus,  Saint  Maur,  in  Gaul — 
did  these  know  the  distinction  between  monks 
and  lay-brothers?  Did  they  exclude  the  latter 
from  the  affairs  of  the  monastery ;  from  the  de- 
liberations of  the  chapter ;  from  the  election  of 
the  head  of  the  family ;  from  partaking  in  the 
chanting  of  the  office  in  the  choir,  etc.,  to  reduce 
them  to  the  role  of  mere  workmen  ? 

Why  should  not  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  little 
republic,  called  an  abbey,  be  citizens  by  the  same 
title  ?  AVhy  should  not  all  the  members  of  a  fam- 
ily have  the  same  rights  ? 

When  I  think  that  it  was  interest  alone, — the 
desire  of  increasing  the  material  productions, — 
that  made  the  scission  I  deplore,  it  appears  still 
less  reasonable.  It  is  certain  that  I  judge  it  only 
at  the  epoch  of  its  birth  ;  now  it  has  passed  in 
the  habits  of  conventual  life ;  it  has  a  prescription 
of  seven  centuries ;  custom  has  the  force  of  law. 
I  can  only,  then,  regret,  with  submission,  the  first 
state  of  things. 

At  last  I  arrive  at  the  most  striking  personage — 
chief  of  the  band — the  guide  of  this  little  people 
of  God,  who  are  now  crossing  the  desert  in  search 
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of  the  promised  land,  where,  for  them,  shall 
flow,  in  abundance,  the  milk  and  honey  of  celes- 
tial favors. 

[to   be   CONTIKUED.l 


OUR  LADY  or  THE  CHAINS. 
A  Legend  of  the  Fourteenth  Century. 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'AppUly.] 
[continued.] 

IV. 

After  these  examinations,  the  charges  which  had 
been  raised  against  the  Zibelli  appeared  so  well 
established  that  Borbero  gave  the  order  for  their 
arrest. 

Joseph  was  in  his  warehouse ;  in  vain  did  he 
implore  a  delay  of  some  days  to  put  his  vast  af- 
fairs in  order,  and  to  regulate  his  mercantile  re- 
lations. They  brutally  snatched  him  from  the 
prayers  and  tears  of  his  wife.  The  clerks  were 
dismissed  and  the  doors  sealed  up. 

"  Can  you  at  least  inform  me  of  what  crime  I 
stand  accused  ?"  asked  he  with  calmness. 

He  was  not  answered. 

Nearly  at  the  same  time,  Robert  was  entering 
the  king's  palace ;  two  sbirri  posted  behind  the 
door  demanded  his  sword.  After  having  looked 
upon  them  disdainfully,  he  said  : 

"And  what  would  you  do  with  it?" 

"  Give  it  up  :  do  not  oppose  the  legitimate 
course  of  justice  " 

"  What 'have  I  to  fear  from  justice?" 

"  You  know  what.  Obey,  and  follow  us  whith- 
er we  have  orders  to  conduct  you." 

Robert  hesitated,  then  he  boldly  drew  the  blade. 
At  sight  of  this  the  archers  recoiled  and  assumed 
a  defensive  attitude ;  the  young  man  rested  the 
point  of  the  sword  on  the  marble  pavement, 
pressed  his  foot  upon  the  blade  and  broke  it. 

"  Pick  it  up,"  said  he,  with  contempt,  throw- 
ing them  the  hilt. 

Angelo  was  arrested  with  more  diflSculty.  Ar- 
dent and  haughty,  he  drew  his  poniard  and  put  to 
flight  the  sbirri  who  sought  to  secure  him.  Then, 
making  his  way  in  spite  of  the  clamors  of  the 
passers  by,  he  gained,  by  deserted  streets,  the 
door  of  the  house,  which  happened  to  be  open. 

But  the  court  and  all  the  apartment  were  full 
of  archers,  who  were  plundering  with  eagerness 
the  rich  dwelling  of  the  merchant.  At  sight  of 
Angelo,  they  stopped  their  pillage  for  awhile, 
surrounded  him,  threw  him  down,  and  captured 
him. 


Borbero  shut  them  up  in  separate  cells,  and  re- 
fused all  requests  for  permission  to  see  each  other. 

They  were  strictly  guarded.  After  some  days 
of  solitude  each  one  received  a  companion  in  his 
captivity,  chosen  from  among  the  most  cunning 
of  the  gaolers. 

These  spies  studied  to  draw  from  them,  by  every 
possible  means,  exclamations  or  words  which 
might  criminate  them.  Sometimes  they  tried  to 
surprise  their  confldence  by  an  insidious  compas- 
sion, and  asked  them  for  confessions  and  outpour- 
ings of  the  heart;  sometimes,  by  studied  insults, 
they  tried  to  catch  them  in  the  indiscretion  of 
anger,  and  the  impnidence  of  passion.  But  the 
prisoners  were  upon  their  guard  ;  they  watched 
attentively  over  their  lips. 

Joseph  displayed  an  unshaken  firmness  of  soul. 
In  the  midst  of  the  vexations  of  which  he  was  the 
object,  he  was  neither  heard  to  heave  a  sigh  nor 
to  express  regret.  He  remained  for  entire  hours 
in  the  same  attitude,  forgetting  the  spy  who  was 
dogging  his  heels.  He  understood  from  the  first 
that  the  ruin  of  all  three  was  contemplated,  and 
he  did  not  allow  himself  to  be  flattered  for  a  sin- 
gle instant  by  illusions.  He  vainly  sought  to  re- 
call what  action  of  his  life  or  what  word  could 
have  engendered  such  cruel  enmities  against  him. 
He  could  not  imagine  what  motive  could  prompt 
any  living  man  to  desire  his  ruin  and  death. 

Misfortune  is  suspicious;  Joseph  finding  no  ex- 
planations of  this  hatred  in  reason,  sought  it 
in  human  passions.  Cupidity  alone,  and  the  hope 
of  plundering  his  goods,  could  have  animated  his 
persecutors ;  this  idea  embittered  his  soul.  The 
riches  acquired  by  his  forefathers,  in  two  centu- 
ries of  work,  vigilance  and  assiduous  labors,  were 
to  become  the  prey  and  the  booty  of  calumniators. 
And  to  secure  them  the  more  easily,  tliese  wretches 
did  not  recoil  from  the  agony  of  three  innocent 
men. 

These  reflections  inspired  him  with  disgust  and 
contempt  of  the  world.  Men  appeared  to  him  so 
perverse  and  so  base  that  he  rejoiced  to  be  sepa- 
rated from  them.  Life  became  a  matter  of  in- 
difference to  him,  and  if  liberty  had  been  restored 
to  him  at  that  moment,  he  would  have  fled  into  a 
desert  to  hide  the  rest  of  his  days.  Death  was 
denuded  of  all  that  could  be  frightful  for  him  ;  he 
called  upon  it  in  his  prayers,  as  it  alone  could  put 
an  end  to  his  captivity,  assuage  his  griefs,  and  de- 
liver him  from  the  contact  of  evil. 

Misfortune  is  a  road  that  leads  to  God.  Med- 
itations on  death  introduced  Joseph  to  the  pres. 
ence  of  the  Eternal  Judsre.  He  had  hitherto  lived  in 
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carelessnessof  his  salvation.  The  preoccupations 
of  fortune,  the  strife  of  interest,  the  tumultuous 
hurry  of  business,  had  filled  his  heart,  and  had 
left  no  place  for  the  thought  of  heaven  therein. 
This  thought  took  possession  of  it  as  soon  as  the 
threats  of  death  had  cleansed  it  from  the  mate- 
rial cares  which  encumbered  it ;  his  eyes  turned 
spontaneously  to  the  Divinity  to  beg  for  justice 
and  vengeance.  Then  piety  found  a  foothold  by 
degrees,  and  allayed  his  resentments.  Detachment 
from  the  earth  led  him  step  l)y  step  to  the  forget- 
ting and  forgiving  of  injuries.  His  griefs  lost 
their  poignancy ;  and  resignation  enlightened  the 
black  walls  of  his  dungeon  with  sweeter  daylight. 
The  air  which  he  breathed  seemed  less  damp  to 
him,  the  vault  less  narrow,  solitude  less  tedious, 
and  even  the  spy,  who  tortured  him  at  leisure,  ap- 
peared to  him  less  hideous  and  less  hateful. 

Robert  suffered  much  less  from  captivity.  The 
habit  of  watching  for  the  storms  of  court  had 
hardened  him  beforehand  against  the  capricious 
injustice  of  fortune ;  nothing  shook  his  courage. 
Imprisonment  is  a  severe  trial.  The  firmest  char- 
acters do  not  always  resist  that  isolation  which 
unnerves  the  most  vigorous  minds  and  relaxes  all 
the  strength  of  manhood.  The  young  courtier 
did  not  allow  his  forces  to  languish  and  waste 
away.  He  kept  his  body  in  health  by  regular  ex- 
ercise, and  to  distract  his  mind,  he  applied  him- 
self to  the  composition  of  romances  which  he  sang 
to  the  echoes  of  his  dungeon,  making  it  ring  with 
an  unaccustomed  sound. 

Such  is  the  ascendency  conferred  by  energy  of 
the  will,  he  had  forced  his  gaoler  to  become  his 
servant.  He  imposed  silence  upon  him  when  he 
wished  to  give  himself  up  to  sleep  or  to  medita- 
tion on  his  rhymes.  He  joked ;  he  indulged  in 
sarcasm ;  the  weariness  of  solitude  and  want  of 
occupation  had  given  a  keener  edge  to  his  wit, 
and  he  confounded  the  spy  by  his  sallies  and  his 
satires.  And  when  his  companion  did  not  laugh 
quick  enough,  he  would  say  with  a  frown : 
"  Laugh,  or  I  will  have  thee  hanged,  when  I  am 
minister." 

No  revelation  was  to  be  hoped  for  from  these 
two  prisoners.  Robert  did  not,  like  his  brother, 
persevere  in  a  mournful  silence,  but  the  skill  of 
his  replies  defeated  the  cunning  of  the  questioner. 
It  was  upon  Angelo  that  all  attacks  were  concen- 
trated. Angelo  was,  in  fact,  much  more  vul- 
nerable. 

He  was  young,  and  had  not  yet  learned  by  ex- 
perience to  contemn  the  world.  Life  had  hither- 
to shown  him  a  smiling  face,  gilt  by  the  magic  of 


hope  and  adorned  by  illusion  ;  he  had  a  thirst  to 
live.  Perhaps  some  secret  attachment  also, 
scarcely  formed  and  still  unsatisfied,  rendered 
more  lieartrending  to  him  the  bloody  array  of 
death.  Each  time  that  the  specter  of  mortality 
presented  itself  to  his  mind,  he  turned  away  his 
head  with  horror,  and  was  filled  with  indigna- 
tion at  seeing  himself  broken  from  the  stem,  be- 
fore the  flower  could  expand. 

When  despair  seized  him,  he  rolled  upon  the 
ground  in  the  paroxysms  of  a  wild  fury :  he  ad- 
jured heaven  and  earth,  he  beat  the  walls  with 
his  head  and  feet,  and  was  near  strangling  his 
gaoler.  All  his  strength  was  dissipated  in  cries 
and  impotent  rage,  and  he  fell  back  upon  his  pal- 
let of  straw,  weeping  with  anger  and  pain.  He 
called  the  whole  universe  to  his  assistance,  and 
casting  himself  on  his  knees,  he  raised  his  eyes 
and  his  joined  hands  to  the  vault  of  his  cell,  and 
prayed  to  the  Madonna  with  bitter  tears  and 
moaning. 

He  ingeniously  recounted  all  the  events  of  the 
fearful  night,  as  Robert's  servant  had  given  them 
in  his  testimony.  He  could  never  be  brought  to 
any  confusion,  or  to  contradict  himself.  But  the 
accent  of  truth  which  innocence  lent  to  his  words 
did  not  touch  the  judges,  who  unceasingly  asked 
of  him. 

"  And  how  did  you  happen  to  be  at  the  fatal 
scene  at  that  hour  of  night  ?" 

He  would  never  explain  this.  In  vain  they 
told  him  that  his  justification  lay  in  this  secret; 
he  lowered  his  head  and  remained  silent. 

[to  be  CONTINUED.l 


KOTIOE  OP  PUBLICATIONS. 


Pub- 


LYDIA:   A  TALE  OF  THE  SECOND  CENTURY: 
liahed  by  Eugene  Cammiskey,  Philadelphia. 

The  above  work  is  a  translation  from  the  Ger- 
man of  Herman  Geiger,  and  a  reprint  from  the 
English  edition.  With  the  exception  of  a  little 
inaccuracy  about  classical  names,  it  has  been  fairly 
translated. 

The  Tale  is  laid  chiefly  in  Athens.  It  belongs 
to  the  same  class  as  Galuta  and  Fabiola.  It  is 
simple  and  pleasing,  and  we  freely  acquiesce  in 
the  words  of  the  Preface  to  the  American  Edition, 
that  "a  volume  so  interesting  and  instructive  is 
peculiarly  beneficial :  for  it  must  be  admitted, 
though  numerous  and  influential  as  may  be  the 
members  of  the  Catholic  Church,  that  there  still 
exists  a  prejudice  and  pressure  from  without  that 
in  no  small  degree  prevents  the  vigor  and  growth 


AVE    MARIA. 


205 


of  sound  Christian  principles.  The  temporal 
prosperity  of  the  country,  and  the  concomitant 
desire  of  appearing  well  before  the  people,  have 
introduced  a  spirit  of  extravagance  and  forgetful- 
ness  by  no  means  favorable  to  religion. 

"The  blamelessness  of  the  lives,  and  the  ac- 
knowledged virtues  of  the  early  Christians,  proved 
insufficient  to  protect  them  against  the  strong 
prejudice  of  a  jealous  and  unbelieving  majority  : 
and  in  the  nineteenth,  as  in  the  second  century  of 
the  Church,  do  we  find,  in  too  many  instances,  a 
lack  of  that  firmness  and  moral  courage  which  we 
80  admire,  but  do  not  always  practice. 

"  It  would  sound  strangely,  perhaj^s,  to  compare 
the  unjust  prejudices  of  the  Grecian  pagan  of  the 
second  century  with  the  misrepresentations  of  the 
nineteenth  in  our  own  midst ;  but  this  however 
may  be  understood,  that  now,  as  then,  it  requires 
the  patience  and  charity  of  Lydia  to  conquer  the 
pride  and  worldly-mindedness  of  Metella. 

"  In  the  hope,  then,  of  strengthening  the  faith, 
whilst  it  sustains  the  hope  of  the  children  of  the 
Church,  in  their  daily  conflict  with  the  outward 
world,  this  volume  is  placed  in  the  hands  of  the 
American  reader, — a  reprint  of  the  London  edi- 
tion of  the  present  year." 

THE  CAIEOLIC   YOUTH'S  LIBRARY;  PubUshed  by 
P.  F.  CaDningham:  Philadelphia. 

We  gladly  hail  the  zealous  labors  of  the  enter- 
prising publisher,  in  his  happy  commencement  of 
a  series  of  works  for  Catholic  children,  in  which 
amusement  and  instruction  are  most  happily  com- 
bined. We  can  easily  imagine  how  the  bright 
eyes  of  our  young  readers  would  brighten  at  the 
sight  of  these  fifteen  books,  so  neatly  bound  in 
red,  blue,  brown,  and  black,  all  prepared  for 
youths,  with  the  following  interesting  titles : 

"  Helena  Butler:  A  Story  of  the  Rosary." 

"  May  Carleton  ;  or  the  Catholic  Maiden's  Cross." 

"Alice;  or  the  Rose  of  the  Black  Forest." 

"Cottage  Evening  Tales." 

"  Ralph  Berrien,  and  other  Tales  of  the  French  Revolution." 

"The  Beauforts :  A  Story  of  the  AJleghanies." 

"  Charles  and  Frederick ;  or  a  Mother's  Prayer," 

"  Philip  Hartley ;  or  a  Boy's  Trials  and  Triumphs." 

"  Lauretta  and  the  Fables." 

"A  Father's  Tales." 

"  Count  Leslie ;  or  the  Triumphs  of  Filial  Piety." 

"Silver  Grange,  aud  Philippine." 

"  Trevor  Hall :  A  Christmas  Story." 

"The  Children  of  the  Valley." 

These  little  tales  are  exactly  what  we  need  for 
children.  In  some  it  is  a  touching  episode  in 
history,  charmingly  related,  as,  in  Philippine,  the 
gentle  betrothed  of  Edward  II ;  or,  the  tragic  fate 
of  the  young  dauphin,  Louis  XVII.  Or,  again, 
we  have  the  trials  and  triumphs  of  a  real  little 


Catholic  American  boy,  in  brave  little  Philip 
Hartley. 

Such  tales  will  do  good  to  every  child  who 
reads  them ;  and  they  are  written  in  an  attractive 
style,  well  calculated  to  win  children's  attention, 
and  leave  an  impress  of  tender  piety  and  lively 
faith. 


OHRONIOLE. 


Dedications. — On  the  27th  of  January,  the 
Very  Rev.  Father  Coady,  administrator  of  the 
Diocese  of  Erie,  dedicated  the  new  Catholic 
Church  in  Petroleum  Centre,  Venango  county, 
Pennsylvania. 

On  the  17th  of  January,  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Domenec  dedicated  the  new  Church  of  St.  Mary's 
Summit,  Butler  county.  Pa. 

Religious  Ceremonies. — At  the  Convent  of 
Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  Manchester,  New  Hampshire, 
on  Monday  evening,  25th  ultimo,  Miss  Lucy 
Wheeler,  called  in  Religion  Sister  Mary  Joseph- 
ine, Miss  Annie  Murphy,  (Sister  Mary  Frances,) 
Miss  Katie  Delaney,  (Sister  Mary  Vincent,)  Miss 
Flora  Campbell,  (Sister  M.  Genevieve,)  Miss  Julia 
Delaney,  (Sister  Mary  Monica,)  Miss  Kate  Barrett, 
(Sister  Mary  Augusta,)  received  from  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Dr.  Bacon  the  white  veil  and  habit  of  the  Order 
of  Mercy. 

On  the  following  morning.  Miss  Lucy  Pick- 
ersgill,  in  Religion  Sister  Mary  Teresa  Xavier, 
and  Miss  Ellen  Blake,  in  Religion  Sister  Mary 
Regina,  pronounced  their  vows  and  received  the 
black  veil  from  the  hands  of  the  Right  Rev.  Pre- 
late, assisted  by  a  number  of  clergymen.  The 
Bishop  confirmed  many  of  the  young  Ladies  of 
the  Academy  and  several  converts.  On  Thurs- 
day over  five  hundred  children  and  a  number  of 
adults  received  Confirmation  in  Saint  Ann's 
Church. 

In  the  Ursuline  Convent,  Saint  Martin's,  Brown 
County,  Ohio,  on  the  28th  ultimo.  Miss  Ellen  Col- 
lins, named  in  religion  Sister  Mary  Sebastian,  re- 
ceived the  white  veil. 

Obituaries. — Died,  at  Saint  Vincent's  Abbey, 
Pennsylvania,  on  the  3d  ultimo,  Rev.  Cyrillus 
Eder,  O.  S.  B.,  in  the  26th  year  of  his  age,  and 
second  of  his  Profession. 

On  the  27th  ultimo,  at  Saint  Mary's,  near  Som- 
erset, Perry  County,  Ohio,  Sister  Monica  Lynch, 
in  the  83d  year  of  her  age,  and  seventeenth  of  her 
Profession. 

Ileq^uiencant  in  pace. 
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CHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


LITTLE  J03EY. 

[concluded.] 

They  had  warmed  themselves  by  a  good  fire ; 
they  had  eaten  a  hearty  meal  of  nice  cakes  and 
warm  coflfee  ;  and  then  they  were  sweetly  sleeping 
in  the  great  big,  soft  bed  that  good  Mrs.  "White, 
Father  Lamoner's  housekeeper,  had  prepared  f  jr 
them,  while  the  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
placed  over  the  bed,  seemed  sweetly  to  smile  ujjon 
them.  Dear  Lord,  thou  hadst  indeed  answered 
little  Mary's  prayer,  and  Thou  didst  have  pity  on 
poor  little  children  who  had  no  father  nor  mother ! 

The  next  day  Peter  and  Josey,  well  washed, 
their  hair  nicely  combed,  and  dressed  in  their 
best  clothes  (which,  after  all,  were  poor  enough) 
that  Peter's  little  bundle  contained,  took  their 
breakfast  with  Mrs.  White,  while  Father  La- 
moner  was  saying  High  Mass.  Mrs.  White 
was  Father  Lamoner's  widowed  sister,  and  had 
kept  house  for  him  over  twenty  years.  She  was 
an  excellent  old  lady,  and  very  well  adapted  to 
pet  and  spoil  little  children  ;  so  you  may  be  sure 
that  under  her  kind  care  the  two  little  urchins 
soon  forgot  all  their  sorrows,  and  their  merry 
laughter  made  good  Mrs.  White's  heart  bound  with 
joy.  It  is  even  reported  that  little  Josey,  throw- 
ing discretion  altogether  aside,  already  called  her 
Mother  White,  caressed  Mother  White,  and,  in 
short,  treated  Mother  Wliite  as  if  he  had  known 
her  all  his  life.  And  she,  good  soul,  never 
dreamed  of  being  offended  at  this  familiarity.  On 
the  contrary,  she  enjoyed  it,  as  she  made  Peter 
relate,  for  the  twentieth  time,  perhaps,  their  ad- 
yentures  since  they  reached  the  city ;  not,  how- 
ever, without  interrupting  him,  every  moment,  by 
a  sigh  or  an  exclamation ;  and  indeed  she  shed 
more  than  one  tear  over  his  touching  story. 

"  Poor  little  angels,"  she  said,  "  poor  little  an- 
gels of  our  dear  Lord !"  Then  with  tears  and 
sobs  she  embraced  first  Peter  and  then  little  Josey. 
Peter  said:  "I  knew  the  Blessed  Virgin  would 
hear  our  prayer." 

Josey  exclaimed :  "  Oh,  Mother  White,  you 
would  never  send  us  away  from  you,  if  you  only 
knew  how  cold  people  are  when  they  have  to  sleep 
out  in  the  street." 

After  Mas.s,  Father  Lamoner  took  the  boys  with 
him,  and  went  to  the  same  grand  house  on  whose 
steps  Peter  and  Josey  had  rested  the  night  before. 


"  Oh  I"  said  Peter,  "  here  is  the  very  spot  where 
we  almost  froze  to  death  !" 

"  And  here  is  the  place  where  Peter  pulled  oflF 
his  coat  to  cover  me,"  said  Josey. 

"  Poor  little  angels,"  said  Father  Lamoner ; 
"  poor  little  angels  of  our  dear  Lord." 

Then  they  went  into  the  grand  room  where  we 
saw  the  beautiful  Christmas  tree.  All  the  family 
were  present,  and  the  children,  seated  on  the 
carpet,  were  enjoying  their  nice  Christmas  pres- 
ents. 

All  were  delighted  to  see  Father  Lamoner,  and 
they  said  :  ''Father,  where  did  you  get  two  such 
pretty  little  boys  ?" 

"  These  are  the  Christmas  gifts  I  bring  you," 
he  answered. 

All,  little  and  big,  listened  to  Peter's  story 
with  emotion,  and  at  the  end  Josey  received  so 
many  kind  attentions  that  I  am  afraid  he  forgot 
Mother  White.  Father  Lamoner  staid  to  dinner. 
The  children  of  the  house  shared  their  presents 
with  the  little  orphans,  while  the  elder  members 
of  the  family  held  a  council  with  Father  Lamoner 
in  which  it  was  decided  that  Peter  and  Josey 
should  be  placed  with  an  honest  mason  of  their 
acquaintance.  Peter  as  an  apprentice,  while  Jo-sey 
should  go  to-  school. 

And  then  it  was  time  for  Vespers ;  as  Father 
Lamoner  was  leaving  the  house,  leading  the  boys 
by  the  hand,  little  Mary  ran  after  them,  holding 
her  little  pillow  in  her  arms.  "  Here,  Josey,"  she 
exclaimed,  "  here  is  my  little  pillow — take  it  with 
you,  and  see  how  soft  it  is,  and  how  nicely  you 
cin  sleep  on  it."  And  her  mother,  although  she 
was  generally  rather  severe,  had  not  the  courage 
to  scold  Mary  for  this  generosity. 

That  is  all  I'll  tell  you  about  them  today. 
Some  other  time  I  will  ask  for  a  little  corner  in 
the  Children's  Department,  in  order  to  tell  you 
what  a  model  apprentice  Peter  made,  and  how 
rapidly  Josey  improved  in  all  his  classes.  How 
they  used  to  dine  on  Sundays  with  Mother  White, 
and  then  go  to  take  supper  with  Willie  and  John- 
nie and  little  Mary.  How  good  they  were,  and 
how  every  body  loved  them.  How  Peter  became 
a  master  mason,  and  Josey  became  a  great  and 
good  physician.  How  Willie  became  a  fine  poet, 
(you  may  have  seen  some  of  his  poetry  in  the  Ave 
Maria,)  and  how  Johnny,  who  intended  to  take 
his  soldiers  to  Palestine,  to  fight  the  Turkies,  did 
something  far  better  when  he  became  a  holy  priest 
and  went  as  a  missionar^p  to  convert  those  very  in- 
fidels he  once  thought  of  fighting  with  guns  and 
broad-swords. 
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"THEOLA;  A  TALE  OF  EASLY  TIMES." 

BY  MARIAPHJXOS. 

CHAPTER  II.— TiiE  CnuisTiAN  Family. 
The  emissary  llaucus  was  an  obscure  juriscon- 
sult of  Lyons — his  native  city.  Without  any  other 
quality  than  a  certain  low  cunning,  he  might 
have  lived  and  died  unnoticed,  had  not  the  new 
policy  of  the  Emperor  towards  the  Christians,  fur- 
nished an  appropriate  field  of  action  for  such  a 
nature  as  his.  He  hated  the  proscribed  race  with 
such  intensity  that  the  authorities  had  selected 
him  as  the  best  fitted  person  to  represent  to  the 
Emperor  the  manifold  evils  that  would  befall  the 
empire  in  general,  and  Lyons  in  particular,  if  the 
Christians  were  not  immediately  crushed.  There 
was  another  cause,  too,  which  increased  this  ha- 
tred to  absolute  fury.  He  had  dared  to  aspire 
to  the  hand  of  a  noble  lady,  whose  social 
position  was  infinitely  superior  to  his  own.  There 
was  another  obstacle,  which  he  barely  suspected 
at  the  time — the  lady  was  a  fervent  Christian. 
Four  years  before  the  opening  of  this  little  nar- 
rative, she  had  married  a  captain  of  the  garrison 
of  Lyons,  a  man  every  way  her  equal.  Their 
union  had  been  blessed  with  one  child — a  son, 
who,  at  the  period  of  Raucus'  visit  to  Rome,  was 
three  years  old.  When  the  would-be  suitor  heard 
of  the  noble  lady's  marriage,  all  the  worst  quali- 
ties of  his  grovelling  nature  were  aroused.  Hence, 
strongly  suspecting  her  to  be  a  Christian,  Raucus 
hailed  with  delight  the  symptoms  of  the  storm 
which  was  about  to  burst  upon  the  Church  of 
God.  The  persecution  had  already  commenced 
in  Rome,  and  had  been  creeping  along,  like  some 
hideous  monster,  to  the  extremities  of  the  empire. 
But  it  traveled  too  slowly  for  such  men  as  Rau- 
cus, so  his  journey  was  decided  on  in  order  to  ex- 
pedite the  anxiously  expected  edict.  After  this 
explanation,  we  shall  turn  from  him  and  his  dark 
designs  to  a  more  genial  scene. 

*  *  *  *  ^i  :tt  ^> 

"  Mater  Ohristi,  ora  pro  nobit ;  Mater  diviruB 
gratice,  ora  pro  nobis  ;  Muter  purisaima,  ora  pro 
nobis." 

Tread  lightly,  dear  children,  for  you  are  now 
entering  a  Christian  home.  Here  are  strange 
prayers  in  the  midst  of  paganism.  A  tiny  little 
voice — the  soft  tones  of  a  lady — the  strong,  deep 
enunciation  of  a  man,  made  the  beautiful  litany 
musical,  as  it  arose  to  Mary's  throne.  And  so  they 
went  on  —  the  sweet  petitions!  —  until  the  end, 


and  then  the  father,  mother  and  child  arose  from 
their  knees,  with  that  sense  of  calm  and  happi- 
ness which  only  such  as  they  experience. 

The  father  was  a  man  of  large,  yet  well-propor- 
tioned frame,  with  a  frank,  open  expression  of 
countenance,  that  bespoke  a  generous,  noble  soul. 
It  was  one  of  those  faces  that  attract  childhood — 
those  unskilled  yet  unerring  Lavaters.  A  certain 
brvsquerie  and  abruptness  of  manner  rendered  the 
military  undress  he  wore  unnecessary  as  an  indi- 
cation of  his  profession. 

The  mother  was  one  of  those  calm,  modest  and 
matronly  ladies,  whose  world  is  confined  to  the 
domestic  circle,  and  the  duties  of  religion.  Her 
dress  was  rich,  but  plain,  and  arranged  with  the 
strictest  propriety.  A  small,  exquisi'.ely- wrought 
cross  hung  from  her  neck,  which  she  tenderly 
kissed  as  she  concluded  her  prayer. 

The  child  looked  like  one  of  Guido's  lovely 
conceptions.  His  face  was  a  picture  of  innocence 
and  vivacity.  His  large,  bright  blue  eyes  sparkled 
with  the  purity  of  "  the  light  within."  Rich, 
golden  curls  fell  down  his  shoulders  in  profusion, 
so  regularly,  so  softly,  that  they  looked  like 
painted   locks. 

When  the  prayers  were  ended  he  approached 
the  statue,  before  which  they  had  knelt,  and 
placed  at  the  feet  of  the  Madonna  a  beautiiul 
rose  in  full  bloom ;  then,  pressing  his  lips  to  the 
statue  he  turned  away.  The  parents,  who  had 
sat  down,  exchanged  glances,  which  told  how 
deeply  their  hearts  were  moved  at  this  simple 
little  act  of  homage.  Oh,  how  profoundly  is  a 
Christian  parent's  soul  touched  at  such  evidences 
of  good  dispositions  in  a  child.! 

"  Come  here,  Angelicus,"  said  the  father,  hold- 
ing out  his  arms. 

Angelicus  ran  to  him,  smiling  sweetly. 

"  Tell  me,  my  child,  why  did  you  put  that  rose 
there  I" 

"  Aha,  papa,  you  saw  me,  then !  Well,  dear 
papa,  mamma  told  me  that  we  should  give  the 
most  precious  things  we  possess  to  our  Mother. 
So  I  was  thinking  to-day  what  was  the  most  pre- 
cious thing  I  had.  Now,  you  know,  that  dear 
old  Corbinus  the  gardener,  and  I  worked  ever  so 
long  at  my  pretty  rose-bush.  Mamma  knows  how 
often  I  went  out  to  water  it  every  day,  and  to 
keep  the  nasty  caterpillars  from  eating  the  heaves, 
and  after  all  my  trouble,  papa,  only  one  bud  came 
out.  I  was  going  to  be  dissappointed  only  manmia 
told  me  that  God  does  every  thing,  so,  you  know, 
dear  papa,  I  would  not  be  troubled  at  any  thirg 
He  should  do.     I  think  I  could  tell  the  size  of 
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every  leaf,  and  how  many  there  are  on  that  rose. 
And  when  it  was  getting  big  I  could  hardly  sleep 
at  night,  thinking  it  might  be  gone  in  the  morn- 
ing. I  asked  Corbinus  to-day,  if  it  would  ever 
grow  any  larger  or  prettier,  and  he  said  no.  So, 
I  just  went  out  before  prayers,  and  pulled  it,  and 
oh!"  concluded  the  little  fellow,  clapping  his 
hands  in  ecstasy,  "  I  am  so  glad  my  dear  Mother 
has  it  safely  at  last  j" 

"Thecla,"  said  the  strong  soldier,  with  a  fal- 
tering voice,  "  God  has  blessed  us  abundantly." 

"Yes,  Maulius,  He  has  truly,"  answered  his 
wife,  her  eyes  suffused  with  tears. 

"  And  so.  Angel  icus,  that's  the  way  you  came 
by  your  rose  ?"  said  the  father. 

"  Yes,  papa,  that  was  the  way,"  answered  the 
child,  interlacing  his  fingers  and  looking  down 
with  a  charming  smile. 

"  Well,  now,  my  child,  come  and  kiss  me,  and 
your  mamma,  before  going  to  bed,  and  remember 
always  to  love  your  blessed  Mother  in  Heaven 
and  be  prepared  to  oflfer  her  something  more 
pleasing  to  her  maternal  heart  than  roses." 

"  And  what  is  that,  dear  papa  ?"  asked  Angel- 
icas. 

"It  is,  my  child,  a  strict  imitation  of  Mary's 
life  and  virtues.  Whenever  any  trouble  or  temp- 
tation comes  upon  you,  say  to  yourself,  'how 
would  blessed  Jklary  act  now  ?'  Your  own  heart 
and  the  knowledge  you  have  of  your  Mother  in 
Heaven  will  teach  you  the  proper  answer.  You 
will  do  this,  will  you  not,  Angelicus  ?"  concluded 
the  father. 

'•Yes,  indeed,  dear  papa,  I  will."  Then  there 
was  a  moment's  silence.  "  Good  night,  papa, — 
good  night,  mamma."  He  raised  his  face  for  the 
accustomed  kiss,  the  nurse  Cojlia  was  summoned, 
and  the  child  led  away  to  bis  bed. 

"May  the  blessing  of  God  and  the  favor  of 
Mary  be  with  you,  my  child,"  murmured  the 
mother,  when  he  disappeared. 

"  Amen,  with  all  ray  heart,"  answered  Manlius. 

The  lady  and  her  husband  remained  for  some 
time  in  deep  thought.  It  was  a  perilous  time, 
fraught  with  danger  to  the  faitliful,  although  the 
actual  persecution  had  not  assailed  them  yet, 
nevertheless  they  saw  about  them  unmistakable 
evidences  of  the  catastrophe.  Manlius  heard  the 
officers  discussing  the  matter  and  looking  upon 
it  as  a  matter  of  course.  Thecla,  that  very  morn- 
ing, whilst  passing  through  the  street  to  visit  a 
Christian  slave  who  was  sick,  noticed  the  cold, 
sinister  looks  of  some  of  her  pagan  acquaintances. 
Thty  seemtd  to  shun  the  Christian  lady,  as  if 


they  feared  to  be  compromised  by  being  seen  in 
her  company. 

In  such  times  as  those,  affection  was  deeper  and 
love  more  intense  than  usual.  For,  no  one  knew 
the  moment  a  ruthless  hand  might  be  laid  upon 
him  which  would  be  but  a  prelude  to  the  agonies 
of  the  Forum,  or  the  sharp,  swift  death  of  the 
knife  or  wild  beast. 

"  Thecla,"  said  Manlius  at  length,  "  I  heard 
some  strange  news  of  a  certain  ancient  suitor  of 
yours,  named  Raucus — 

"  Raucus,  what  of  him?"  exclaimed  Thecla,  with 
a  perceptible  start. 

"  He  has  gone  to  Rome  on  a  mission,  which,  if 
report  says  true,  bodes  no  good  to  the  Church.  I 
was  passing  by  one  of  the  prisons  which  they  are 
enlarging,  and  hearing  his  name  mentioned,  I 
paused  to  catch  the  conversation.  From  what  I 
heard  I  have  no  doubt  the  wretch  will  bring  back 
the  edict  of  persecution." 

"  May  God  protect  us,  then,  for  we  cannot  ex- 
pect much  mercy  from  him,"  exclaimed  the  lady. 
Then  she  added :  "  But  think  you  he  is  so  wicked  ? 
Why  he  was  always  considered  a  mild,  harmless 
creature — indeed,  effeminate,  I  might  say." 

"  His  mildness,  believe  me,  was  assumed, — 
harmless,  he  is  not, — and  as  to  effeminacy,  why 
you  know,  Thecla,  that  it  is  one  of  the  chief  qual- 
ities of  every  petty  tyrant.  Look  at  the  Em- 
peror ;" — here  he  dropped  his  voice  to  a  whisper, 
— "  whilst  he  was  campaigning  he  was  honorable, 
just  and  clement,  now  he  is — ." 

"  Hush  !"  Lady  Thecla  placed  her  finger  on  the 
speaker's  lips. — A  step  was  approaching. 

A  tall,  spare  figure,  closely  mufiied  in  a  long 
cloak,  noiselessly  entered  the  room.  The  head 
was  bent  and  the  hand  feeble,  as  of  one  who  had 
attained  an  advanced  age.  Astonished  at  an  oc- 
currence so  unusual  as  the  entrance  of  a  stranger 
without  having  been  announced,  both  Manlius 
and  Thecla  arose  to  their  feet. 

"  To  what  am  I  indebted—" 

Before  Manlius  could  proceed  further,  the 
stranger,  without  speaking,  threw  from  his  head 
the  covering  that  Cfmcealed  his  features  and  stood 
revealed  before  the  troubled  pair.  His  hair  and 
long  beard  were  as  white  as  snow, — his  foreliead 
furrowed  with  wrinkles,  and  his  complexion  dark 
as  if  from  exposure  to  the  elements.  An  unearth- 
ly sweetness  lit  up  his  mild  face, — his  eyes  glowed 
like  sapphires,  and  altogether,  there  was  some- 
thing in  his  appearance  that  commanded  respect 
and  excited  awe  and  veneration. 

[to   be   CONTDsTJED.] 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE   MOST  REV.   ARCHBISHOP   SPALDENO. 

IX. — ^The  Ave  Regina  Ccelortjm. 

On  the  thirty-third  day  after  the  Circumcision 
of  her  divine  Son,  the  Blessed  Virgin  presented 
herself  in  the  temple,  and  performed  all  that  was 
required  in  the  law  of  Moses  for  her  own  Purifi- 
cation. The  pair  of  young  pigeons  or  of  turtle- 
doves, the  smallest  oblation  ordained  by  the  law, 
while  they  indicated  her  great  poverty,  also  beau- 
tifully emblemed  her  own  immaculate  purity,  and 
that  of  her  Infant  Son.  "We  may  well  imagine 
the  scene  which  ensued  from  the  brief  statement 
of  the  inspired  writer:  the  exultation  of  holy 
Simeon  when  he  took  the  Child  into  his  arms  and 
chanted  the  Ifunc  dimittis  ;  the  proi)hetic  declar- 
ations of  Anna  the  prophetess ;  and  above  all  the 
tender  emotions,  not  unmingled  with  sadness,  of 
the  Immaculate  Mother  and  her  devoted  espoused, 
Saint  Joseph. 

Mary  did  not  need  Purification,  because  she 
had  never  contracted  the  least  stain  of  defilement ; 
but  she  obeyed  the  law,  because  she  was  the  hap- 
py Mother  of  Him  who  was  to  be  obedient  even 
unto  death,  the  death  of  the  cross,  for  the  salva- 
tion of  a  fallen  race.  Conceived  without  sin,  she 
was  declared  by  God's  ambassador  to  be  full  of 
grace.  She  was  purer  than  the  icicle  which 
glistens  in  the  morning  sun,  purer  than  the  dew- 
drop  which  trembles  on  the  leaf  of  the  lily, 
brighter  than  the  sun,  more  beautiful  than  the 
moon.  As  even  the  Protestant  poet  Words- 
worth sings,  apostrophizing  this  wonderful  Virgin 
Mother : — 

"  Mother !  whose  Virgin  bosom  was  uncrossed 
With  the  least  shade  of  thought  to  sin  allied ! 
Woman !  above  all  women  glorified, 
Our  tainted  nature's  solitary  boast ! 
Purer  than  fuam  on  central  ocean  tossed  I 


Brighter  than  Eastern  skies  at  day- break  stream 
With  fancied  roses." 

Hailed  now,  in  the  holy  temple  and  amid  the 
solemn  rites  of  Religion,  as  the  happy  Mother  of 
the  long  expected  Messiah,  "God  with  us"  or 
Emmanuel,  she  warmly  pressed  the  Infant  to  her 
bosom  as  she  went  forth  from  the  sanctuary ;  and 
in  her  inmost  heart  lovingly  vowed  to  follow 
His  fortunes  in  childhood,  in  youth,  in  life,  in 
deatii — on  earth,  and  in  heaven.  Henceforth  she 
coveted  no  other  fortunes  than  His,  was  to  be  one 
with  Him,  in  heart  and  in  soul  forever  more! 
This  was  her  highest  ambition,  her  most  exquis- 
ite happiness.  Such  a  Mother  of  such  a  S<m ! 
The  world  had  never  witnessed  such  a  pair  in  the 
past,  never  could  expect  to  look  upon  it  again  in 
the  future. 

"  As  the  sun 

O'er  misty  shrouds, 

When  he  walks 

Upon  the  clouds ; 

Or  as  when 
The  moon  doth  rise, 
And  refreshes 
All  the  skies ; 

Or  as  when 
The  lily  flower 
Stands  amid 
The  vernal  bower ; 

Or  the  water's 
Glassy  face 
Doth  reflect 
The  starry  space ; 

Thus  above 
All  mothers  shone, 
The  Mother  of 
The  Blessed  One."* 

The  Church  of  God  accordingly  daily  chants 
her  praises,  at  the  close  of  her  public  evening 


•  Lvra  Catholica,  p.  502-5. 
coro  lumiM. 
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prayer,  from  this  beautiful  festival  till  Holy 
Thursday,  in  the  eloquent  words  of  the  Anthem 
Ate  Regina  Ccelorum.  This  period  embraces 
two  Cycles;  that  of  the  childhood,  youth,  and 
private  life  of  her  Son  up  to  the  first  Sunday  of 
Lent,  and  that  of  His  public  ministrations  till 
His  passion  and  death  on  Holy  Thursday  and 
Good  Friday,  when  she  stood  sorrowing  under 
the  cross.  In  the  Anthem,  the  Church  rises 
from  the  view  of  her  weary  but  loving  pilgrim- 
age on  earth  to  that  of  her  high  estate  in  heaven  : 
and  though  no  English  dress  can  fully  convey  the 
comprehensive  simplicity  or  the  touching  pathos 
of  the  original,  yet  we  present  the  following  po- 
etical translation,  as  the  best  we  have  been  able 
to  find.    It  is  from  the  Lyra  Catholica. 

Hail !  oh  Queen  of  Heaven  enthroned  I 

Hail !  by  angels  Mistress  owned  I 

Root  of  Jesse !  Gate  of  Morn  ! 

Whence  the  world's  true  Light  was  bom ! 

Glorious  Virgin  !  joy  to  thee ! 

Loveliest  whom  in  heaven  they  see  I 

Fairest  thou,  where  all  are  fair ! 

Plead  with  Christ  our  sins  to  spare! 

She,  who  was  so  lowly  on  earth,  and  who  so 
wearily  and  sadly,  yet  buoyantly,  trod  its  soil  in 
her  earthly  pilgrimage,  sharing  to  the  full  in  all 
the  Manhood  sorrows  of  her  darling  Son,  as  she 
had  shared  in  all  the  innocent  joys  of  His  ra- 
diant Childhood,  is  now  by  Him  exalted  to  the 
highest  seat  in  the  heavens,  and  has  by  Him  been 
enthroned  as  Heaven's  brilliant  Queen ;  while  all 
the  hosts  of  bright  angels  welcome  her  as  their 
loved  Mistress,  because  she  is  the  Mother  of  their 
Sovereign  Lord  and  Master.  The  beauteous  flower 
from  the  root  of  Jesse — David's  father — has  been 
transplanted  to  the  gardens  of  the  heavenly  para- 
dise, where  it  will  continue  to  bloom  in  unfading 
beauty  forever  more.  She  who  ushered  in  the 
bright  morning  by  giving  us  the  "  Orient  from  on 
high,"  is  the  gate  whence  issues  a  flood  of  light, 
to  illumine  and  cheer  the  dreary  pathway  of  our 
pilgrimage.  The  fairest  and  the  most  beautiful, 
the  most  honored,  and  the  most  beloved  of  all 
God's  creatures,  whether  on  earth  or  in  heaven, 
will  she  not  be  our  Mother,  and  intercede  with 
her  divine  Son  in  our  behalf?    Surely  she  will. 

A.  B. 

[to  be  CONTINtJED.I 

Adore  Jesus  under  the  ignominy  of  the  cross  ; 
acknowledge  Him  for  thy  King,  for  the  true 
King  of  thy  heart,  and  beg  that  He  may  hence- 
forward abolish  the  reign  of  sin  in  thee. 


For  the  Atb  Mjlbii.. 

THE  STABAT  MATEE. 


BY  A.   P.   M. 


The  weeping  Mother  stood 

Beside  the  Holy  Rood 
Whence  hung  her  Son  and  Lord : 

Deep  grief  and  sadness  mixed, 
Her  inmost  soul  transfixed 

As  with  a  two-edged  sword. 

How  heavy  and  how  sore 
The  load  of  woe  that  bore 

Upon  that  Mother's  breast  1 
He  was  an  only  Son 

Whom  she  was  gazing  on. 

That  Son  with  pangs  oppress'd. 

What  man  with  heart  so  dead 

As  not  a  tear  to  shed 
Christ's  Mother  to  behold  ? 

Who'd  not  with  pity  melt 
At  all  that  Mother  felt  ? 

Who  could  his  plaints  withhold  ? 

For  her  own  people's  guilt, 

Jesus,  her  Hon,  has  spilt 
His  blood  beneath  the  lash ; 

She  sees  her  loving  Child 
Even  in  death  reviled. 

His  foes  upon  Him  gnash  f 

Oh !  Mother,  source  of  love ! 

Let  me  thy  heart-ache  prove ; 
Cause  kindred  grief  in  mine  : 

Inflame  in  this  cold  heart, 
Of  God's  pure  love  a  part 

That  animated  thine ! 

Oh !  Mother  pure,  dispense 

An  earnest  condolence 
For  thy  Son,  crucified  ! 

Impart  to  me  the  pain 
He  underwent  when  slain. 

My  own  deep  guilt  to  hide. 

Cause  me  to  mourn  with  thee, 
And  share  thy  agony. 

While  breath  of  life  remains : 
As  partner  of  thy  cross. 

Make  me  bewail  thy  loss 
In  tender,  woful  strains. 

Model  of  Virgin's  blest, 

Thy  bounty  manifest. 
In  tones  like  thine  to  weep. 

Christ's  passion  let  me  wear, 
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His  death  in  sorrow  bear, 

While  in  His  wounds  I  keep — 

Nay,  wound  me  with  His  blows, 
And  from  that  blood  which  flows 

Inebriate  this  clay. 

Consume  me  in  that  flame, 

That  mercy  I  may  claim 
Tlie  last  tremendous  day. 

Grant,  Lord,  when  I  go  hence 

The  victor's  recompense, 
Thro'  Mary's  prayers  and  sighs. 

This  body  to  the  dust 
May  crumble,  as  it  must, 

But  may  the  soul  made  just 
Praise  Thee  in  Paradise ! 


THE  TEMPORAL  POWER  OF  THE  POPE. 


On  this  much  vexed  question  of  the  day  we  no- 
tice an  able  article  in  the  March  number  f()r  this 
year  of  The  N<Uional  Quarterly  Review,  which  we 
would  gladly  copy  entire  into  our  columns,  had 
we  the  editor's  permission  to  do  so.  In  the  ab- 
sence of  this,  we  content  ourselves  with  such  ex- 
tracts from  it  as  will  give  the  gist  of  the  argu- 
ment, which  so  clearly  proves  that  ignorance  and 
bigotry  are  the  two  great  causes  why  so  many 
look  with  such  dissatisfaction  at  the  existence  of 
the  Temporal  Power  of  the  Pope  as  a  "  monster 
evil."  The  editor  of  The  Nntional  Quarterly  Re- 
view is  not  a  Catholic,  and  we  quote  his  own 
words  to  show  his  disposition  towards  the  Sov- 
ereign Pontiff.  "  We  are  not,"  he  says,  "  in  the 
least  biased  in  favor  of  Pius  IX,  more  than  we 
are  in  favor  of  any  other  Sovereign,  further  than 
we  think  his  conduct  deserves  more  considera- 
tion. If  his  Holiness  pursued  a  course  which  we 
thought  wrong,  we  would  not  hesitate  to  criticise 
him ;  although  we  trust  that  in  doing  so,  we 
should  not  forget  that  respect  and  veneration 
which  are  due  to  age,  unblemished  character  and 
piety.  We  have  studied  his  history  pretty  care- 
fully, and  we  find  that  the  worst  that  even  his 
enemies  lay  to  his  charge  can  be  regarded  only  as 
an  error  in  judgment." 

With  this  introduction  to  the  distinguished 
editor,  our  readers  must  feel  that  his  argument  is 
that  which  every  intelligent  and  honest  man  must 
pursue.  He  opens  his  argument  with  this  ques- 
tion :  "  Why  should  he  (the  Pope)  be  deprived  of 
his  temporal  power,  more  than  any  other  Sover- 
eign, who  is  blameless  ?"  A  very  important  ques- 
tion this,  I  take  it ;  and  the  more  important  be- 


cause so  few  of  those  who  speak  and  write  abou 
the  matter  ever  dream  of  asking  themselves  that 
simple  question.  "  Can  it  be  said,"  he  continues, 
"that  he  did  not  acquire  it  lawfully  ?"  To  reply 
to  this  he  goes  back  to  the  origin  of  the  Temporal 
Power. 

"  Let  us  first  see  what  is  the  origin  of  his  tem- 
poral power,  and  ascertain  whether  there  is  any 
dynasty  in  Europe  whose  title  is  better  founded, 
or  whose  rights  are  more  clearly  defined.  Nor 
need  we  rely  on  the  opinions  of  any  Catholic 
writers  for  these  facts ;  not  only  Protestants,  but 
those  known  to  be  opposed  to  Christianity,  do 
justice  to  the  Popes  in  this  respect.  Of  the  latter 
suffice  it  to  mention  Gibbon  and  Hume,  each  of 
whom  bear  testimony  to  the  legitimate  rights  of 
the  Pope  as  a  temporal  sovereign — rights  which, 
in  point  of  fact,  were  originally  conferred  by  the 
people  and  only  ratified  by  kings  and  emperors. 

"  In  order  to  understand  this,  it  will  be  neces- 
sary to  remember  that  it  was  not  until  the  Pope 
was  known  to  be  beloved  by  hundreds  of  thous- 
ands ;  until  it  was  evident  that  hundreds  of  thous- 
ands had  implicit  confidence  in  him  as  a  father, 
and  would  much  rather  pay  taxes  to  him  than  to 
any  other  ruler,  that  temporal  power  was  con- 
ferred upon  him  by  the  emperors.  We  must  also 
do  the  Popes  the  justice  to  bear  in  mind  that  be- 
fore they  had  any  territories  or  recognized  tempo- 
ral power  they  had  often  protecte  i  the  people 
from  the  tyranny  of  the  emperors.  They  had  de- 
nounced that  tyranny,  and  by  their  influence 
rendered  it  dangerous,  even  to  those  who  had  the 
largest  armies,  to  persist  in  it.  Thus,  it  is  not  to 
the  piety  or  superstition  of  kings  or  emperors  the 
Popes  are  indebted  for  their  temporal  power,  but 
to  the  gratitude  of  a  people  who  regarded  them 
as  both  their  temporal  and  spiritual  protectors. 
In  commenting  on  the  attacks  of  one  of  the  em- 
perors on  the  Church,  Gibbon  makes  the  follow- 
ing remarks:  "A  strong  alternative,"  he  says, 
"  was  proposed  to  the  Roman  Pontiff — the  royal 
favor  as  the  price  of  his  compliance,  degredation 
and  exile  as  the  penalty  of  disobedience.  Neither 
zeal  nor  policy  allowed  him  to  hesitate;  and  the 
haughty  strain  in  which  Gregory  addressed  the 
emperor  displays  his  confidence  in  the  truth  of 
his  doctrine  or  the  powers  of  resistance.  Without 
depending  on  prayers  or  miracles  he  boldly  armed 
against  the  public  enemy,  and  his  pastoral  letters 
admonished  the  Italian*  of  their  danger  and  their 
duty"* 

*  Decline  and  fall  of  Roman  Empire,  toI.  v,  p.  19. 
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"  The  historian  also  tells  us  what  the  result  was ; 
he  shows  that  Gregory  was  entirely  successful  in 
throwing  off  the  yoke  of  the  Greek  emperors ;  al- 
though the  latter  left  no  eflFort  untried  to  main- 
tain their  power,  '  The  City  (Rome)  was  repeat- 
edly visited  or  assaulted  by  captains  of  the  guards, 
and  dukes  and  exarchs  of  high  dignity  or  secret 
trust ;  they  landed  with  foreign  troops,  they  ob- 
tained some  domestic  aid,  eta  But  these  clandes- 
tine or  open  attacks  were  repelled  by  the  courage 
and  vigilance  of  the  Romans.'*  Further  on 
Gibbon  shows  how  the  most  enlightened  of  the 
Carlovingian  sovereigns  were  glad  to  have  an  op- 
portunity to  confer  temporal  power  on  the  Pope. 
'  The  Greek  emperor  had  abdicated  or  forfeited 
his  right  to  the  Exarchate,  and  the  sword  of  As- 
tolphus  was  broken  by  the  stronger  sword  of  the 
Carlovingian.  It  was  not  in  the  cause  of  the 
Iconoclast  that  Pepin  had  exposed  his  person  and 
army  in  a  double  expedition  beyond  the  Alps ;  he 
possessed  and  might  lawfully  alienate  his  con- 
quests ;  and  to  the  importunities  of  the  Greeks  he 
piously  replied  that  no  human  consideration 
should  tempt  him  to  resume  the  gift  which  he 
had  conferred  on  the  Roman  Pontiff 't 

"  Such  is  the  testimony  of  one  who  has  omitted 
nothing  which  he  thought  would  tend  to  bring 
discredit  on  the  Church  of  Rome.  He  has,  in- 
deed, suppressed  many  things,  or  only  alluded  to 
them  derisively  with  that  view ;  but  had  he  failed 
to  record  such  facts  as  those  we  have  just  noted, 
his  work  could  not  have  attained  the  celebrity  to 
which,  with  all  its  faults,  it  is  justly  entitled.  We 
should  also  bear  in  mind  that  the  sneers  of  Gib- 
bon are  not  directed  merely  against  the  Church 
of  Rome,  but  against  all  churches  that  acknowl- 
edge Christ  as  their  founder.  It  is  easy  to  under- 
stand, therefore,  how  it  is  that  Gibbon  does  not 
present  the  gift  of  Pepin  in  a  very  favorable 
light ;  he  fails  to  explain  to  us  that  Astolphus, 
King  of  the  Lombards,  had  invaded  the  Roman 
Dukedom  and  seized  all  its  territories.  Pepin 
makes  war  upon  him,  defeats  him  in  two  battles, 
in  754  and  755  ;  having  thus  conquered  him,  he 
compels  him  to  deliver  up  to  the  See  of  Rome  all 
the  territories,  cities,  castles,  etc.,  he  had  seized 
in  the  Roman  Dukedom.  Was  this  honorable 
and  legitimate,  or  was  it  not  ?  The  best  proof 
that  it  was  no  hasty  or  thoughtless  act,  but  one 
that  was  approved  by  the  best  statesmen  of  the 
day,  is  to  be  found  in  the  fact  that  it  was  not  only 
confirmed  by  Charles  the  Great  (Charlemagne) 

•  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire,  vol  v^    19 
t  Ibid.,  p.  Si.  '  *^' 


but  that  illustrious  mpnarch  added  several  cities 
and  provinces  to  the  grant  of  his  father. 

"  If  the  power  of  the  Popes  had  no  higher  antiq- 
uity than  this,  it  would  still  have  been  more  an- 
cient than  that  of  any  dynasty  of  Europe.  But 
they  had  a  temporal  power  which  was  fully  re- 
cognized centuries  previously. 

"  It  may,  then,  be  safely  asserted  that  the  tem- 
poral power  of  the  Pope  dates  back  to  the  time  of 
Constantine  the  Great ;  although  it  was  but  little 
exercised  for  centuries  afterwards.  In  other  words, 
the  right  on  the  part  of  the  Pope  of  possessing 
and  exercising  temporal  power  was  recognized  by 
kings,  emperors,  and  people  for  several  centuries 
before  he  availed  himself  of  it — that  is,  before  he 
was  attack§d  by  the  Greek  emperors,  as  we  have 
seen,  and  left  no  alternative  but  either  to  submit 
to  degradation  or  go  into  exile,  suffering  the  Ro- 
mans, if  not  Italians  in  general,  to  be  brought  un- 
der a  worse  despotism  than  they  had  ever  felt 
before. 

"  Now  we  will  see  what  another  Protestant  writer 
says  on  the  same  subject.  None  who  are  acquaint- 
ed with  the  writings  of  Guizot  will  assert  that 
there  is  any  more  reliable  authority  than  he  on 
the  growth  of  power  in  Europe  during  the  middle 
ages.  If  in  treating  subjects  connected  with  the 
Reformation  and  its  results  he  shows  any  partial- 
ity, he  does  so  towards  the  Protestants ;  this  is 
what  might  be  expected  from  a  descendant  of  one 
of  the  most  ancient  Huguenot  families  in  France, 
who  still  professes  the  religion  of  his  ancestors. 
But  what  does  this  truly  learned  and  impartial 
historian  tell  us  on  the  subject  under  consider- 
ation ? 

"In  discussing  the  position  and  influence  of  the 
Church  three  centuries  anterior  to  the  time  of 
Charlemagne,  Guizot  shows  that  the  prevailing 
sentiment  was  in  favor  of  its  possessing  and  exer- 
cising temporal  power.  He  informs  us  that  four 
different  systems  had  each  their  advocates ;  but 
that  the  following  was  the  prevailing  one :  '  The 
State  is  subordinate  to  the  Church ;  in  a  moral 
point  of  view  the  Church  takes  precedence  of  the 
State  even  in  chronological  order  ;  the  Church  is 
the  first  society,  superior,  eternal ;  civil  society  is 
only  a  consequence,  an  application  of  its  maxims ; 
it  is  to  the  spiritual  authority  that  sovereignty 
appertains;  temporal  power  should  be  only  its 
instrument.'* 


•  "  L'Etat  est  snbordonne  a  rEgllse :  eons  le  point  de  vne 
moral,  dang  Tordre  chronologique  meme,  I'Eglise  precede 
TEtat ;  I'Eglise  est  la  societe  premiere,  superiedre.  etemelle; 
la  societe  civile  n'est  qu'une  consequence,  une  application  de 
sea  maximes ;  c'est  aa  poavoir  epiritael  qa'  appartient  la 
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"No  ultramontanist  could  claim  more  than  this; 
and  let  it  be  borne  in  mind  that  Guizot  is  speak- 
ing, not  of  the  eighth  or  seventh  century  but  of 
the  fifth. 

"  Now,  assuming  that  the  Popes  had  no  author- 
ity before  this,  their  temporal  power  would  still 
be  older  than  that  of  any  dynasty  in  Europe  ;  as 
old,  at  least,  as  that  of  Charlemagne — and  how 
many  dynasties  have  passed  away  since  his  time  ? 
How  many  dynasties  have  ruled  England,  Spain, 
Portugal,  Naples,  etc?  Even  the  power  of  the 
Hapsburgs,  who  boast  their  descent  from  the  Cae- 
sars, is  modern  compared  to  that  of  the  Popes. 
May  it  not  well  be  asked,  therefore,  why  should 
they  be  disturbed  in  their  sovereignty?  Who 
has  a  right  to  deprive  them  of  their  power? 
What  have  they  done,  taking  the  good  with  the 
bad,  to  forfeit  rights  which  have  been  recognized 
by  the  majority  of  Christians  for  at  least  fourteen 
centuries  ?  Yet  it  is  nothing  new  for  them  to  be 
attacked.  If  Pope  Pius  were  dragged  out  of 
Rome  to-morrow,  he  would  not  be  the  first  Pope 
who  was  dragged  in  a  similar  manner." 

To  this  lengthy  extract  we  may  add  that  it  was 
only  at  the  urgent  solicitations  of  the  Senate  and 
people  of  Rome  that  the  Pope  first  assumed 
formal  temporal  rule.  From  the  fall  of  the  West- 
ern empire  for  a  period  of  over  two  hundred  and 
fifty  years,  Rome  was  alternately  the  prey  of 
Northern  barbarism  and  Eastern  vicariate  domin- 
ation. During  this  long  period  the  Popes  were 
ever  faithful  to  the  people,  and  oft-times  braved 
the  fury  of  the  tyrants  at  the  peril  of  their  lives. 
To  the  Popes  alone  had  the  people  learned  to 
look  for  protection,  and  accordingly  in  the  year 
730  the  Senate  and  people  of  Rome  spontaneously 
conferred  the  Chief  Magistracy  on  Pope  Gregory 
II,  and  the  act  of  the  Roman  people  was  confirmed 
by  the  universal  accord  of  all  Christendom. 
Touching  this  point.  Gibbon  says :  "  The  tempo- 
ral power  of  the  Popes  is  now  confirmed  by  the 
reverence  of  one  thousand  years,  and  their  noblest 
title  is  the  free  choice  of  a  people  whom  they 
had  redeemed  from  slavery." 

To  those  who  protest  against  the  temporal 
power  of  the  Pope,  because  it  is  so  terrible  an  in- 
cubus on  the  people  of  the  Papal  States,  the  re- 
viewer says : 

"  It  is  evident  that  very  few  of  them  have  any 
definite  idea  of  the  history  of  the  people.  For 
the  information  of  such,  we  will  here  state  a  few 


Bouverainete ;  le  pouvolr  temporel  ne  doit  etre  que  Bon  In- 
tirnmeaVSistoirt  d«  la  Civilieation  en  France,  tome  1, 
p.  69. 


facts,  which  they,  as  well  as  we,  can  find  in  any 
respectable  history  of  France,  or  Italy  referring 
to  that  epoch.  By  a  series  of  artful  intrigues — 
perhaps  like  some  at  present  engaged  in  —  Philip 
the  Fair  of  France  caused  the  scat  of  the  papal 
government  to  be  removed,  in  1307,  from  Rome  to 
Avignon,  in  France,  where  it  remained  until  1378. 

"  All  who  give  any  account  of  Rome  during  this 
period  represent  its  condition  in  the  gloomiest 
colors.  There  were  three  parties  in  the  city  who, 
beaded  respectively  by  three  powerful  families — 
the  Savilli,  the  Orsini,  and  the  Colonna — were 
almost  constanly  at  war  with  each  other;  and  be- 
tween them  the  people  were  cruelly  oppressed 
Prior  to  this  experience,  the  latter  rose  several 
times  in  insurrection  against  the  Pope,  and  more 
than  once  they  expelled  him.  While  the  Popes 
were  at  Avignon,  scarcely  a  month  passed  with- 
out an  emeute  at  Rome.  The  opportunities  thus 
afibrded  induced  CoUa  Rienzi,  in  1347,  to  attempt 
a  revolution.  During  the  temporary  absence  of 
the  ruling  senator,  he  excited  a  revolt  among  the 
lower  order,  who  took  up  arms  and  expelled  the 
nobles  from  Rome,  and  established  a  republican 
government,  called  the  Good  Estate.  Rienzi  had 
himself  appointed  chief  magistrate,  with  the  title 
of  Tribune.  His  reign,  however,  was  but  brief; 
not  content  with  wreaking  his  vengeance  on  the 
nobles,  he  soon  began  to  act  the  tyrant  towards 
his  own  friends — those  by  whose  aid  he  obtained 
his  power — and  the  result  was  that  he  was  assass- 
inated. 

"  This,  however,  was  not  the  end  of  republican 
government  in  modem  Rome.  Not  long  after  the 
death  of  Rienzi,  magistrates  called  Bannerets 
were  duly  elected  by  the  thirteen  districts  into 
which  the  city  was  divided  for  that  purpose,  and 
they  maintained  their  power  by  a  militia  of  three 
thousand  citizens.  They,  too,  acted  as  if  it  was 
their  duty  to  create  disorder  rather  than  order,  to 
excite  strife  rather  than  to  maintain  peace ;  they 
hanged  many  nobles  in  the  public  streets  for  lit- 
tle, if  any  thing,  more  than  their  being  nobles, 
while  they  allowed  the  banditti  to  plunder  and 
hang  nearly  as  many  more  as  they  felt  disposed. 

*'  This  was  the  condition  of  the  Eternal  City 
when  Gregory  XI  was  induced,  in  1378,  by  the 
earnest  entreaties  of  the  people  of  Rome,  to  re- 
move from  Avignon  to  the  seat  of  so  many  of  his 
predecessors.  In  proof  of  these  facts  also,  we  need 
quote  no  Catholic  historians ;  we  need  not  go  be- 
yond Hume,  who,  it  is  well  kno^prrtety^iever 
spared  the  Church  or  the  PopeiT'wliett-i^  1;^ 
any  thing  which  he  considered-  well  ibunded-  "fi^ 
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say  against  either :  '  After  the  Pope  bad  resided 
many  years  at  Avignon,'  says  Hume,  '  Gregory  XI 
■was  persuaded  to  return  to  Rome ;  and  upon  his 
death,  which  happened  in  1380,  the  Romans,  res- 
olute to  fix  for  the  future  the  seat  of  the  papacy  in 
Italy,  besieged  the  cardinals  in  the  conclave,  and 
compelled  them,  though  they  were  mostly  French- 
men, to  elect  Urban  VI,  an  Italian,  into  that  high 
dignity.'* 

"All  did  not  do,  however.  When  the  kings  of 
France  could  not  prevail  on  the  Pope  to  leave 
Rome  by  threats  or  promises,  they  had  a  Pope  of 
their  own  elected.!  Now,  is  it  not  remarkable 
that,  if  the  Popes  were  such  despots  as  they  are 
invariably  represented  by  partisan  writers,  the 
Italians  and  the  French  were  equally  anxious  to 
have  them  amongst  them,  and  that  in  proportion 
as  the  former  had  experienced  the  blessings  of 
•self-government'  did  this  anxiety  increase?" 

Having  thus  disposed  of  a  difficulty  arising 
purely  out  of  ignorance  of  the  true  state  of  the 
case,  he  next  proceeds  to  deal  a  wholesome  admo- 
nition to  those  who,  guided  rather  by  prejudice 
than  experience,  are  jubilant  over  the  anticipated 
downfall  of  the  Papacy,  now  so  imminent.  He 
tells  them : 

"If  Victor  Emanuel  seized  his  Holiness  as  if  he 
were  a  malefactor,  he  would  not  be  the  first  king 
who  had  seized  on  the  Pope ;  but  much  greater 
monarchs  than  Victor  Emanuel  lived  to  see  that, 
however  much  they  showed  their  power  and  cour- 
age in  making  a  captive  of  her  Sovereign  Pontiff, 
it  had  been  better  for  them  to  let  him  alone. 
This  we  will  now  proceed  to  show.  We  need  not 
go  farther  back  than  the  time  of  Charles  (the 
Constable)  of  Bourbon  (1528),  who  sacked  Rome 
and  captured  the  Pope.  When  the  Constable  got 
a  reinforcement  of  14,000  Germans  to  his  already 
large  and  victorious  army,  he  thought  he  could 
dispose  of  Europe  as  he  thought  proper.  We  are 
told  that  his  German  soldiers,  being  inflamed  by 
the  novel  doctrines  of  Luther,  clamored  to  be  led 
against  the  Pope.  Bourbon  was  either  unable  or 
unwilling  to  restrain  them.  Marching  at  their 
head  with  the  whole  imperial  guard  under  his 
command,  in  the  depth  of  winter,  he  arrived  be- 
fore Rome  on  the  5th  of  May,  1527.  It  was  in 
vain  that  Pope  Clement  had  in  the  meantime  en- 
tered into  a  treaty  with  the  viceroy  at  Naples. 
Being  assured  that  there  was  no  danger,  his  Ho- 
liness had  disbanded  the  troops  which  he  had 
raiseol  on  hearing  that  he  was  to  be  attacked.  On 

•  Hist  of  England,  vol.  ii,  p.  322. 

t  In«taDcs  Robert,  son  of  ue  Coxuit  of  Geneva,  who  took 
the  name  of  Clement  VII. 


arriving  before  the  city,  Bourbon  did  not  hesitate 
a  moment ;  he  gave  orders  to  assault  the  walls  at 
daybreak  next  morning.  Not  content  with  this, 
he  insisted  on  planting  the  first  ladder  with  his 
own  hands ;  but  scarcely  had  he  Bet  his  foot  on  it, 
when  he  was  struck  by  a  musket  ball  in  the  side, 
and  fell  back  into  the  fosse  mortally  wounded. 
This  afforded  his  fanatical  army  a  new  pretext 
for  wreaking  their  vengeance  on  Rome.  They 
stormed  the  ramparts  and  slaughtered  the  feeble 
garrison  without  mercy.  The  hordes  of  Alaric 
or  Atilla  scarcely  perpetrated  more  horrible  atroc- 
ities in  any  city  they  had  captured  than  the  Ro- 
mans now  suffered. 

"The  history  of  Pius  VI  and  Pius  VII  alone 
should  be  sufficient  to  satisfy  any  thoughtful  per- 
son that  it  is  not  so  easy  to  set  the  power  of  the 
Pope  aside  as  so  many  would  have  us  believe ; 
since  it  shows  that  France,  even  at  the  meridian 
of  its  power,  proved  unequal  to  the  task.  As 
Charles  V  and  the  Constable  of  Bourbon  mistook 
the  fanaticism  of  the  German  rabble  at  the  time 
of  the  Reformation  for  the  public  sentiment  of 
Europe,  so  did  Napoleon  Bonaparte  mistake  the 
anti-Christian  sentiment  of  revolutionary  France 
for  the  same  opinion.  Wise  as  Napoleon  undoubt- 
edly was  in  many  respects,  he  committed  a  great 
error  in  supposing  that,  because  the  revolutionists 
burued  the  Pope  in  effigy  (1791)  and  passed  a  de- 
cree abolishing  the  Christian  religion,  he  might 
easily  accomplish  what  had  so  signally  failed 
Charles  V  and  the  Constable  of  Bourbon.  Actu- 
ated by  this  impression,  his  first  care,  after  his 
triumphs  on  the  Adige  and  the  Mincio  against 
Austria,  was  to  attack  the  Pope.  He  quickly 
overran  the  States  of  the  Church,  and  dispersed 
the  papal  troops  after  a  feeble  resistance.  In  or- 
der to  save  Rome  from  being  once  more  pillaged, 
Pius  VI  signed  an  agreement  by  which  he  ceded 
to  the  invader  the  legations  of  Bologna,  Ferrara, 
and  the  Romagna,  together  with  Avignon  and  its 
territory.  In  addition  to  this,  his  Holiness  had 
to  pay  a  contribution  of  fifteen  millions  of  francs ; 
yet  such  was  the  rapacity  of  Napoleon  and  his 
desire  to  convince  those  who  had  abolished  the 
Christian  religion,  that  he  had  as  great  a  contempt 
for  popery  as  themselves,  he  plundered  the  cele- 
brated galleries  of  Rome  of  their  choicest  treas- 
ures, and  robbed  the  churches  of  all  he  could  con- 
vert into  money.  Now,  at  all  events,  it  was  thought 
by  all  who  disliked  the  Popes  that  their  reign,  at 
least  as  temporal  sovereigns,  was  at  an  end.  Rome 
was  occupied  by  the  French  from  November  19, 
1797,  to  August  of  the  following  year,  when  the 
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combined  forces  of  Russia,  Austria,  and  England 
forced  them  to  capitulate;  and  by  these  three 
powers  the  government  of  the  Pope  was  re  estab- 
lished. 

"  Napoleon  was  determined,  however,  that  there 
should  be  an  end  to  the  power  of  the  Pope ;  ac- 
cordingly his  first  care,  as  soon  as  the  fortunes  of 
the  Republic  began  to  revive,  was  to  have  him 
expelled  from  Rome.  Even  this  was  not  deemed 
sufficient  humiliation ;  his  Holiness  was  formally 
deposed  February  22,  1798;  and  he  died  at  Va- 
lence the  following  year.  At  the  beginning  of 
1800,  Pius  VII  was  elected  in  exile  ;  he,  too,  was 
dethroned  ;  and  he  remained  a  prisoner  at  Fon- 
tainebleau  till  Napoleon's  overthrow,  when  he 
was  fully  restored. 

"  In  this  brief  sketch  of  the  treatment  received 
by  the  Popes  from  Napoleon,  we  have  omitted 
many  facts  which  are  highly  creditable  to  the 
former  and  as  highly  discreditable  to  the  latter  ; 
but  to  most  of  our  readers  they  are  sufficiently 
known.  Napoleon  admitted  more  than  once,  that 
his  course  towards  the  Popes  was  a  serious  mis- 
take ;  but,  he  added,  that  he  made  the  discovery 
when  it  was  too  late ;  although  it  was  it  that  in- 
duced him  to  re-establish  the  Christian  religion. 
When  he  saw  that  in  proportion  as  the  misfor- 
tunes of  the  Pope  increased,  public  opinion 
throughout  Europe — even  in  Protestant  coun- 
tries— became  more  and  more  favorable  to  his 
temporal  power,  he  made  a  virtue,  as  usual,  of  ne- 
cessity, and  one  day  remarked  to  M.  Fontanes : 
*  Savez-vous  ce  que  faime  le  plus  dans  le  monde? 
C'est  Vimpuissance  de  la  force  d  fonder  quelque 
chose.'' 

"  Those  who  are  now  firmly  conyinced  that  the 
Pope  should  forthwith  be  deprived  of  his  tempo- 
ral power  would  do  well  to  bear  in  mind  that  it 
was  not  Napoleon  alone  who  had  learned  in  1814, 
that  force  cannot  set  aside  an  idea  which  is  deeply 
impressed  on  the  public  mind ;  all  the  Protestant 
powers  of  Europe,  including  England,  recognized 
the  same  principle  in  regard  to  the  Pope,  and  vo- 
ted in  favor  of  restoring  him  all  the  territories  of 
his  predecessors. 

*  *  *  "  But  a  still  more  recent  lesson  is  for- 
gotten. Even  Pius  IX  was  regarded  in  1849  as 
forever  dethroned ;  fanatics  in  religion  and  poli- 
tics proclaimed  throughout  Europe  and  America 
that  the  temporal  power  of  the  Pope  was  now 
disposed  of  forever.  This  was  the  manner  in  which 
Pius  IX  was  rewarded  for  attempting  to  intro- 
duce a  system  popular  representation  into  his 
goyemment  for  the  purpose  of  gratifying  the  Ro- 


mans. The  more  he  gave  the  more  was  asked  to 
give ;  and  because  he  would  not  surrender  all  his 
power  into  the  hands  of  demagogues,  an  insurrec- 
tion takes  place  through  the  influence  of  Mazzini, 
Garibaldi,  and  others,  and  the  Pope  is  obliged  to 
fly  from  his  capital.  Louis  Napoleon  had  profited 
by  the  experience  of  his  uncle  in  dealing  with  the 
Pope ;  accordingly  he  did  not  hesitate  to  take  the 
part  of  Pius  IX.  "While  it  was  boasted  once  more 
that  there  were  no  "  States  of  the  Church,"  any 
Longer,  a  French  army  arrived  before  Rome.  It 
w^as  in  vain  that  Mazzini  and  Garibaldi,  with  an 
army  recruited  from  the  banditti  of  all  Italy,  as 
well  as  of  Rome,  attempted  to  drive  back  the 
French.  General  Oudinot  brought  his  cannon  to 
bear  on  the  city.  On  the  third  of  July  the  libe- 
rators had  ceased  all  resistance.  The  French  en- 
tered the  city,  and  restored  the  authority  of  Pius 
IX." 

It  is  not  then  without  good  reason  tlMt  the 
learned  reviewer  should  exclaim,  "Why  then 
should  Pius  IX  be  deprived  of  his  temporal  power 
more  than  any  other  Sovereign  ?" 

"  Whom  has  Pius  IX  ever  treated  otherwise 
than  in  a  kind,  benevolent  manner  ?  Whom  has 
he  slighted  or  declined  to  see  on  account  of  his 
being  a  Protestant?  If  his  government  some- 
times interferes  with  Protestant  clergyman — who, 
however  well  they  may  mean,  are  over-zealous 
and  consequently  endanger  the  public  peace — 
what  government  does  not  pursue  a  similar  course 
under  similar  circumstances  ?  Even  our  own  gov- 
ernment does  not  form  an  exception.  How  often 
have  street  preachers  been  arrested  and  put  in 
prison  in  New  York,  Philadelphia,  and  Boston, 
not  because  they  preach  heresy  or  were  evil-dis- 
posed or  vicious  persons,  but  because  whatever 
they  preached  it  gave  oflFcnce  to  many  of  their 
auditors,  who,  if  not  protected  in  their  consciences 
by  the  authorities,  would  soon  take  the  law  into 
their  own  hands  ?  It  is  but  fair  to  remember 
that  twenty  street  preachers  would  not  be  as 
likely  to  create  disturbance  in  New  York  as  one 
Protestant  clergyman  in  Rome  without  leaving 
his  church  or  his  room,  if  he  indulged  in  any  vio- 
lent attacks  on  the  Catholic  religion. 

"  But  were  all  the  facts  diflferent — were  Pius 
IX  harsh,  overbearing,  intolerent ;  did  he  carry 
his  exclusiveness  so  far  as  to  allow  no  Protestant 
to  reside  in  Rome  on  any  conditions,  still,  neither 
we  nor  any  other  foreign  people  would  have  a 
right  to  deprive  him  of  his  temporal  power.  As 
the  case  stands  it  would  be  less  manly,  and  cer- 
tainly not  more  just,  on  the  part  of  the  great 
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Powers  to  attack  his  Holiness  than  to  attack 
Switzerland ;  for  he  is  far  weaker  and  would  of- 
fer less  resistance  than  the  Swiss.  Far  be  it  from 
us  to  say  that  that  noble  little  Republic  ought  to 
be  subverted  or  deprived  of  its  authority  ;  on  the 
contrary,  none  would  defend  it  more  heartily  than 
we.  "We  speak  of  the  Pope  in  comparison  with 
Switzerland  only  because  in  more  than  one  in- 
stance the  same  conqueror  who  seized  the  States 
of  the  Church  and  imprisoned  the  Pope  also 
seized  the  Swiss  cantons  and  imprisoned  their 
chief  patriots ;  and  the  same  powers,  Protestant 
and  Catholic,  that  restored  the  Pope  with  all  the 
territories  of  his  predecessors." 

For  the  Atk  Mabu. 

THE  OEOSS. 

BT  MBS.  SUSAIT  B.   EI.DEB. 

O  Blessed  Cross !  on  which  my  Saviour 
Spread  His  arms  in  death's  repose ! 

Oh  !  let  me  fly  to  thee  for  shelter 
"When  assailed  by  mortal  foes ! 

O  sweetest  Tree !  whence  hung  the  blossom 
"Whose  perfume  over  Earth  was  shed — 

O  holiest  "Vine !  whence  dropped  the  balsam, 
Giving  life  to  those  once  dead ! 

Oh !  hide  me  in  thy  fragrant  branches, 
Safe  from  tempests  of  the  world ! 

Around  my  wounded,  bruisM  spirit, 
O  be  thy  tendrils  fondly  curled  I 

O  Regal  Couch !  where  Jesus  languished, 

All  empurpled  by  His  gore  ! 
Sanctified  by  His  great  angush, 

By  His  sighing  perfumed  o'er ! 

On  thee,  as  on  a  couch  funereal, 
My  Saviour  breathed  His  latest  gigh — 

May  I,  too,  following  His  example, 
"Within  thy  sweet  embraces  die ! 

Oh  sacred  Cross!  on  thee  He  waited, 
His  willing  feet  still  fastened  there, 

Waited  for  my  coward  spirit 
That  else  had  faltered  in  despair. 

From  thee,  as  from  a  Throne  imperial. 
He  bowed  all  nations  at  His  feet : 

Behold,  with  spirit  penitential, 
I,  too,  now  seek  that  bless'd  retreat ! 

Oh  glorious  Cross  I  On  thee  He  hearkened 
Unto  our  orphaned,  anguished  moan, 


And  thence  bequeathed,  with  loving  mercy, 
His  blessed  Mother  as  our  own ! 

O  sweetest  Shrine !  whose  incense  wafted 
Perfumed  peace  throughout  all  time ! 

Thy  lights  still  burn — thy  garlands  fade  Hot, 
Thy  hymns  re-echo  still  sublime  I 

Oh !  may  I  never  cease  to  bless  thee. 

Be  it  my  joy  to  cling  to  thee, 
Following  wheresoe'er  thou  leadest 

Till  thou  givest  peace  to  me. 

May  the  smile  which  thee  illumined 
Beam  on  me  as  life's  light  wanes  ; 

May  the  blood  which  flowed  o'er  all  thee 
"Wash  away  my  soul's  dark  stains ! 

May  my  heart,  in  death  dissolving. 
Melt  beneath  thy  peaceful  spell, 

"While  my  lips,  thy  help  imploring, 
Give  assurance,  "All  is  well." 

May  my  last  fond  glances  meet  thee 
As  Time's  dark  shadows  fall  on  me. 

May  thy  radiant  vision  greet  me, 
"When  brightly  dawns  Eternity  I 

May  thy  presence  go  before  me 
When  they  bear  me  to  the  grave ; 

May  thy  Symbol  bend  above  me, 
"Where  the  graceful  willows  wave  ! 

New  Orleajss. 


APPEOBATION  BT.  EEV.  0.  P.  MacKINNON, 
Bishop  of  Arichat,  'S07&  Scotia. 

To  the  Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin  : 

Very  Rev.  and  Deab  Snt : — The  Ave  Maria 
has  been  sent  to  my  address  now,  I  believe,  for  a 
year.  *  *  *  j  now  see  that  you  are  in  right 
earnest.  I  thank  your  Reverence  for  your  great 
perseverance.  I  now  take  the  Ave  Maria  with 
much  pleasure ;  and  to  show  you  that  I  am  in  renl 
earnest,  and  tliat  I  have  its  permanent  fucc  t» 
much  at  heart,  I  inclose  a  Nova  Scotia  ($"-20)  t  wen 
ty  dollar  note,  as  a  "life  subscription."  H.ase 
mark  me  down  in  your  book  as  such. 

I  have  strong  hopes  that  through  the  interces- 
sion of  the  Immaculate  Mother  of  God,  the  Blessed 
"Virgin  Mary,  my  humble  name  may  be  written  in 
the  Book  of  Life.    *    *    * 

"Wishing  your  Reverence  every  success  in  your 
laudable  efforts  to  render  the  Ave  Maria  worthy 
of  its  name,  I  remain,  Very  Rev.  and  dear  Sir, 
Yours,  most  aflFectionately,  in  Christ, 

COLIN  F.  MacKinnon, 

Bixhop  of  Arichat. 
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WOMAN,  AS  DEVELOPED  IN  THE  OHUEOH. 


BY  ARRIA. 


CHAPTER  II. 


Rome,  under  the  sway  of  Augustus,  had  reached 
her  apogee  of  glory.  She  was  the  acknowledged 
mistress  of  the  world.  This  fact  was  so  thor- 
oughly understood,  that  all  outward  opposition 
had  ceased.  Surrounding  nations  had  cither  be- 
come incorporated  into  the  empire  itself,  or  were 
tributary  allies  of  it.  The  doors  of  the  temple  of 
Janus  were  closed,  and  a  universal  peace  prefig- 
ured the  coming  of  the  Prince  of  Peace.  No  pa- 
gan nation  had  ever  before  attained  such  a  hight 
of  grandeur,  either  in  extent  of  empire,  in  wealth, 
or  in  knowledge;  for  Rome  was  the  intellectual 
heir  of  Grecian  and  Egyptian  literatures,  and  had 
even,  in  part,  adopted  their  mythologies,  jjassing 
tliem,  first,  through  the  alembic  of  Roman  criti- 
cism. Grecian  philosophers  had  taught  and 
formed  her  public  men  upon  Grecian  models, 
subsequently  enlarged  and  deepened  by  the  grand 
Roman  type.  Her  poets  and  artists  had  profited 
by  the  exquisite  culture  of  Athens,  adding  to  her 
sublime  and  beautiful  symbolisms  a  deeper  color- 
ing, and  a  more  subtle  intuition. 

Rome  was  not  only,  then,  materially  great,  but 
her  literature,  coml»iniiig,  as  it  did,  all  that  had 
gone  before  it,  was  equally  great.  It  was,  and  is, 
the  voice  of  civilization  resounding  through  the 
world ;  for,  notwithstanding  th6  creation  of  mod- 
ern literatures,  it  still  maintains  its  empire  over 
the  elite  of  the  human  race.  In  it  is  found  every 
thought  the  mind  of  man  is  capable  of  conceiving, 
with  every  feeling  or  emotion  that  could  expand 
the  soul, — from  a  pagan  or  natural  standpoint. 
The  language  of  Rome  equaled  that  of  Greece  in 
copiousness,  and  perhaps  in  harmony,  but  far  sur- 
passed it  in  majesty,  as  the  Romans  surpassed  the 
Grecians  in  that  quality.  Her  great  conquerors 
and  legislators  gave  the  Latin  tongue  its  distin- 
guishing element,  which  was  afterwards  refined 
and  spiritualized  by  its  poets  and  philosophers, 
and  finally  apotheotized  by  the  Church. 

A  perfect  language  is  proof,  beyond  cavil,  of 
the  civilization  of  a  nation ;  and  we  shall  then 
take  Rome  as  the  exponent  of  our  argument,  for 
she  attained  the  utmost  limit  of  pagan  civilization 
and  virtue.  Her  great  men  and  heroes  have  never 
been  equaled  in  those  qualities  which  command 
the  homage  of  the  world.  Caesar  alone,  so  grand, 
80  universal,  seems,  as  we  contemplate  him,  like 


an  ideal  built  up  in  some  day-dream  of  the  imag- 
ination. Rome  reached  her  highest  point  of  ex- 
pression in  him.  In  his  character  has  shadowed 
forth  her  ambition,  her  military  prowess,  her  fru- 
gality and  stoic  endurance,  when  occasion  de- 
manded it,  as  well  as  her  magnificence,  ostenta- 
tion and  luxury.  At  any  other  epoch  of  her  his- 
tory such  a  character  could  never  have  been  de- 
veloped,— the  accessories  would  have  been  want- 
ing. Rome  was  as  necessary  to  Caesar  as  Cassar  to 
Rome.  His  superiority  was  especially  shown  by 
the  great  men  by  whom  he  was  surrounded.  Cic- 
ero, Antony,  Cato,  Brutus  and  Pompey,  at  differ- 
ent times  foes  and  allies,  possessed,  among  them, 
every  talent  and,  we  may  add,  every  vice.  Ora- 
tory, stoic  virtue,  patriotism,  military  genius,  and 
social  profligacy  were  singly  represented  by  them; 
but  by  Caesar  in  equal  relation.  Great  as  he  was, 
and  relatively  great  as  they  were,  what  foresight 
had  their  genius  and  knowledge  given  them  of 
the  immense  power  wielded  by  woman,  for  good 
or  evil,  in  society  ?  They  were  as  ignorant  as  a 
Chinese  idolater,  or  an  Indian  juggler  of  our  day 
upon  this  vital  social  question.  They  had  no  sus- 
picion of  their  own  interests  involved  in  her's, 
but  looked  upon  her  as  a  dangerous  plaything,  to 
be  carefully  watched  and  guarded.  They  had  not 
discovered  that  eternal  law  of  divine  justice, 
which  has  demonstrated  itself  through  the  ages, 
that  man  cannot  abase  woman  without  falling, 
himself,  into  the  same  degradation. 

Let  us  here  repeat,  upon  this  point,  some  of  the 
current  opinions  of  the  greatest  men  of  antiquity. 

Grecian  sages  and  poets  expressed  the  utmost 
contempt  for  her.  Hessiod,  Eschylus,  and  Simon- 
ides  declare  her  a  pest, — the  scourge  of  the  family 
and  of  the  state.  Plato,  the  most  spiritual  of  all 
ancient  philosophers,  wished  that  the  laws  should 
not  lose  sight  of  woman.  The  opinion  of  Rome 
was  not  more  favorable  than  that  of  Greece.  She 
was  there  under  a  perpetual  interdict.  She  was 
in,  manu — under  the  hand  of  man.  Not  only  her 
husband,  but  all  male  relatives  had  this  authority 
over  woman.  She  literally  had  no  career  opened 
to  her  activity,  for  not  even  the  government  of 
the  family  was  confided  to  her,  which  often 
formed  itself  into  a  tribunal,  to  which  she  was 
called  to  render  an  account  of  her  conduct,  and 
which  often  condemned  her  to  death.  Is  it  sur- 
prising that  under  such  a  course  of  treatment  she 
lost  sight  of  all  noble  aims,  and  abandoned  her- 
self to  a  life  of  luxury  and  sensuality?  There 
were,  it  is  true,  some  rare  exceptions,  for  through 
the  thick  moral  darkness  preceding  the  advent  of 
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Christianity,  a  few  names  are  handed  down  to  us, 
conveying  little  beyond  the  fact  that  they  were 
faithful  wives  or  mothers.  The  characters  of  Lu- 
cretia  and  Cornelia  were  evidently  brilliant  ex- 
cej)tions  to  the  general  standard,  for  they  have 
been  sung  and  painted  for  thousands  of  years.  In 
passing  through  a  Christian  burial  ground  we 
meet  endless  epitaphs,  to  the  effect  that  the  sleeper 
beneath  was  a  devoted  wife,  mother,  or  daughter. 
It  is  so  common  a  eulogy  in  our  day  as  hardly  to 
provoke  a  thought.  We  expect  such  virtues  from 
Christian  women,  and  are  more  surprised  at  the 
absence  of  them  than  of  their  possession.  It  is 
significant  that  through  the  long  record  of  Gre- 
cian and  Roman  history,  women  are  rarely  men- 
tioned in  a  favorable  sense,  and  a  little  virtue  in 
them  is  almost  insultingly  praised.  This  rule 
was  so  universal, — the  exceptions  so  rare, — that 
it  is  useless  to  dwell  upon  any  period  anterior  to 
the  reign  of  Augustus.  In  his  reign,  the  most 
magnificent  in  Roman  history,  when  military  suc- 
cesses had  added  new  rays  of  glory  to  the  empire ; 
when  all  the  arts  of  peace  flourished,  and  Litera- 
ture, fostered  by  the  government,  gave  proof  not 
only  of  original  genius,  but  of  the  highest  critical 
cultivation, — at  this  period,  when  the  wealth  of 
Rome  was  almost  fabulous,  Augustus  was  obliged 
to  offer  great  advantages  and  favors  to  those  who 
married,  and  thus  contributed  to  the  well-being 
of  the  Imperial  City.  The  general  profligacy  was 
so  great  that  it  penetrated  even  to  the  guarded 
family  of  the  Emperor.  His  daughter,  Julia,  from 
her  high  position,  dared  to  indulge  in  a  course  of 
conduct  so  open  and  shameless,  that  her  father 
was  obliged  to  remove  her  from  Rome.  Still 
later,  his  granddaughter,  Julia,  followed  in  her 
mother's  footsteps ;  and  the  conduct,  both  of 
mother  and  daughter,  so  mortified  and  wounded 
Augustus,  that  even  upon  his  death-bed  he  ex- 
pressed the  wish  that  neither  of  them  should  ever 
be  interred  near  him. 

Succeeding  sovereigns  were  hardly  more  fortu- 
nate than  he,  for  only  two  names  occur  to  us  that 
did  not  cover  with  infamy  all  connected  with 
them.  Agrippina,  the  wife  of  Germanicus,  was 
reputed  chaste ;  and  the  unfortunate  Octavia,  wife 
of  Nero,  was  believed  to  be  so,  though  put  to 
death  upon  a  charge  of  infidelity.  The  bond  that 
united  Caius  to  his  sister,  Drusilla,  is  too  horrible 
to  be  repeated  here.  She  was,  by  his  orders,  dei- 
fied after  death,  and  he  afterwards  invoked  her 
as  a  sovereign  goddess.  Messalina  is  simply  a 
synonym  for  bestial  profligacy.  So  low  and  de- 
graded were  the  Roman  ladies  of  that  period,  that 


they  were  all  ambitious  of  sharing  the  throne, 
after  the  death  of  the  Empress,  with  the  imperial 
idiot,  Claudius.  Agrippina  was  the  successful 
candidate,  and  far  surpassed,  in  pride  and  haugh- 
tiness, any  thing  Rome  had  ever  before  witnessed. 
She  was,  however,  more  secret  and  reserved  in  her 
amours  than  Messalina,  and,  with  a  superior  in- 
tellect, made  them  subservient  to  her  political  in- 
terests. Fausta,  wicked  as  she  was,  could  not  ex- 
ceed in  baseness  those  who  had  preceded  her,  but 
followed  in  their  footsteps,  so  far  as  a  weaker  na- 
ture would  allow  of  imitation. 

But  why  dwell  longer  upon  the  moral  blackness 
of  such  characters,  unrelieved  by  one  redeeming 
trait?  It  would  be  too  painful  if  rays  of  light 
were  not  already  shimmering  through  the  fetid 
atmosphere  ;  for  soon  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul 
will  make  their  advent  into  the  Eternal  City, 
bringing  a  gift  that  shall  far  outweigh  the  choicest 
jewels  of  its  Coesars.  The  secret  leaven  will  begin 
to  purify  Roman  society,  and,  under  the  influence 
of  divine  grace,  sensual  demons  shall  be  trans- 
formed into  angels  of  light.  Those  high-born  la- 
dies, bred  to  luxury,  with  hundreds  of  slaves 
standing  ready  to  pamper  every  idle  wish,  will 
renounce  wealth,  ease  and  leisure,  to  consecrate 
all  to  the  service  of  the  Church.  Yes,  truly,  from 
out  the  bosom  of  this  corrupt  society,  a  marvel  of 
sensuality  to  succeeding  ages,  will  emerge  a  devo- 
ted band  of  heroines,  who,  renouncing  all  the 
softness  of  their  sex,  shall  march  on  steadfastly  in 
the  divine  life  until  they  reach  the  crown  of  mar- 
tyrdom. Sunk  in  iniquity,  as  women  were  at  this 
frightful  epoch,  all  of  their  better  nature  had  not 
perished,  for  it  strangely  sprang  to  life  at  the 
apostolic  call.  There  was  a  tone  in  it  that  touched 
a  deep  and  tender  chord  in  her  soul,  hitherto  tor- 
pid and  dead.  She  felt  the  transcendent  joy  of 
hope, — for  she  saw,  with  an  intuitive  flash,  vistas 
of  thought,  feeling  and  action  open  to  her  view. 
The  shackles  of  the  slave  were  broken  by  it.  She, 
too,  was  enfranchised;  and  wherever  this  Word 
was  received,  she  would  henceforth  stand  by  the 
side  of  man, — a  living  soul — his  equal  before  men, 
and  in  the  sight  of  God.  The  soul  has  no  sex. 
Human  nature  is  identical,  for  universal  conscious- 
ness declares  but  one  essential  Being,  with  difier- 
ent  functions.  The  soul  is  indeed  supreme  over 
all  the  temporary  distinctions  of  sex,  powers  and 
uses.  Christianity  has  demonstrated  this,  not 
only  through  a  divine  revelation,  but  practically, 
through  the  change  wrought  in  the  character  of 
woman.  Placed,  by  paganism,  under  the  domin- 
ion of  man ;  shorn  of  her  liberty ;  denied  freedom 
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of  action,  she  became  the  pest  and  scourge  of  so- 
ciety. The  testimony,  from  every  quarter,  upon 
this  i)oint,  is  overwhelming.  "  Woman  never  had 
a  religious  conscience,  a  moral  individuality,  or 
an  opinion  of  her  own,  previous  to  Christianity," 
says  Renan,  whose  impartiality  can  surely  be  re- 
lied upon.  The  life  of  the  soul  being  all  that  was 
regarded  of  any  importance,  secured  to  woman 
material  freedom  of  action,  for  she  must  have  the 
power  of  saving  it  from  eternal  death.  Now,  that 
the  crushing  weight  of  paganism  was  removed 
from  brain  and  heart,  her  enthusiastic  nature 
leaped  up  at  a  bound  to  a  full  conception  of  this 
ideal  divine  life.  She  would  be,  as  heretofore, 
the  companion  and  helpmate  of  man,  but  in  the 
highest,  noblest  sense.  She  would  no  longer  find 
it  necessary  to  influence  and  mould  him  to  her 
wish,  through  his  lower  nature;  to  prostitute  l.er 
genius  and  quick  fancy  to  the  invention  of  pro- 
founder  depths  of  sensualism  and  depravity.  But 
henceforth,  soul  shall  speak  to  soul  in  its  own 
language,  unmindful  of  earthly  ties  or  associations. 

They  shall  together  press  forward  in  the  Chris- 
tian race,  encouraging  and  sustaining  each  other, 
to  count  all  things  dross  but  the  love  of  Jesus 
Christ.  All  existing  earthly  relations  will  be 
sanctified,  and  made  subservient  to  the  life  of  the 
soul.  The  glorious  Apostle  St.  Peter,  upon  his 
acceptance  of  the  Apostolate,  lives  henceforward 
with  his  wife  as  a  sister.  She  even  precedes  him 
upon  the  road  to  martyrdom  ;  he  meets  her  upon 
her  way  thither,  blesses  her,  and  kneeling  renders 
thanks  to  God  that  He  had  accorded  to  her  the 
grace  of  dying  for  the  faith.  The  sight  of  her 
courage,  and  the  joy  with  which  she  suffered,  in- 
spired him  with  redoubled  energy  to  persevere, 
and  sustained  him  afterwards  during  his  own 
frightful  sufferings  for  the  same  cause. 

Woman  has  been  redeemed  from  a  frightful 
servitude,  and  her  zeal  and  gratitude  is  propor- 
tionately great.  She  has  never  been  surpassed 
in  love  or  devotedness  to  our  Blessed  Lord.  She 
was  the  first  fruic  of  the  Gospel,  and  has,  in  all 
succeeding  generations,  been  among  its  most  de- 
voted adherents.  The  Church,  indeed,  falls  or 
triumphs  with  woman. 

[to  be  co^fTrNt^ED.] 


Let  the  prayer  Fiat  voluntas  tua — "  Thy  will 
be  done" — become  familiar  to  you.  In  dejection 
of  spirit,  in  sorrow  of  heart,  and  in  all  sufferings, 
remember  the  internal  anguish  and  afiiiction  en- 
dured by  Jesus  in  His  ])rayer  in  the  Garden,  and 
they  will  be  rendered  sweet  to  you. 


THE   FOUETH  DOLOEj 
The  Meeting  on  Calvary. 

She  stands  before  Him  on  the  Road : 
He  bears  the  Cross,  and  climbs  the  steep: 

Three  times  He  sinks  beneath  His  load  : 
To  earth  He  sinks :  she  does  not  weep. 

She  may  not  touch  that  Cross  whose  weight 
Against  his  will  a  stranger  bears : 

In  heart  to  bear  it,  and  to  wait 
His  upward  footsteps,  this  is  hers. 

She  may  not  prop  that  thorn-crowned  Head : 
The  waves  of  men  between  them  break : 

Another's  hand  the  veil  must  spread 
Against  that  forehead  and  that  cheek. 

Her  eyes  on  His  are  fastened.    Lo  ! 

There  f  tand  they,  met  on  Calvary's  height, 
Twin  mirrors  of  a  single  woe 

Made  by  reflection  infinite. 

The  sons  of  Sion  round  them  rave  : 
The  Roman  trumpet  storms  the  wind  : 

They  goad  Him  on  with  spear  and  stave  : 
He  passes  by :  she  drops  behind. 

— Aubrey  Be  Vere. 


QUE  LADY  OP  THE  CHAINS. 
A  Legend  of  the  Fonrteenth  Century. 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'Appilly.] 
V. 

The  name  and  rank  of  the  victim,  even  more 
perhaps  than  the  audacity  of  the  murder,  had 
given  scandalous  celebrity  to  this  trial.  Pity 
was  mingled  with  curiosity,  when  men  thought 
of  the  ages  of  the  accused,  of  their  position,  and 
of  the  motives  imputed  as  the  cause  of  their  ac- 
tion. So  that,  although  the  trial  was  not  public, 
the  halls  in  which  this  tragic  case  was  carried  on 
were  long  beforehand  filled  with  the  iuquisitive 
throng  of  the  privileged,  and  by  ladies  of  the 
highest  rank. 

The  greater  part  hoped  to  hear  the  acquittal  of 
the  prisoners.  No  one  imagined  that  the  murder 
had  been  committed  by  other  hands  than  theirs 
and  the  universal  sentiment  was  uttered  on  all 
sides,  in  conversation  of  nearly   uniform   tenor. 

"  Would  you  not  have  done  as  they  did  ?" 

"  I  ?  I  would  not  have  poniarded  him  in  the 
midst  of  a  fog,  but  in  open  day,  with  her  whom 
he  dishonored." 
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"  They  seem  to  be  ashamed  of  what  they  have 
done." 

"  They  are  wrong  r  their  denials  will  irritate 
the  malevolence  of  the  judges,  and  bring  about 
their  condemation." 

Such  was  the  opinion  of  all ;  if  the  brothers  had 
cynically  boasted  of  the  murder,  and  proudly  set 
themselves  forward  as  the  executors  of  legitimate 
vengeance,  instead  of  blaming  and  pitying  them, 
the  multitude  would  have  admired  them,  and 
perhaps  have  done  violence  to  the  sacred  office  of 
the  judges,  by  their  manifestations  and  applause. 

All  their  life  was  ransacked ;  the  most  frivolous 
circumstance  took  a  capital  importance.  Ninety- 
six  witnesses  were  summoned  to  the  stand,  and 
strange  so  say,  whilst  they  did  not  think  it  a  re- 
proach to  address  them  and  whilst  they  agreed  in 
bearing  testimony  to  the  uprightness  of  their  con- 
duct and  to  the  loyalty  of  their  character,  there 
was  not  one  who  did  not  think  them  the  authors 
of  the  assassination.  The  people  who  had  come 
down  from  their  houses  at  hearing  the  victim's 
cries  of  alarm,  retraced  the  scene  with  precision. 
They  had  pursued  a  man,  whose  countenance  the 
darkness  had  prevented  them  from  identifying ; 
however,  being  confronted  with  Angelo,  most  of 
them  did  not  hesitate  to  recognize  him  at  once. 

Misfortune,  however,  had  so  changed  him  that 
he  might  have  deceived  the  eyes  of  those  most  ac- 
customed to  his  features.  He  was  of  middle  size, 
admirably  proportioned.  His  cheeks,  soiled  by 
the  traces  of  his  tears,  were  of  a  ghastly  and  sickly 
whiteness,  which  made  the  dark  tint  of  his  fine 
but  thin  beard  the  more  conspicuous.  His  eyes 
sparkled,  from  the  depth  of  their  orbits,  with  a 
lurid  and  feverish  brilliancy.  His  hair  fell  in  dis- 
order upon  his  forehead  and  shoulders,  but  the 
negligence  of  his  exterior  was  not  without  grace, 
and  even  enhanced  the  natural  beauty  of  his  face. 

He  was  put  out  of  countenance,  on  entering,  by 
the  stares  of  the  assembly,  and  turned  aside  his 
head  by  a  movement  of  youthful  modesty  which 
the  ladies  remarked  with  interest. 

It  ia  not  to  be  doubted  that  the  witnesses  would 
have  been  mistaken,  if  another  prisoner  had  been 
presented  to  them,  but  justice  would  not  perplex 
herself  on  this  occasion,  with  so  many  precautions. 

All  of  them,  in  other  respects,  pronounced  for 
the  acquittal  of  the  accused,  and  many  concluded 
their  dispositions  by  espousing  this  wish,  in  spite 
of  the  brutal  admonitions  which  recalled  them  to 
the  impartiality  of  their  office. 

These  immoderate  marks  of  pity  injured  the 
Zibelli :  they  weakened  the  authority  of  favorable 


testimony,  and  set  the  judges  against  them,  their 
consciences  hardening  them  to  this  outward  pres- 
sure. 

The  most  crushing  of  the  depositions  was  that 
of  a  servant  of  the  minister,  who  alone  had  accom- 
panied his  master.  The  importance  of  his  deposi- 
tions obliges  us  to  reproduce  them  : 

"  Your  name  ?  " 

"  Matthew  Rosso. " 

"  Your  age  ?  " 

"I  am  forty-three  since  last  Ascension." 

"You  swear  to  tell  the  entire  truth,  without 
adding  or  altering  any  thing  ? " 

"I  swear  it." 

"  Since  what  epoch  have  you  been  attached  to 
the  person  of  the  late  lord  count  ?  " 

"  I  am  his  foster-brother." 

"Were  you  with  him  when  he  was  assassin- 
ated?" 

"  It  was  always  I  that  accompanied  him  when 
he  wanted  a  brave,  discreet  and  faithful  friend." 

"  Retrace  the  details  of  that  unfortunate  event." 

"We  were  going  home  to  the  palace  of  the 
lord  count.  He  strode  along  in  silence,  when 
suddenly  three  villains,  crouching  in  the  corner 
of  a  door,  and  whom  we  had  not  perceived  on  ac- 
count of  the  fog,  rushed  upon  us  with  fury,  and 
struck  down  my  master,  before  we  had  time  to 
put  ourselves  on  the  defensive.  I  thought  at  first 
that  they  were  robbers,  and,  as  I  carried  the  lord 
count's  purse,  I  thought  of  saving  it,  and- 1  re- 
coiled :  not  that  I  experienced  the  least  sentiment 
of  fear,  but  to  place  the  money  in  security,  and 
because  I  did  not  suppose  that  they  had  any  de- 
sign to  hurt  him. 

"  I  then  reproached  myself  with  this  movement, 
and  I  immediately  returned  to  my  master.  One 
of  the  murderers  was  still  stooping  over  him ;  I 
rushed  out  to  seize  him,  but  he  succeeded  in  evad- 
ing me  and  making  his  escape.  I  reflected  that 
justice  would  be  able  to  find  them  easily  again, 
and  I  pointed  him  out  to  the  neighbors  who  ran 
up,  saying :  '  There  is  one  of  the  three  brigands.' 

"Whilst  they  pursued  him,  I  raised  up  the 
noble  lord.  Forgive  my  grief ;  my  master  was 
so  generous  towards  the  companion  of  his  infancy, 
that  I  cannot  form  the  idea  of  never  seeing  him 
again.  He  was  bathed  in  blood ;  he  slid  from 
my  arms  and  I  could  not  bear  him  up.  However, 
he  still  recognized  me  and  said  to  me  in  a  low 
voice : 

" '  My  poor  Matthew,  farewell !  the  Zibelli  have 
revenged ' " 

"  Are  you  sure  that  he  named  the  Zibelli  ?  Your 
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depositions  are  of  weighty  consequenbe  :  fix  your 
recollection  firmly." 

"  He  named  them — he  did  name  them !  I  will 
swear  it  on  the  relics  of  Saint  Pancras." 

"The  neighbors  have  otherwise  reported  his 
last  words." 

"  They  came  up  later,  and  my  master  bade  me 
farewell  a  second  time.  For  the  rest,  in  the  midst 
of  the  emotion,  of  the  despair, — perhaps  my  ears, 
— if  he  did  not  designate  them  expressly,  it  was 
because  death  interrupted  his  speech.  It  was  his 
thought  without  the  slightest  doubt,  and  I  did 
not  hesitate  to  exclaim  :  '  They  are  the  Zibelli !' 
I  saw  three  assassins,  and  when  I  recall  the  air, 
the  appearance,  and  the  walk  of  Robert,  not  the 
least  uncertainty  remains  in  my  mind." 

"  How  were  they  dressed  ?" 

"  I  only  remember  Robert,  who  had  his  custom- 
ary dagger  by  his  side." 

"  Was  it  their  daggers  they  used  ?" 

"  No ;  their  poniards." 

"  Did  they  all  three  retire  together  ?" 

"  No  ;  one  of  them  let  fall  his  weapon,  and  he 
stopped  a  moment  to  seek  it." 

"  Would  you  be  able  to  recognize  them  if  you 
were  in  their  presence  ?" 

*'  Assuredly ;  their  features  are  engraved  upon 
my  mind,  and  will  never  be  effaced." 

Nine  prisoners  were  led  in,  turn  by  turn,  and 
three  by  three.  The  servant  shook  his  head  three 
times  with  a  gesture  of  denial.  At  sight  of  the 
Zibelli,  he  did  not  hesitate  to  exclaim  : 

"  Those  are  the  ones  whom  I  saw !" 

"  Were  you  acquainted  with  Robert  before  the 
crime  ?" 

*'  He  was  among  the  crowd  of  flatterers  who 
surrounded  my  master ;  but  I  did  not  notice  him 
much,  because  he  was  a  man  of  low  birth." 

"  How  did  your  master  treat  him  ?" 

"  The  lord  count  was  the  dupe  of  his  own  gen- 
erosity. Robert's  knavery  and  ingratitude  render 
his  crime  unworthy  of  clemency." 

"  Have  there  not  been  attempts  to  corrupt  your 
conscience,  and  to  lead  you  to  hide  the  truth  for 
the  sake  of  money  ?" 

"  An  old  woman  came  to  me  yesterday.  She  of- 
fered me  a  thousand  ducats  if  I  would  not  crimi- 
nate the  Zibelli'" 

"What  did  you  answer?" 

"I  answered  that  I  would  declare  what  my 
eyes  had  seen,  and  my  ears  heard,  and  that  I 
would  not  lie  if  she  offered  me  a  throne  made  of 
gold." 

"  Do  you  know  by  whom  she  was  sent  ?" 

"  I  asked  her ;  '  by  people,'  she  replied,  *  rich 
enough  to  pay  for  your  acquiesence,  and  powerful 
enough  to  make  you  repent  of  your  refusal.' " 

"  Fear  uothiug ;  justice  will  extend  her  tutelary 
protection  over  you." 

[to   be   CONXmUED.] 


CHILDREN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


"  THEOLA ;  A  TALE  OF  EAELY  TIMES." 

BY  MAMAPHILOS. 
[CONTINTJED.] 

The  moment  Manlius  and  Thecla  saw  his  face 
they  simultaneously  threw  themselves  at  his  feet. 

"  Oh,  blessed  father,  forgive  us !  we  knew  you 
not,"  exclaimed  husband  and  wife  in  a  breath. 

The  stranger  raised  his  hand,  on  one  of  the 
fingers  of  which  was  a  costly  ring,  and,  after  hay- 
ing blessed  them,  said  in  a  mild,  soft  voice : — 

"  There  is  nothing  to  forgive,  dear  children.  I 
should  have  been  very  sorry  if  either  of  you  had 
penetrated  my  disguise,  for  I  shall  need  it  until 
my  Master  marks  the  hour." 

The  touching  sadness  of  his  last  words,  which 
sounded  like  the  cry  of  the  child  for  the  repose 
of  a  father's  arms,  affected  the  kneeling  couple 
deeply,  moreover  the  quicker  apprehension  of 
Thecla  saw  an  intimation  of  the  threatened  per- 
secution. 

"  But,  arise,  my  children,  I  have  something  to 
say  that  touches  you  nearly." 

As  he  said  these  words  a  pang  shot  through 
Thecla's  heart.  The  shadow  of  some  coming  ca- 
lamity darkened  her  soul.  She  could  not  forbear 
connecting  this  visit  with  the  mission  of  Raucus 
and  his  machinations. 

"  Holy  Father  Irenseus" — for  their  visitor  was 
the  saintly  Bishop  of  Lyons, — "thou  must,  at 
least,  pardon  our  want  of  hospitality.  Perhaps 
you  have  not  supped,"  said  Manlius,  rising  from 
his  knees. 

"  No,  my  child,"  replied  Irenaeus,  with  a  slight 
wave  of  the  head,  "  I  need  nothing — my  Master's 
work  is  my  food  and  drink.  Besides,  I  cannot 
tarry  long  with  you,  my  children ;  so  strive  not 
to  hinder  me.  The  work  is  great  and  the  time 
very  short.  Ah,  yes,  the  evening  approaches  when 
no  man  shall  be  able  to  labor." 

He  paused  for  a  while  in  silent  prayer,  and 
then  resumed : 

"  My  children,  a  storm  is  gathering  over  the 
Church  of  Lyons.  Ye  have  heard  it  roaring  in 
the  distance  as  the  lion  hungry  for  prey.  Hell 
has  opened  wide  her  gates ;  the  enemy  is  prepar- 
ing his  tortures  and  wiles ;  the  shepherd  shall  be 
stricken  and  the  flock  dispersed." 

"Oh,  holy  Father,"  cried  Thecla,  pallid  and 
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terror-stricken,  "  perhaps  it  may  be  averted.  Pray, 
dear  Father,  pray  for  your  threatened  flock  that 
it  may  escape  the  danger." 

"  No,  no,  child,  it  will  come.  The  wheat  must 
be  separated  from  the  chaff;  the  true  soldier  from 
the  craven-hearted ;  the  faithful  from  the  traitors. 
This  coming  persecution  is  His  winnowing,  and 
we  may  not  flee  from  it,  but  gain  the  victory,  and 
the  palm  for  His  honor  and  glory,  I  have  re- 
ceived advice  of  it  from  the  glorious  successor  of 
Peter,  the  saintly  Victor.  There  are  evil  men  at 
work  influencing  the  mind  of  the  Emperor  to  our 
destruction." 

"Mehercule,"  exclaimed  the  bluff  soldier,  spring- 
ing to  his  feet :  "  this  shall  not  be !  I  have  fought 
for  the  empire  in  Britain,  in  Germany  and  Spain, 
and  so  have  thousands  of  God's  Christians,  too. 
Are  we,  holy  Father,  to  sit  down  tamely  and  see 
our  altars  despoiled,  our  Bishops  and  Priests 
slaugtitered  or  dispersed,  our  wives  and  children 
murdered  by  the  sanguinary  tyrants?  It  shall 
not  be,  I  say !  I  shall  arouse  the  Christian  legions 
and  make  these  would-be  persecutors  dance  to 
such  music  as  they  little  wot  of." 

As  Manlius  uttered  these  words  he  strode  up 
and  down  the  room  like  a  chafed  lion.  Irenaeus 
glanced  at  him,  a  faint  smile  mantling  his  pale, 
emaciated  face,  and  then  said : — 

"  Lay  aside  eucli  earthly  thoughts,  my  child. 
He  who  shapes  the  destiny  of  man  hath  His  own 
wise  ends  to  accomplish.  Well  do  I  remember 
how  the  blessed  Polycarp,  whose  unworthy  dis- 
ciple I  was,  used  to  say  that  the  blood  of  the 
faithful  is  more  powerful  when  shed  than  when 
coursing  through  the  living  veins,  and  that  man 
of  God,  Pothinus,  my  holy  predecessor  in  this  See, 
how  often  hath  he  impressed  upon  my  feeble  mind 
the  true  duty  of  a  Christian  when  the  world  be- 
gins to  thirst  for  his  blood.  Like  Jesus,  we  must 
give  testimony  to  the  truth  with  the  fortitude  of 
lions  and  the  meek  resignation  of  lambs.  '  Father, 
forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do.' 
These  were  His  words ;  they  must  be  ours.  O 
suffering  Church  of  God !  what  trials  are  before 
thee ;  and  yet  the  end  is  not  yet !" 

The  deep  pathos  of  his  words  brought  tears  to 
the  listeners'  eyes,  and  upon  the  beard  of  Irenseus 
the  large  drops  sparkled  with  some  of  the  light 
that  glowed  in  the  heart  from  which  they  came. 

"  But,  my  children,  I  may  not  tarry  longer.  I 
have  said  the  news  I  bring  touches  you  both.  A 
certain  man,  named  Raucus,  I  believe,  has  been 
sent  to  Rome  on  a  mission  of  blood,  as  I  had  been 
warned  of  it  before  he  started.  I  sent  the  Deacon 


Pudens  to  Rome  to  watch  his  proceedings.  I 
have  received  a  letter,  by  a  trustworthy  messen- 
ger, that  Pudens  saw  Raucus  enter  the  Emperor's 
palace,  and  that  he  caused  the  wicked  man  great 
fear  by  warning  him  to  beware  of  revenge.  And 
speaking  of  revenge,  my  children,  reminds  me  of 
the  danger  to  which  this  house  is,  in  a  special 
manner,  exposed.  From  some  remarks  he  made 
prior  to  his  departure,  I  am  led  to  conclude  that 
he  has  the  most  sinister  designs  against  the  fam- 
ily. Be  on  your  guard,  then,  my  children ;  be 
prudent.  If  you  are  compelled  to  fly,  remember 
the  cave  of  the  Olive  by  the  river  side.  The  pass 
words  are  ^  Pax  vdbis.^  And  now,  my  children, 
farewell  for  a  time." 

"  Your  blessing,  holy  Father,  and  do  not  forget 
us  in  your  prayers,"  exclaimed  Thecla,  casting 
herself  on  her  knees  beside  her  husband. 

The  holy  Bishop  elevated  his  hand  and 
breathed  a  benediction  upon  both ;  then  laying 
both  hands  upon  the  Lady  Thecla's  head,  he  said  : 

"Daughter  of  Jesus  Christ, — chosen  one  of 
Heaven,  the  sacrifice  is  for  thee  and  the  triumph 
in  that  day  which  thou  knowest  not.  I  shall  not 
see  it,  for  my  hour  is  near  at  hand.  Angels  shall 
sustain  thee  and  the  consolation  of  God  shall  be 
given  thee.  For,  thou  shalt  be  an  example  and 
an  encouragement  to  many." 

Irenaeus  enveloped  himself  in  his  cloak,  and 
when  the  startled  couple  raised  their  heads  he 
was  gone. 

CHAPTER  IIL— The  Edict. 

The  emissary  Raucus  followed  his  guide  through 
a  long  entrance,  adorned  on  either  side  by  a  range 
of  beautiful  Corinthian  pillars.  Not  a  word  was 
spoken,  and  grave  apprehensions  began  to  excite 
the  cowardly  creature.  He  almost  wished  him- 
self "back  again  at  Lyons,  but  then  came  the 
thought  of  Christian  riches,  and  more  powerful 
than  that,  revenge.  At  the  door  was  stationed 
another  guard,  who  challenged  the  new  comers 
in  a  sharp,  impatient  tone,  as  if  tired  of  his  long 
watch. 

"  I  wish  to  see  the  Emperor,"  said  Raucus. 

"Is  this  a  time  to  visit  him?"  asked  the  guard, 
sharply.  "By  my  word,  friend,  you'll  find  him 
very  little  disposed  to  receive  you.  The  divine 
Emperor  likes  not  to  be  disturbed  at  his  feasting." 

"But  it  is  an  urgent  business,  honored  sir," 
whined  Raucus.  "Every  one  knows  that  the 
Emperor — whom  may  the  gods  long  preserve ! — is 
a  very  Jupiter  in  his  application  to  business.  It 
is  on  a  matter  of  life  and  death  to  the  state  that 
I  would  see  him.    So,  have  a  care,  noble  sir,  that 
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the  divinity  of  the  Emperor  may  not  be  highly 
incensed  at  your  denying  me  speech  of  him." 

The  guard  was  about  to  make  an  angry  retort 
when  a  highly-dressed,  fantastic-looking  person 
came  to  the  door. 

"Who  wishes  to  see  the  Emperor?"  asked  he. 

"  Illustrious  sir,  'tis  I,"  answered  Raucus,  with 
a  shuffling  sort  of  a  bow.  The  tinsel  and  glitter 
of  the  chamberlain  filled  him  with  profound  awe 
and  respect. 

"  Well,  come  on,  then,  but  I  would  advise  you 
to  make  your  business  as  short  as  possible,  other- 
•w^ise  — ."  The  chamberlain  drew  his  finger  across 
his  throat  in  such  a  very  suggestive  style  that 
Raucus'  blood  fairly  crept  in  his  veins. 

As  he  passed  through  the  magnificent  apart- 
ments in  which  the  wealth  of  provinces,  stripped 
by  the  Emperor's  viceroys,  lay  strewed  about  in 
profusion,  he  felt  almost  afraid  to  set  his  foot 
down  upon  the  gorgeous  floors.  His  eyes  cu- 
riously devoured  the  gold  and  silver  and  precious 
stones  that  attested  at  once  the  wealth  and  rapac- 
ity of  the  Imperial  Cesar.  But  he  had  not  much 
time  to  revel  amid  the  various  conflicting  thoughts 
which  were  uppermost  in  his  avaricious  and  am- 
bitious mind.  The  chamberlain  paused  before  a 
door  completely  concealed  by  rich  silk  velvet 
tapestry,  and  spoke  a  few  words  in  a  low  tone. 
Immediately  afterwards  a  tall  negro,  dressed  in  a 
white  silk  tunic  drawn  into  the  waist  by  a  silver 
sash,  appeared,  whispered  to  the  chamberlain  and 
silently  withdrew.  The  sudden  apparition  and 
departure  of  this  formidable  satellite  did  not 
tend  to  soothe  the  already  shaken  nerves  of 
Raucus. 

•'  The  Emperor  will  see  him,"  said  the  Ethio- 
pian, appearing  suddenly  as  before. 

"  Follow  him,"  said  the  chamberlain,  pushing 
Raucus  rather  roughly  after  the  negro.  "  I  will 
await  you  here." 

A  door  was  opened ;  Raucus  passed  between 
two  huge  guards  with  drawn  swords,  and  stood 
trembling  and  almost  speechless  in  the  banquet 
hall. 

For  a  few  moments  the  emissary  could  not  dis- 
tinguish any  particular  object.  A  confused  mass 
of  human  forms,  statues,  brilliant  chandeliers, 
paintings,  and  flowers,  danced  before  his  eyes. 
Then  his  sight  became  clear,  and  the  whole  scene 
burst  upon  his  view  more  like  the  extravagant 
picture  of  a  dream  than  reality.  The  hall  was 
large  and  spacious ;  around  the  whole  extent  were 
exquisite  statues  standing  in  every  conceivable 
position  on  fluted  pedestals.     The  walls,  where 


they  could  be  seen  between  the  openings  of  the 
rich  hangings,  were  covered  with  landscape 
paintings  and  battle  scenes.  A  long,  low  table, 
covered  with  rich  cloth,  occupied  the  center  of 
the  room.  It  was  laden  with  gold  plate  and 
every  delicacy  that  a  gourmand  could  imagine  or 
boundless  wealth  procure.  Reclining  on  elegant 
and  luxurious  lounges  were  about  two  hundred 
persons,  men  and  women,  talking  and  laughing 
and  drinking  wine  from  gold  goblets.  There 
was  a  look  of  excess  and  degradation  about  the 
majority  of  them,  yet,  at  intervals  one  might  ob- 
serve a  grey  head  and  grave  expression,  seemingly 
awaiting  with  impatience  the  imperial ,;?ai  of  de- 
parture. A  number  of  musical  performers  were 
here  blowing  and  harping  and  piping  away  on  a 
raised  dais  at  the  extremity  of  the  hall,  but  not 
one  of  the  guests  appeared  to  be  paying  the 
slightest  attention  to  their  artistic  efforts. 

Raucus  looked  amongst  the  crowd  to  see  if  he 
could  discover  by  some  sign,  the  Emperor.  But 
he  was  disappointed ;  they  all  looked  exactly 
alike.  He  was  turning  to  speak  to  the  negro, 
when  he  perceived  a  stout,  vulgar-looking  indi- 
vidual a  few  feet  from  him,  gazing  at  him  with 
a  drunken  effort  to  gravity.  Raucus  considered 
it  a  great  piece  of  imprudence  for  a  servant  to 
get  drunk  under  the  very  nose  of  the  divine  Em- 
peror. 

"  Well,  uh — what  do  you  want,  fellow  ?"  asked 
the  intoxicated  individual,  reeling  up  to  him. 

"  I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  tell  my  busi- 
ness to  every  menial  in  the  palace.  I  want  to  see 
the  Emperor,  sirrah,"  said  Raucus.  He  had  con- 
sidered himself  sufficiently  badgered  by  the 
others  without  any  further  infliction. 

"  What !"  roared  the  inebriate,  with  fury ;  "  a 
menial !  Candidus,"  said  he,  turning  to  the  negro, 
thus  inappropriately  named,  ♦*  call  in  the  guards." 

Raucus  grew  rigid  with  extreme  terror.  The 
room  swam  around  as  if  suddenly  drawn  into  a 
whirlpool.  He  grasped  the  tapestry  for  support ; 
he  could  just  see  enough  to  distinguish  the  scowl- 
ing face  of  the  intoxicated  man,  pale  with  rage. 

"  Fool !"  whispered  Candidus,  as  he  passed  out. 
"  It  is  the  Emperor !" 

Before  Raucus  could  comprehend  the  predica- 
ment he  had  got  into,  a  couple  of  guards  made 
their  appearance  and  stood  as  motionless  as  stat- 
ues, awaiting  further  orders.  As  the  power  of 
the  Emperor  in  spite  of  his  divinity,  was  unable 
to  control  the  fumes  of  the  wine  which  he  had 
taken,  his  rage  only  served  to  intoxicate  him  the 
more.     This  was  a  lucky  thing  for  the  delinquent, 
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for  the  Emperor,  forgetting  his  insulted  majesty, 
ordered  the  guards  to  leave  his  presence  at  once. 
As  soon  as  they  had  withdrawn,  Raucus,  gaining 
courage,  tumbled  down  like  a  whipped  spaniel 
at  the  Emperor's  feet,  and  gasped  for  mercy. 

"Get  up,  you  hound,  get  up,"  growled  his  maj- 
esty, bestowing  upon  the  crouching  mass  of  hu- 
,  manity  at  his  feet,  a  vigorous  kick.     "  Candidus, 
what  is  the  fellow  here  for  ?"  he  asked,  turning 
to  the  slave. 

"  He  says  he  has  important  business  to  treat  of, 
Bire,"  answered  the  Ethiopian. 

"Ha,  ha,"  laughed  the  Emperor;  "important 
business,  forsooth !  Why  every  dog  that  sneaks 
in  here  has  that  whine  always  ready, — '  important 
business!'  They  think  they  can  get  a  bearing 
of  us  by  such  a  lying  plea,  the  slaves !" 

The  trembling  emissary,  no  ways  reassured  by 
the  Emperor's  contemptuous,  savage  tone,  kept 
swaying  to  and  fro  in  a  series  of  the  most  profound 
bows,  whilst  he  kept  one  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  if 
to  shade  those  organs  from  the  too  dazzling  ef- 
fulgence of  the  imperial  divinity. 

"Why, — what,  just   look  at  the  caitiff,"  con- 
tinued the  Emperor.     "  Stand  up,  sirrah,  and  an- 
swer my  questions :    What  brings  you  here  ?" 
"  Justice,  most  illustrious  sire,"  whined  Raucus. 
"  Justice !  against  whom  ?"  asked  Severus. 
"Your  enemies,  most  sublime   Emperor,"  an- 
swered Raucus. 

"Ha!  enemies!     What    sayest    thou,    fellow? 
What  dost  thou  mean  ?" 
The  Emperor  grew  more  interested. 
"The  Christians,  great   Emperor,"  responded 
Raucus,  gaining  courage.   "  Conspiracies,  treasons, 
and  spoils." 

"  Now,  by  my  divinity,"  waved  the  Emperor, 
"  if  thou  mutterest  and  gaspest  out  thy  words  like 
a  throttled  goose,  I  shall  make  thee  a  head 
shorter." 

"I  come  from  your  Majesty's  faithful  City  of 
Lyons  on  the  part  of  the  citizens,  to  implore  your 
sublimity  to  give  ear  to  our  complaints.  For  . 
years  we  have  witnessed  the  daring  boldness  of 
those  wretches  called  Christians,  but  have  not  at- 
tempted to  curb  their  imprudent  folly.  But 
lately  the  tenderest  sentiments  of  our  hearts  were 
torn  asunder."  Here  worthy  Raucus  put  his  yel- 
low, claw-like  hands  to  his  eyes  and  seemed  un- 
dergoing a  violent  struggle  with  his  emotions. 

"Jove!  that's  theatrical,"  said  the  Emperor, 
now  apparently  interested  very  much.  "Stop 
your  whining,  you  hypocritical  vagabond,  and  go 
on  with  your  tale." 


Raucus  pretended  to  wipe  the  tears  from  his 
eyes,  and  with  a  profound  sigh,  continued : 

"  Our  hearts  were  torn  when  we  discovered 
that  there  were  no  limits  to  their  dastardly  at- 
tempts. Whilst  they  confined  those  attempts  to 
our  humble,  insignificant  selves,  we  prayed  the 
gods  to  give  us  patience  under  our  sufferings.  But 
when  they  raised  their  sacrilegious  hands  higher ; 
when  they  entered  into  a  fearful  conspiracy, 
whose  object  was  nothing  less  than  the  assassina- 
tion of — of — oh,  I  cannot  proceed  !"  The  emis- 
sary clasped  his  hands  in  well  feigned  destraction. 

"The  assassination  of  whom,  fellow?"  asked 
Severus. 

"  Yourself,  great  Emperor !" 
"  So,  they  would  do  that,  would  they,"  mut- 
tered the  Emperor,  in  deep,  suppressed  rage. 

"They  say,  sire,  that  the  brutal  enormities, — 
those  are  their  very  words — committed  against 
their  sect  in  Rome  and  other  parts  of  the  Empire, 
have  reached  a  point  where  either  your  majesty 
must  die  or  they  themselves  be  exterminated." 

A  gleam  of  satisfaction  shot  from  the  wretched 
calumniator's  eyes  as  he  saw  the  effect  of  his 
words  on  the  Emperor. 

"  Candidus,  go  bring  me  a  roll  of  parchment 
and  a  pen."  The  Emperor  seemed  to  hiss  out  the 
words,  then,  turning  to  Raucus,  he  said :  "  what  is 
thy  profession  ?" 

"An  humble  jurisconsult,  your  majesty,"  an- 
swered Raucus. 

"  Wouldst  thou  wish  employment  in  this 
matter  V" 

"  Oh,  great  Emperor,  the  honor  would  be  too 
much  for  such  insignificant  nothingness  as  I  am. 
And  yet  there  is  not  a  bosom  amongst  your  maj- 
esty's subjects  in  which  burns  so  vivid  a  flame  of 
loving  attachment  to  your  august  person  and  the 
welfare  of  the  Empire.  Ye  gods,"  concluded 
Raucus,  with  exquisite  hypocrisy,  "  give  endless 
banquets  and  perennial  delights  to  my  Emperor 
when  ye  take  him  from  his  throne  here  below  to 
place  him  on  the  supremest  eminence  of  Olympus!" 

The  grossness  of  such  flattery  was  not  too  strong 
for  the  Emperor.  He  lead  the  emissary  to  the  ta- 
ble and  ordered  a  slave  to  give  him  a  goblet  of  M'ine. 

Several  of  the  guests  called  out  to  the  Emperor 
in  a  loud  breath  : 

"  Who  is  that  fellow,  sire  ?" 

Raucus  was  more  astonished  at  the  familiarity 
displayed  than  any  thing  else. 

"  A  gentleman  from  Lyons,  on  business, — a  good 
and  faithful  citizen,  Publius,"  answered  the  Em- 
peror, looking  sternly  at  one  of  the  guests. 
[to  be  continued.] 
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HOLY  WEEK. 

The  learned  and  pious  Dona  Gu(5ranger,  whose 
Annee  Litnrgiqxie  is  so  universally  and  so  de- 
servedly admired,  has  written  a  whole  volume 
on  the  two  last  weeks  of  Lent ;  we  do  not  know 
of  any  thing  more  intensely  interesting,  or  re- 
plete with  more  solid  instruction  and  edification. 
We  cull,  here  and  there,  what  seems  to  us  most 
beautiful,  and  best  suited  to  our  pious  readers,  at 
an  epoch  of  the  year  when  the  liturgy  absorbs, 
more  than  at  any  other,  the  attention  of  all,  and 
gives  utterance  to  the  liveliest  expressions  of 
fervor. 

As  early  as  the  third  century  Holy  Week 
was  held  in  the  greatest  veneration ;  such  is  the 
express  testimony  of  St.  Denis,  Bishop  of  Alexan- 
dria. In  the  following  age,  we  find  it  called  the 
"Great  Week,"  by  St.  John  Chrysostom,  in  one 
of  his  homilies:  "Not  because  it  has  more  days 
than  any  other  week,"  says  the  great  Doctor,  *'  nor 
that  its  days  have  more  hours ;  but  because  of 
the  greatness  of  its  mysteries." 

We  see  it  also  designated  by  the  name  of 
"  Painful  Week,"  (pcenosa) :  first  from  the  suffer- 
ings of  Jesus  Christ  it  commemorates,  and  the 
great  fatigue  its  celebration  unavoidably  causes; 
also  the  "Week  of  Indulgence,"  because  "Peni- 
tents" were  admitted  to  pardon  ;  finally,  "  Holy 
Week,"  because  of  the  sanctity  of  the  mysteries 
which  it  calls  to  mind.  Holy  Week  is  the  name 
now  universally  received  among  Christians. 

During  these  Holy  days,  the  fast  of  Lent  is 
more  rigorously  observed ;  it  is  the  supreme  ef- 
fort of  Christian  mortification.  Abstinence  is 
more  absolute,  not  only  in  the  quality  of  food, 
but  in  the  quantity.  In  Holy  Week  the  fast  ex- 
tended, among  fervent  souls,  as  far  as  human 
strength  could  allow.  St.  Epiphauius  tells  us, 
that  there  were  some  who  protracted  it  from 
Monday  morning  until  the  cock  crew  on  Easter 
morning ;  this,  however,  only  a  few  could  accom- 


plish ;  the  others  contented  themselves  by  ab- 
staining two,  three  or  four  days  consecutively, 
without  tasting  any  thing.  But  the  common 
practice  was  to  remain  without  taking  any  food 
from  Thursday  evening,  till  Easter  Sunday. 

The  Vigils,  or  pious  watches  far  advanced  in 
the  night,  were  likewise  one  of  the  characteristica 
of  Holy  Week  in  the  first  centuries  of  the  Church. 
From  St.  Chrysostom  we  learn,  that  on  Maundy 
or  Holy  Thursday  after  having  celebrated  the 
Divine  Mysteries,  in  commemoration  of  the  Last 
Supper,  the  people  used  to  persevere  long  in  pray- 
er. The  whole  night  of  Good  Friday  was  thus 
spent,  to  honor  the  sepulture  of  the  Saviour  ; 
but  by  far  the  longest  of  those  pious  vigils  was 
that  of  Holy  Saturday,  which  lasted  until  the 
dawn  of  Easter  morning.  All  the  people  took 
part  in  it ;  all  attended  at  the  final  prt-paration  of 
the  catechumens,  at  their  baptism;  and  they  sepa- 
rated only  when  they  had  assisted  at  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  Holy  sacrifice  wliich  ended  at  sunrise. 

For  a  long  time  all  business  remained  suspen- 
ded during  Holy  Week,  the  civil  law  joining  with 
the  law  of  the  Church  to  produce-that  solemn 
vacation  from  labor  and  business,  which  so  strik- 
ingly expressed  the  mourning  of  Christianity. 
The  thought  of  the  Sacrifice  and  of  the  death  of 
Christ  was  then  the  general  thought ;  ordinary 
relations  gave  room  to  Divine  offices  and  prayer 
in  which  all  moral  life  was  absorbed,  while  ab- 
stinence and  fasting  claimed  all  bodily  strength 
and  endurance.  We  may  easily  comprehend 
what  impressicm  was  produced  upon  the  rest  of 
the  year  by  such  a  period  of  complete  suspen- 
sion of  all  human  avocations,  and  when  we  call 
to  mind  the  severity  with  which  Lent  had  already 
weighed  for  full  five  weeks  as  a  restraint  upon 
bodily  aspirations  and  sensual  appetites,  we  con- 
ceive with  what  candid  and  heartfelt  joy  Easter 
was  welcomed,  as  it  brought  with  its  solemn  tid- 
ings, the  regeneration  of  the  soul,  and  relief  of  the 
body. 

In  the  primitive  times  Christian  princes  were 
not  satisfied  merely  to  arrest  the  arm  of  human 
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justice,  but  they  also  sought,  in  those  days  of  mer- 
cy, to  render  a  sensible  homage  to  the  paternal 
goodness  of  God,  by  commanding  the  prisoners' 
chains  to  be  broken,  the  doors  of  their  dungeons 
to  be  unbarred,  and  liberty  given  to  those  unfor- 
tunate ones  who  groaned  under  the  weight  of  the 
sentence  pronounced  against  them  by  the  tribu- 
nals of  earth.  None  were  excepted,  save  those 
criminals  guilty  of  the  gravest  crimes. 

The  last  emperors  established  a  law  to  this  ef- 
fect, as  we  learn  from  one  of  Saint  Leo's  sermons. 
"  For  a  long  time  the  Roman  Emperors  have  ob- 
served this  holy  institution,  by  which  we  see 
them,  in  honor  of  the  Passion  and  Resurrection 
of  our  Lord,  modifying  their  power, — relaxing 
the  severity  of  their  laws,  and  pardoning  a  great 
number  of  criminals, — ^wishing  to  show  them- 
gelves,  by  this  clemency,  imitators  of  the  mercy 
of  Heaven  during  these  days,  wherein  it  has 
deigned  to  save  the  world.  May  all  Christians, 
in  their  turn,  imitate  those  princes ;  and  may  the 
example  given  by  the  Sovereign  induce  a  mutual 
indulgence  among  subjects ;  for  domestic  laws 
should  not  be  more  rigorous  than  the  public  ones. 
All  animosities  should  then  be  laid  aside ;  all  in- 
juries pardoned  ;  all  resentments  stifled,  in  order 
that  on  the  part  of  God,  as  well  as  on  the  part  of 
man,  every  thing  should  contribute  to  re-establish 
the  innocence  of  life  that  should  accompany  the 
august  solemnity  for  which  we  are  preparing."* 
Succeeding  revolutions  in  Europe  have  effaced 
from  public  morals  and  legislative  acts  all  the 
inspirationf  they  had  borrowed  from  the  super- 
natural sentiment  of  Christianity.  Hence  comes 
the  cry  repeated  oh  every  tone,  that  ail  men  are 
equal  among  themselves.  It  would  have  been 
superfluous  to  try  and  convince  Christian  people 
of  this  during  the  ages  of  faith,  for  they  saw  it 
verified  when,  on  the  approach  of  the  grand  anni- 
versaries, which  recalled  so  vividly  Divine  justice 
and  mercy,  the  princes  abdicated,  so  to  speak, 
the  sceptre,  remitting  to  God  Himself  the  chas- 
tisement of  the  guilty,  while  they  seated  them- 
selves at  the  Paschal  banquet  of  Christian  frater- 
nity, by  the  side  of  those  men,  whom,  but  a  few 
days  before,  in  the  nam?  of  society,  they  had  re- 
tained in  chains.  The  thought  of  God,  in  whose 
eyes  all  men  are  sinners;  of  God,  from  whom 
alone  proceed  justice  and  pardon;  was  the 
characteristic  of  nations  in  those  days,  and  they 
could,  in  all  truth,  date  the  Ferias  of  Holy  Week 
in  the  manner  of  the  diplomas  of  those  ages  of 

*  SermoB  IX,  Qaadragesima. 


Faith,  "under  the  reign  of  our  Saviour,  Jesus 
Christ :  Regnante  Domino  nostra  Jesu  Christo. 

At  the  close  of  those  days  of  holy  and  Christian 
equality,  did  subjects  feel  a  repugnance  to  resume 
the  yoke  of  submission  to  their  princes  ?  Did 
they  seek  to  take  advantage  of  the  occasion  to 
draw  up  a  charter  on  the  rights  of  man  ?  Not  in 
the  least ;  for  the  same  thought  that  had  humbled 
iYie  fasces  of  legal  justice  before  the  cross  of  the 
Saviour  revealed  to  the  people  the  duty  of  obedi- 
ence to  the  powers  established  by  God. 

God  was  the  reason  of  the  power  and  of  the 
submission  ;  and  dynasties  could  succeed  one  an- 
other without  the  respect  of  authority  being 
weakened  in  the  heart.  At  the  present  day  the 
influence  of  the  sacred  Liturgy  is  no  longer  felt 
upon  society  ;  religion  has  sought  a  refuge  in  the 
depths  of  the  hearts  of  the  faithful,  and  political 
institutions  have  become  the  expression  of  human 
pride,  which  wishes  to  command,  or  refuses  to 
obey. 

THE  MYSTERIES  OF   HOLY  WEEK. 

We  have  spoken  of  some  of  the  beneficial  cus- 
toms of  Holy  Week,  as  observed  among  early 
Christian  nations.  Let  us  now  briefly  refer  to 
some  of  the  mysteries  of  this  solemn  season, 
which  are  so  touchingly  explained  by  Dom  Gu6- 
ranger.  We  regret  that  space  does  not  permit 
us  to  reproduce  the  whole  of  those  eloquent  pages : 

"  Our  Saviour  in  raising  Lazarus  from  the  grave 
drew  upon  Himself,  to  the  utmost,  the  rage  of  His 
enemies;  and  the  people,  excited  at  seeing  a 
corpse  that  had  been  four  days  buried,  n&W  walk- 
ing the  streets  of  Jerusalem,  asked  one  another, 
"Will  the  Messiah  perform  greater  miracles 
than  that?  Has  not  the  time  arrived  for  us 
to  chant  Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David?  In 
a  short  time  it  would  no  longer  be  possible  to 
check  the  enthusiasm  of  the  children  of  Israel. 
The  princes,  the  priests,  and  the  ancients  had  not 
a  moment  to  lose  if  they  wished  to  prevent  Jesus  of 
Nazareth  from  being  proclaimed  King  of  the  Jews. 

During  these  days  we  are  going  to  assist  at 
their  infamous  councils  ;  the  blood  of  the  Just  is 
going  to  be  sold  and  paid  for  with  thirty  pieces 
of  money.  The  Divine  Victim,  betrayed  by  one 
of  His  Disciples,  will  be  judged,  condemned,  im- 
molated ;  and  the  sacred  Liturgy  will  now  rep- 
resent to  the  faithful,  in  the  most  expressive 
manner,  the  circumstances  of  this  sublime  dra- 
ma. For  a  long  time  has  the  joyful  Alleluia 
been  banished  from  her  hymns.  Now  she  sup- 
presses eyen  the  cry  of  glory  consecrated  to  the 
adorable  Trinity — those  words  which  the  Church 
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so  loves  to  repeat :  "  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  to  the 
Son,  and  to  the  Holy  Ghost."  Her  chants  have  be- 
come too  mournful,  and  this  accent  of  jubilation 
would  sound  out  of  place  in  the  desolation  that 
has  submerged  her  heart. 

Her  lessons  in  the  offices  of  the  nightj  are  taken 
from  Jeremias,  of  whose  deep  mourning  no  equal 
can  be  found  in  the  other  Prophets.  The  color 
of  her  vestments  as  tliurtc  she  wore  the  day  she 
placed  the  ashes  upon  the  humbled  heads  of  her 
children  ;  but  on  the  dawning  of  the  redoubtable 
Friday  violet  is  not  sufficient  for  her  sadness; 
she  clothes  herself  with  black,  like  those  who 
weep  the  death  of  a  mortal ;  for  her  Spouse  truly 
died  on  that  day.  The  sins  of  man,  and  the 
rigor  of  justice  have  weighed  upon  him.  In  the 
horrors  of  the  agony  He  has  rendered  His  soul  to 
His  Father. 

In  the  expectation  of  this  terrible  hour,  the 
Church  manifests  her  sorrowful  presentiments  by 
covering  in  advance  the  image  of  her  Divine 
Spouse.  The  cross  itself  is  concealed  from  the 
eyes  of  the  faithful ;  it  has  disappeared  under  a 
dark  veil.  Images  even  the  most  holy,  are  no  longer 
seen  ;  it  is  but  right  that  the  servant  should  with- 
draw when  the  glory  of  the  Master  is  eclipsed. 
Interpreters  of  the  Sacred  Liturgy  tell  us,  that 
the  austere  custom  of  veiling  the  cross,  expresses 
the  humiliation  of  the  Redeemer,  who  was  forced 
to  hide  Himself  to  escape  being  stoned  to  death 
by  the  Jews.  From  the  eve  of  Passion  Sunday, 
this  solemn  rule  is  enforced,  and  with  such  rigor, 
that  even  in  those  years  when  the  feast  of  the 
Annunciation  falls  in  Holy  Week,  the  image  of 
Mary,  Mother  of  God,  remains  covered  on  the 
very  day  itself,  when  the  Angel  saluted  her  full 
of  grace,  and  blessed  among  women. 


For  the  Ava  Habia. 

MARY  OP  MAGDALA. 

BY  HON.  JUDGE   ARRINftTOlf. 

[By  some  unaccountable,  inexcusable  and  inex- 
cused  oversight,  one  of  our  assistant  editors,  who 
had  secreted  the  following  verses,  with  the  ut- 
most care,  for  the  most  suitable  occasion — Saint 
Mary  Magdalene's  Feast,  on  the  22d  of  July — let 
the  22d  pass,  and  the  precious  poetry  remain  a 
"  hidden  gem."  Fortunately,  the  Hon.  author  is 
endowed  with  an  amount  of  patience  which  very 
seldom  goes  aqUo  passu  with  poetical  genius. 
With  this  indirect  excuse,  we  finally  present  the  [ 


gracious  poem,  not  altogether  out  of  season  after 
all.— Ed.] 

Beside  the  sea  of  Galilee, 

At  golden  evening- tide, 
A  Pharisaic  devotee 

Was  feasting  in  his  pride, 
Where  wealth,  and  fame,  and  fashion  came 

From  all  the  country  wide. 

But  not  to  see  the  Devotee 

They  trooped  from  hill  and  plain ; 
They  sped  to  hear  a  voice  more  dear 

Than  songs  of  summer  rain — 
The  silver  tongue  of  a  Prophet  young, 

A  guest  at  the  feast  in  Nain. 

For  it  was  said  he  raised  the  dead 

With  gesture  of  his  hand. 
And  the  fiends,  that  dwell  in  desert  dell, 

Could  not  his  word  withstand. 
While  the  deaf  and  blind  each  sense  did  find 

Whene'er  he  gave  command. 

Among  the  rest,  with  grief  oppressed, 

A  friendless  woman  came ; 
But  brows  were  bent  with  discontent, 

And  harsh  lips  muttered  blame, 
And  all  drew  back  to  shun  her  track 

As  if  her  touch  were  shame. 

Yet  her  face  was  bright  as  the  stars  of  night 

O'er  the  Hebrew  mountains  high  ; 
Not  the  blue-bird's  wing  in  the  woods  of  Spring 

Had  the  azure  of  her  eye, 
And  her  hair  of  gold  seemed  wavelets 'rolled 

From  summer  sunset's  sky. 

The  gibe  and  jeer  she  doth  not  bear, 

Or  heeds  not,  but  doth  glide 
With  blushing  cbeek,  and  mien  so  meek 

Its  beauty  mocks  their  pride, 
Till  she  can  trace  the  Prophet's  place. 

Then  she  kneels  down  by  his  side. 

Now  her  grief  doth  flow  like  Hermon's  snow 

When  burning  sunbeams  beat 
Its  bleakest  hills,  till  tinkling  rills. 

Melt  out  in  music  sweet. 
And  rush  to  the  plain  with  the  sound  of  rain 

Wlxen  clouds  and  mountain  meet. 

All  the  angels  hie  from  the  upper  sky 

To  hail  the  wonder  there ; 
For  her  lips  repeat  on  the  Prophet's  feet 

Chaste  kisses  perfumed  with  prayer,      [bright. 
While  she  washes  them  white  with  her  tears  so 

And  wipes  with  her  golden  hair. 
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And  tho  love  of  her  tears  so  much  endeara 

Her  heart  to  the  Prophet  mild, 
That  they  wash  every  sin  from  her  soul  ■within, 

Now  pure  as  a  new-born  child  : 
"Thy  guilt  is  forgiven,"  saith  the  Lord  of  Heaven, 

And  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  smiled. 

The  sun  may  fail,  the  planets  pale, 

Old  Hermon  melt  with  heat, 
But  never  her  name  decline  in  fame. 

Who  kissed  Messiah's  feet ; 
Through  endless  years  those  shining  tears 

To  the  saints  shall  still  seem  sweet. 

O  blest  Magdalene,  from  the  choir  of  the  Queen, 
"Where  thou  singest,  her  Syrian  dove, 

Wouldst  thou  whisper  to  me  of  the  far  Galilee, 
And  the  Lord  that  came  there  from  above  ; 

Wouldst  thou  tell  me  the  road  to  thy  radiant  abode. 
Then  but  teach  me  the  half  of  thy  love  ! 


HOLT  TBUESDAT. 

[Trandated  from  VAnnee  Liturgiqut,  de  Dom  Guerangcr.] 
Jesus  has  returned  from  Bethania;  all  the 
Disciples  are  present,  even  the  perfidious  Judas, 
concealing  in  his  bosom  his  horrible  secret. 
Jesus  approaches  the  table  upon  which  the 
Lamb  is  served;  the  Disciples  take  their  places 
with  Him,  faithfully  observing  the  rites  which 
the  Lord  had  prescribed  to  Moses  for  the 
children  of  Israel.  At  the  beginning  of  the  re- 
past, Jesus  says  to  his  Apostles :  "  With  desire  I 
have  desired  to  eat  this  Pasch  with  you,  before  I 
guflfer."*  He  did  not  mean  by  this  that  the  pres- 
ent Pasch  had  any  thing  in  itself  superior  to  the 
ceremonies  of  the  preceeding  years,  but  because 
it  was  to  give  Him  the  occasion  of  instituting  the 
new  Pasch,  which  his  love  had  prepared  for  man ; 
for,  "having  loved  His  own,  who  were  in  the 
world,"  says  St.  John,  "He  loved  them  to  the 
end." 

During  the  repast,  in  order  that  their  hearts 
should  have  nothing  hidden,  Jesus  deeply  affected 
the  Disciples  by  these  words :  "  Amen,  I  say  to  you 
that  one  of  you  is  about  to  betray  me."  What 
sadness  in  this  complaint !  What  mercy  for  the 
traitor  who  knew  the  goodness  of  his  Master ! 
Jes'os  opened  the  gate  of  pardon  for  him,  but  the 
guilty  passion,  which  he  had  to  gratify,  had 
gained  such  an  empire  over  him,  that  he  would 
not  avail  himself  of  this  mercy.  Nay,  he  even 
dared  to  unite  his  voice  to  that  of  the  other  Apos- 
tles in  asking :    "  Is  it  I,  Rabbi  ?"  In  order  not  to 

•  Luke  xxU,  15. 


compromise  him  with  his  brethren,  Jesus  an- 
swered in  a  low  voice  :  "  Yes  it  is  thee,  thou  hast 
said  it !"  But  Judas  does  not  repent ;  he  remains, 
and  pollutes  by  his  presence  the  august  mysteries 
which  are  preparing.  He  is  waiting  for  the  hour 
to  consummate  his  treason. 

The  legal  repa?t  is  ended.  A  feast  succeeds  it, 
at  which  Jesus  and  Bis  Apostles  are  again  reuni- 
ted around  the  same  table.  The  guests,  accord- 
ing to  the  Eastern  custom,  place  themselves  two 
by  two  upon  couches,  which  had  been  prepared 
by  the  munificence  of  the  Disciple  who  had  lent 
his  house  and  furniture  to  the  Saviour  for  this 
Last  Supper.  John  the  Beloved  is  seated  by  the 
side  of  Jesus  in  such  a  manner,  that  he  can,  in 
his  tender  familiarity,  lean  his  head  upon  the 
bosom  of  his  master.  Peter  occupies  the  couch 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Lord,  who  thereby  finds 
Himself  between  the  two  disciples  whom  he  had 
sent  in  the  morning  to  prepare  the  festival.  One 
of  these  Apostles  represents  faith,  the  other,  love. 
This  second  repast  was  mournful :  the  words  of 
Jesus  had  filled  the  hearts  of  His  Disciples  with 
anxiety  ;  and  we  may  well  understand  what  need 
the  tender  and  artless  soul  of  John  had  to  pour 
out  its  feelings,  by  the  most  touching  demonstra- 
tions of  love  to  the  Saviour,  upon  whose  couch  he 
reclined. 

The  Apostl6s  did  not  expect  a  third  repast  to 
follow  the  two  first ;  Jesus  had  kept  his  secret, 
but  before  His  Passion  He  must  redeem  a  prom- 
ise.    He  had  said  in  presence  of  all  the  people : 

"  I  am  the  living  bread  which  came  down  from 
heaven.  If  any  man  eat  of  this  bread,  he  shall 
live  forever ;  and  the  bread  which  I  shall  give 
is  My  flesh,  for  the  life  of  the  world.  Unless  you 
eat  of  the  flesh  of  the  Son  of  Man,  and  drink  His 
blood,  you  shall  not  have  life  in  you.  He  that 
eateth  My  flesh  and  drinketh  My  blood  hath  ever- 
lasting life ;  and  I  will  raise  him  up  at  the  last 
day ;  for  My  flesh  is  meat  indeed,  and  My  blood 
is  drink  indeed."* 

The  moment  has  arrived  wherein  Jesus  will 
realize  this  marvel  of  charity  for  us.  He  had 
promised  to  give  His  flesh  and  blood,  and  for 
this  He  had  to  await  the  hour  of  His  immolation. 
Now  His  Passion  is  about  to  commence.  Already 
He  is  sold  to  His  enemies;  henceforth  His  life  is 
in  their  hands  ; — truly  can  He  now  offer  Himself 
in  sacrifice,  and  distribute  among  His  disciples 
the  real  flesh  and  blood  of  the  victim. 

At  the  close  of  the  second  repast,  Jesus  sud- 
denly rising,  to  the  astonishment  of  His  apostles, 

♦  John  vl,  61. 
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divests  Himself  of  His  outward  garment,  and 
girding  Himself  with  a  towel,  poured  water 
into  a  basin  and  prepared  to  wash  the  feet 
of  the  guests.  The  washing  of  feet  before 
takiug  part  at  a  festival  was  an  Oriental  cus- 
tom, and  the  very  highest  degree  of  hospitality 
was  when  the  Host  Himself  performed  this  office 
towards  His  guests.  Jesus  at  this  moment  invites 
His  apostles  to  the  divine  banquet  which  He  has 
destined  for  them,  and  He  deigns  to  act  as  the 
most  hospitable  of  hosts.  But  as  all  His  actions 
con  taiued  w it  hin  themsel  ves  most  profound  lessons. 
He  wished,  by  this  act,  to  remind  us  of  the  purity 
which  He  requires  from  those  who  seat  them- 
selves at  His  table.  "He  that  is  washed  needeth 
not  but  to  wash  his  feet,"*  as  if  he  had  said,  such 
is  the  sanctity  of  this  divine  table,  that  to  ap- 
proach it  the  soul  must  be  purified,  not  only  from 
its  gravest  sins,  but  it  must  also  seek  to  efface  the 
very  slightest  stain,  such  as  are  contracted  by  con- 
tact with  the  world,  which  are  as  the  dust  that 
settles  upon  the  feet. 

Jesus  approaches  Peter,  the  future  head  of  the 
Church.  The  apostle  refuses  to  permit  his  Master 
to  perform  this  act  of  humility  in  his  regard. 
Jesus  insists,  and  Peter  is  obliged  to  yield. 
Jesus  performs  the  same  oflSce  towards  the  other 
disciples,  not  even  excepting  Judas.  To  the  lat- 
ter He  gave  another  warning  but  a  few  minutes 
before,  "when  He  said,  "You  are  clean,  but  not 
all."  Yet  Judas  was  insensible  to  this  reproach 
as  he  had  been  to  the  first. 

Having  finished  the  washing  of  feet,  Jesus  re- 
turns to  His  seat  by  the  side  of  John.  Then  tak- 
ing the  bread  of  the  Azymes  that  remained.  He 
blesses,  breaks,  and  gives  it  to  His  Disciples: 
"  Take,  and  eat,  this  is  my  body."  Then,  taking 
the  cup,  and  changing  the  wine  into  His  own 
blood,  He  passed  it  to  His  Disciples,  saying : 
"  Drink  ye  all  of  this ;  for  it  is  the  blood  of  the  New 
Covenant,  which  shall  be  shed  for  you."  They 
partake  of  this  divine  beverage :  and  Judas,  in  his 
turn,  but  he  drank  his  own  condemnation,  as, 
but  a  few  minutes  before,  in  the  sacred  bread,  he 
had  eaten  his  own  judgment.  The  inexhaustible 
goodness  of  the  Saviour  still  sought  to  reclaim 
the  traitor, — and  in  giving  the  cup  to  His  Disci- 
ples He  adds  these  terrible  words :  "  The  hand 
of  him  that  betrayeth  me  is  with  me  on  the 
table."t 

Peter  was  struck  with  these  repeated  assertions 
of  his  Master.    He  longed  to  know  who  was  the 


•  John  xiil,  1  V. 
t  Luke  xiU.  21, 


traitor  who  dishonored  the  apostolic  college  ;  but 
not  daring  to  ask  Jesus,  at  whose  right  he  was 
placed,  he  made  a  sign  to  John,  who  was  on  the 
left,  to  find  out  who  it  could  be.  John  reclining 
on  the  bosom  of  Jesus,  says  to  Him  in  a  low  tone : 
"  Master,  who  is  he  ?"  Jesus  answers,  with  the 
same  familiarity  :  "  he  it  is  to  whom  I  shall  reach 
bread  dipped."  A  few  fragments  were  still  re- 
mained on  the  table  Jesus  takes  a  morsel  of 
bread,  and  moistening  it,  sends  it  to  Judae.  This 
was  again  another  fruitless  invitation  to  this  eoul, 
hardened  against  every  effort  of  grace ;  so  ti;e 
Gospel  adds:  "After  receiving  the  morsel,  Satan 
entered  into  him."*  Once  more  Jesus  speaks  to 
him,  saying:  "What  thou  doest,  do  quickly." 
And  the  miserable  being  leaves  the  hall  in  order 
to  execute  his  crime. 

Such  are  the  august  circumstances  of  the  Last 
Supper,  whose  anniversary  reunites  us  to  day. 
But  we  would  omit  one  incident  most  precious  to 
all  pious  souls,  did  we  not  add  an  essential  trait. 
What  passed  then  in  the  Cenacle  was  not  an 
event  which  occurred  but  once  in  the  mortal  life 
of  the  Son  of  God,  and  the  apostles  were  not  the 
only  privileged  guests  at  the  table  of  the  Lord. 
Here  also  was  the  institution  of  a  new  Sarcedoce. 
How  could  Jesus  have  said  to  the  people,  "  Un- 
less you  eat  my  flesh  and  drink  my  blood,  you 
shall  not  have  life  in  you,"  if  He  bad  not  in- 
tended to  establish  a  ministry  upon  earth  by 
which  He  would  renew,  until  the  end  of  time 
what  He  had  just  accomplished  in  the  presence 
of  those  twelve  men  ?  Then  it  was  that  to  those 
chosen  ones  He  said  :  "  Do  this  for  a  commemora- 
tion of  me."t  By  those  words  He  gave  to  them 
also  the  power  of  changing  the  bread  into  His 
body,  and  the  wine  into  His  blood,  and  this  di- 
vine power  will  be  transmitted  in  the  Church,  by 
holy  ordination,  even  to  the  end  of  ages.  Jesus 
will  continue  to  operate  by  the  miniitry  of  mortal 
and  sinful  man  the  wonder  which  He  accom- 
plished in  the  Cenacle,  and  at  the  same  time  that 
He  endows  His  Church  with  the  unique  and  im- 
mortal sacrifice.  He  gives  us,  according  to  Hig 
promise,  by  the  Bread  of  Heaven,  the  means  of 
dwelling  in  Him,  and  He  in  us.  Hence  on  this 
day  we  have  to  celebrate  that  other  anniversary, 
no  less  marvelous  than  the  first,  the  institution  of 
the  Christian  Sarcedoce. 

The  Mass  of  Holy  Thursday  is  one  of  the  most 
solemn  in  the  whole  year.  All  appearance  of 
mourning  disappears ;  yet,  at  the  same  time,  sey- 

•  John  xili,  26. 
t  Lake  xzil,  19. 
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eral  extraordinary  rites  announce  that  the  Clmrcb 
still  fears  for  ber  Spouse,  and  that  she  merely  sus- 
pends, for  a  moment,  the  sorrows  that  overwhelm 
her.  At  the  altar  the  priest  intones,  with  trans- 
port, the  angelic  hymn  :  "  Glory  be  to  God  on 
high."  Suddenly,  all  the  bells  peal  forth,  in  full 
peal,  a  glorious  accompaniment  to  this  celestial 
canticle.  At  its  close  every  bell  is  hushed,  and 
then  silence  during  the  long  succeeding  hours 
spreads  over  the  city  an  impression  of  terror  and 
^.'oandonment.  The  Church  in  using  the  grave 
and  melodious  notes  of  those  ^rial  voices  which, 
day  by  day,  fill  the  air  with  waves  of  melody  that 
touch  the  deepest  recesses  of  our  hearts,  now 
wishes  us  to  feel  that  the  world,  when  witnessing 
the  Passion  and  Death  of  her  divine  Author,  has 
lost  all  melody  and  become  sorrowful  and  desolate. 


THE  VIEGIU  MABY  TO  OHEIST  OK  THE 
OKOSS. 

What  mist  hath  dimmed  the  glorious  face  ? 

What  seas  of  grief  my  sun  doth  toss  ? 
The  golden  rays  of  heavenly  grace 

Lie  now  eclipsed  on  the  Cross. 

Jesus,  my  Love,  my  Sun,  my  God, 
Behold  Thy  Mother  wash'd  in  tears  : 

Thy  bloody  wounds  be  made  a  rod 
To  chasten  these,  my  later  years. 

You  cruel  Jews,  come  work  your  ire, 
Upon  this  worthless  flesh  of  mine, 

And  kindle  not  eternal  fire 

By  wounding  Him  who  is  divine. 

Thou  messenger  that  didst  impart 

His  first  descent  into  my  womb, 
Come  help  me  now  to  cleanse  my  heart, 

That  there  I  may  my  Son  entomb. 

You  angels,  all  that  present  were, 
To  show  His  birth  with  harmony, 

Why  are  you  not  now  ready  here 
To  make  a  mourning  symphony  ? 

The  cause,  I  know,  you  wail  alone, 

And  shed  your  tears  in  secrecy. 
Lest  I  should  mov&d  be  to  moan, 

By  force  of  heavy  company. 

But  wail,  my  soul,  thy  comfort  dies, 
My  woeful  womb,  lament  thy  fruit ; 

My  heart  gives  tears  unto  mine  eyes. 
Let  sorrow  string  my  heavy  lute. 

Southwell. 


EEMAEKABLE  CUEE 

Wrought  at  Holy  Communion  at  Notre  Dame  des 

Victoires,  07i  the  4th  of  Avgtist,  1866. 

[From  the  London  Lamp.] 
The  following  letter  was  addressed  to  M.  1' 
Abb6  Chanal,  editor  of  IJEcho  de  Notre  Dame  des 
Victoires,  by  a  pious  layman,  a  member  of  the 
Archconfraternity,  and  Brother  of  Saint  Vincent 
de  Paul.  The  Rev.  PSre  Lef^vre,  II.  I'Abbg  Cha- 
nal, M.  I'Abbfi  Dumax,  and  a  variety  of  other  wit- 
nesses, are  prepared  to  attest  to  the  authenticity 
of  the  account. 

Pabis,  12th  August,  1866. 
MaNsiEtJR  l'Abbe  Chanal:    In  obedience  to 
your  injunctions,  I  send  you  the  account  of  the 

sudden  and  wonderful  cure  of  Leontine  T , 

wrought  at  the  altar  of  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires 
on  Saturday  the  4th  inst.,  during  the  half-past 
seven-o'clock  Mass,  at  the  time  of  Holy  Commu- 
nion. 

In  authentication  of  the  account,  I  enclose  on  a 
separate  sheet  the  name  and  address  of  the  girl 
on  whom  the  cure  was  wrought,  as  also  those  of 
all  the  persons  mentioned  in  my  letter ;  as  I  am 
desirous  that  this  narrative,  being  wholly  consecra- 
ted to  the  glory  of  God,  should  offer  no  induce- 
ments to  vain  curiosity  or  self-love.  The  respect 
in  which  many  of  these  names  are  held,  and  the 
sincerity  of  their  replies  when  questioned,  will 
convince  you  of  the  truth  of  the  facts  which  I  am 
about  to  describe.  With  respect  to  my  own  testi- 
mony, I  am  quite  prepared,  if  necessary,  to  bear 
public  witness  to  the  wonderful  occurrence  at 
which  I  had  the  happiness  to  be  present ;  but  at 
the  same  time,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  follow  my 
own  wishes  on  the  subject,  they  would  be  to  re- 
main in  obscurity,  in  order  the  better  to  be  en- 
abled to  adore  in  silence  the  mercies  of  God. 

I  will  not  enter  into  any  details  touching  the 
previous  life  of  the  object  of  this  miraculous  oc- 
currence. It  will  suflBce  to  say  that  she  lives 
alone  with  an  aunt,  her  godmother, — a  pious  wom- 
an, who  devoted  her  life  to  this  poor  girl. 

Last  year  the  aunt  was  considered  to  be  in  a 
dying  state,  and  even  received  the  last  Sacraments. 
Her  niece  had  nursed  her  through  her  illness 
with  the  most  tender  devotion ;  but  she  was  hardly 
out  of  danger  when,  on  the  5th  of  June  of  the 
present  year,  the  girl  was  herself  taken  ill  and 
compelled  to  keep  her  bed.  She  was  attacked 
simultaneously  with  typhus,  brain-fever,  and  a 
severe  heart-complaint.    The  doctor  pronounced 
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her  in  a  state  to  receive  the  last  Sacraments.  She 
continued  for  a  long  time  in  imminent  danger ; 
and  no  sooner  was  this  crisis  over  than  the  exhaus- 
tion produced  by  the  complication  of  disorders 
with  which  she  had  been  afflicted  led  to  frightful 
attacks  of  epilepsy.  Under  their  influence  her 
feeble  and  attenuated  frame  became  suddenly  so 
rigid  and  heavy  as,  to  all  appearance,  to  require 
the  strength  of  several  men  to  raise  her.  It 
seemed  as  if  they  might  have  broken  her  to  pieces 
in  attempting  it.  At  these  times  she  suffered  an 
intolerable  pain  at  her  heart.  During  her  sleep, 
which  was  seldom  broken,  she  talked  and  sang 
hymns  with  so  much  vehemence  that  the  doctor 
was  in  constant  fear  lest  she  should  rupture  a  blood- 
vessel in  her  lungs  or  heart. 

At  that  time  the  poor  girl  and  her  aunt  were 
altogether  unknown  to  me,  and  but  for  the  ceuvre 
for  the  daily  recommendation  of  the  sick  to  the 
prayers  of  the  faithful,  established  amongst  us  by 
our  respected  pastor,  I  should  never  have  heard 
of  their  existence. 

I  was  first  made  acquainted  with  the  circum- 
stances relating  to  Lfiontine  T  *  *  *'s  illness  in  the 
chapel  of  our  Blessed  Lady,  little  dreaming  that 
shortly  afterwards  I  should  be  present  at  her  mi- 
raculous cure  at  the  altar  of  our  Lady  of  Victoires. 

I  cannot  sufficently  admire  the  ways  of  Provi- 
dena  Only  a  few  days  before  I  first  heard  of  the 
case  of  L6ontine  T  *  *  *,  I  was  about  to  conclude 
some  business  of  the  utmost  importance  to  myself. 
The  matter  awaited  my  final  consent,  and  I  had 
made  arrangements  for  leaving  Paris  as  soon  as 
the  parties  had  sinned,  as  I  felt  that  I  needed  rest 
after  the  anxiety  which  this  affair  had  caused  me. 
God  permitted  that  I  should  hesitate  through  an 
excess  of  prudence,  and  my  hesiation  led  to  a  rup- 
ture of  the  negotiations ;  and  thus  my  journey 
was  at  an  end.  Although  I  must^onfess  that  at 
the  time  I  deeply  regretted  it,  I  can  now  thank 
God  for  what  has  happened.  He  might  easily 
have  found  a  more  eflicient  witness  to  His  mercies, 
but  I  bless  Him  for  having  deigned  to  cast  His 
eyes  upon  me. 

I  became  acquainted  with  the  poor  girl  through 
the  priest  who  had  recommended  her  case  to  the 
prayers  of  the  faithful ;  and  God  vouchsafed  so 
to  order  matters,  that  whilst  I  was  paying  my 
second  visit  at  her  house,  and  in  consequence  of 
an  account  which  we  had  just  heard  of  a  miracu 
lous  cure  wrought  through  the  intercession  of  our 
Lady  of  La  Salette,  it  was  agreed  between  the 
girl,  her  aunt,  and  myself,  that  she  should  lay 
aside  her  medicines ;  and  that  we  should  forth- 


with commence  a  novena  to  the  Mother  of  our 
Lord,  under  the  invocation  of  our  Lady  of  La  Sal- 
ette. We  placed  our  novena  under  the  special 
patronage  of  St.  Joseph,  St.  Peter  and  Vincula,  and 
St.  Joseph  the  Evangelist ;  and  resolved  to  con- 
clude it  with  Holy  Communion  at  the  altar  of 
Notre  Dame  des  Victoires.  We  began  on  the 
27th  July  1866. 

The  poor  girl  had  long  wished  that  she  could 
be  conveyed  to  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires ;  but 
her  weakness  and  fits  were  such  that  all  those  to 
whom  she  had  expressed  her  wish  had  formally 
opposed  it,  as  they  felt  it  to  be  impracticable. 
Now  that  we  held  out  a  hope  to  her  that  she 
would  ere  long  be  able  to  go  there,  her  heart 
was  filled  with  joy,  and  she  could  talk  of  nothing 
but  our  Lady  of  La  Salette  and  our  Lady  of  Vic- 
toires. When  she  was  questioned  during  her 
sleep  as  to  what  would  cure  her,  she  replied  laugh- 
ing, "It  is  very  easy:  take  me  to  Notre  Dame 
des  Victoires,  and  I  shall  be  cured."  Sometimes 
she  would  say,  "  You  have  only  t<:)  take  me  to  the 
place,  and  I  shall  be  cured."  And  when  she  was 
asked  to  point  out  the  means  by  which  she  might 
be  relieved,  she  invariable  replied,  "  Prayer." 
When  her  fits  became  excessive  in  their  violence, 
we  bathed. her  clenched  hands  and  parched  legs 
with  water  from  La  Salette,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
her  hands  would  relax  and  resume  their  usual  con- 
dition. 

Thus  passed  the  novena,  with  heartrending  in- 
tervals interspersed  with  extraordinary  consola- 
tions. In  the  solitude  of  that  poor  room,  under 
the  immediate  protection  of  our  Heavenly  Father, 
and  with  no  hope  save  in  Him  alone,  we  fervently 
awaited  the  day  which  the  poor  girl  never  ceased 
to  announce  in  her  sleep  as  that  of  her  deliver- 
ance. Giving  utterance  to  the  impressions  of  her 
heart,  she  would  alternately  sing  hymns  of  a  pen- 
itential character  and  songs  of  thanksgiving ;  and 
was  especially  fond  of  a  hymn  to  our  Blessed 
Lady,  beginning. 

*'  8ouvenez-vou8,  o  tendre  Mere." 
On  awaking — ^which  was  always  to  her  a  painful 
moment — she  would  complain  of  sharp  pains  in 
her  head  and  chest,  and  especially  about  her  heart. 

Monseigneur  de  S6gur  who  had  been  informed 
of  her  illness  and  the  hopes  which  she  entertained 
of  her  cure,  gave  his  entire  approval  to  the  novena. 
He  promised  her  his  prayers,  and  sent  her,  with 
his  blessing  a  crucifix,  which  she  carefully  pre- 
served ;  a  medal  of  our  Lady  of  Victoires,  bless- 
ed by  the  Holy  Father;  and  an  artificial  rose, 
which  had  been  placed  for  several  days  on  the 
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tomb  of  St.  Francis  of  Sales ;  and  at  tlie  same 
time  requested  that  St.  Francis  of  Sales  might  be 
made  one  of  the  patrons  of  the  novena,  which  was 
done. 

Although  many  holy  souls  were  constantly  pray- 
ing for  her,  there  was  as  yet  no  diminution  in  her 
sufferiiifjs.  On  the  contrary,  on  the  very  eve  of 
the  eventiful  day,  the  3d  August,  her  state  became 
alarming;  she  seemed  to  be  undergoing  some  vio- 
lent internal  conflict,  for  she  screamed  with  terror, 
and,  seizing  the  hands  of  the  persons  about  her, 
entreated  them  not  to  leave  her.  The  worthy 
superior  of  a  religious  community,  a  friend  of 
Monseigneur  de  S6gur,  had  the  charity  to  come  a 
long  distance  that  evening  to  hear  her  confession 
and  give  her  absolution.  She  passed  a  dreadful 
night,  When  her  fits  were  on,  her  weight  was 
such  that  she  literally  seemed  fixed  to  her  bed. 
That  same  evenieg,  just  as  I  was  going  away,  I 
felt  some  anaxiety  to  see  whether  I  might  trust 
to  my  strength  on  the  following  morning,  and  I 
made  an  attempt  to  raise  her  off  her  bed ;  she 
was  then  fast  aleep,  and  I  was  in  consternation 
to  find  that  no  human  power  could  have  placed 
her  in  upright  position. 

[to  be   CONTINUKD.l 


THE  riFTH  DOLOE  : 

Beside  the  Gross. 

She  stood  in  silence.  Slowly  passed 
The  hours  whose  moments  dropped  in  blood. 

Its  frown  the  Darkness  further  cast: 
She  moved  not-:  silently  she  stood. 

No  human  sympathy  she  sought : 
Her  help  was  God,  and  God  alone; 

Not  even  the  instinctive  respite  caught 
From  passionate  gesture,  sigh,  or  moan. 

Her  silence  listened.     On  the  air, 
Like  death-bells,  tolled  that  prime  Decree 

Which  bade  the  Eternal  Victim  bear 
Mankind's  transgression.     Let  it  be  ! 

The  Women  round  her  heard  all  day 
The  clash  of  arms,  the  scofl5ng  tongue  : 

She  heard  the  breaking  of  that  spray 
From  which  the  fruit  of  Knowledge  hung. 

Behold  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  !    Aye! 

The  Infant  slumbered  on  thy  breast ; 
And  thou  that  heard'st  His  earliest  cry 

Must  hear  Hia  Conaummatum  eat. 

— Aubrey  De  Vere. 


QUE  LADY  OF  THE  CHAINS. 
A  Legend  of  the  Fourteenth  Century. 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'AppUly] 

VL 

During  this  examination,  the  interest  of  the 
case  had  enchained  all  the  assembly  in  unbroken 
silence;  but  curiosity  caused  the  crowd  of  audi- 
tors to  palpitate  and  tremble,  when  the  accused 
appeared  cjne  after  another  before  the  tribunal. 

Joseph  was  a  large  and  powerfully  built  man  ; 
his  broad  forehead  announced  intelligence  and  apt- 
itude for  the  exercises  of  memory  and  the  calcula- 
tions of  reason.  His  eyes,  open  and  full  of  loyalty, 
reflected  his  thoughts.  His  measured  step,  his 
grave  words  and  looks  evinced  that  maturity  and 
precocious  wisdom  obtained  by  the  bitter  lessons 
of  experience. 

He  came  forward  with  assurance  but  without 
pride.  He  did  not  elevate  his  brows  with  provok- 
ing superciliousness,  neither  did  he  lower  them 
under  the  weight  of  shame.  He  was  calm,  and  if 
it  were  not  that  an  air  of  sweet  resignation  was 
depicted  on  his  countenance,  his  features  did  not 
show  any  change. 

To  the  first  question  of  the  judge  as  to  his  'age, 
his  profession,  his  family,  he  answered  as  if  with 
regret  and  with  an  air  of  constraint ;  but  he  re- 
lapsed into  an  obstinate  silence,  when  the  magis- 
trate said,  harshly : 

"  You  are  accused  df  having  taken  part  in  the 
murder  of  the  lord  Count  Dogliano.  Where  did 
you  pass  that  night  ?"  pursued  the  judge, 

Joseph  did  not  reply. 

"  It  is  an  acknowledged  fact  that  you  did  not 
return  to  your  house  until  after  the  murder  was 
accomplishedf'' 

The  merchant  gave  no  sign  of  emotion. 

"  One  of  your  brothers  was  surprised  near  the 
victim,  and  pursued  to  the  private  gate  of  your 
garden.  What  have  you  to  allege  in  your  de- 
fense?    Do  you  disdain  to  enlighten  justice?" 

It  seemed  that  the  accused  had  suddenly  be- 
come deaf 

"  Do  you  acknowledge  that  you  co-operated  in 
this  crime  ?" 

The  merchant  gazed  upon  the  questioner  full 
in  the  face,  then  raising  his  eyes,  he  fixed  them 
with  an  indefinable  expression  of  confidence  on 
the  crucifix  hanging  above  the  judges  at  the  end 
of  the  hall. 

The   listeners  were  mute  with  astonishment. 
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and  the  magistrates  themselves,  in  spite  of  the 
impassable  mask  with  which  hal)it  had  covered 
their  faces,  could  not  help  their  surprise  from  ap- 
pearing. 

"You  are  accused,"  resumed  the  magistrate, 
"your  condemnation  is  not  pronounced  ;  it  is  for 
you  to  present  the  proof  of  your  innocence." 

After  having  waited  in  vain  for  an  answer,  the 
judge,  who  thought  he  was  braved  by  Joseph's 
disdainful  silence,  added  in  a  harsh  tone : 

"  The  tribunal,  I  give  you  notice,  in  view  of 
the  strong  presumption  which  exists  against  you, 
will  interpret  your  silence  as  a  tacit  confession 
and  an  avowal  of  crime." 

"  God  and  the  Madonna,"  replied  the  merchant, 
at  length,  "  know  that  I  have  not  imbrued  my 
hands  in  my  enemy's  blood." 

"  How  can  we  guess  at  the  truth  if  you  refuse 
to  speak  ?  Is  it  not  your  duty  to  throw  every  pos- 
sible light  upon  the  subject,  and  prevent  an  error 
which  may  prove  mortal  ?" 

"I  do  not  wish  to  remain  longer  on  this  earth, 
where  all  is  lying,  hatred  and  calumny." 

"You  have  a  wife,  however?" 

Joseph  swallowed  a  sigh  which  was  about  to 
escape  him,  and  neither  exhortations,  nor  prayers, 
nor  threats  could  draw  from  him  a  single  word. 
They  led  him  back  to  pri.son. 

Robert  adopted  a  system  of  defense  entirely  op- 
posite ;  he  made  his  appearance  in  court  costume, 
adorned  and  perfumed  as  for  a  festival,  his  eye 
animated  and  assured,  his  lips  smiling. 

"You  are  suspected,"  said  the  judge  to  him, 
"of  having  on  the  fifteenth  night  of  July,  vio- 
lently assailed,  in  concert  with  your  two  brothers, 
the  noble  and  lamented  lord  Count  Dogliano,  and 
of  having  struck  him  with  your  poniard,  with  de- 
sign to  cause  death  " 

"  Permit  me  first  to  deplore  the  fatality  that 
pursues  us;  hazard  forms  sometimes  very  mourn- 
ful combinations,  and  my  misfortune  is  great  in 
being  charged  with  the  death  of  a  lord  whom  I 
loved,  and  who  would  not  have  failed,  if  he  were 
alive,  to  become  my  patron  and  advocate  here, 
and  to  defend  me  with  his  power  and  influence. 
But  you  seek  the  truth  ;  the  truth  also  is  all  my 
hope  of  justification,  and  I  have  the  confidence, 
with  God's  assistance,  that  it  will  be  discovered 
so  completely  as  to  acquit  us." 

This  skillful  commencement  did  not  entirely 
allay  the  irritation  caused  by  the  disdainful  si- 
lence of  Joseph.  The  judges,  familiar  with  all 
the  subterfuges  of  criminals,  maintained  still  a 
spirit  of  distrust,  and  seemed  to  make  it  their  in- 


terest to  find  criminals  everywhere.  Instead  of 
letting  humanity  incline  them  towards  clemency, 
continual  dealing  with  crime  had  hardened  their 
souls,  and  led  them  always  to  suspect  evil. 

The  magistrate  who  presided  at  the  tribunal 
was  a  lean  and  nervous  man.  His  hasty  temper- 
ament had  not  been  able  to  bend  to  the  phlegm 
and  impossibility  which  a  judge  should  never  lay 
aside.  He  seemed  uneasy  in  his  impartiality,  and 
he  brought  to  the  debates  the  passionate  malevo- 
lence of  a  prosecuter. 

"  It  is  easy  for  my  brothers,  no  doubt,"  pursued 
Robert,  "  to  make  their  innocence  known.  It  will 
suflSce  for  me  to  prove  th.'\t  on  that  unhappy  even- 
ing, at  the  very  hour  when  the  crime  was  perpe- 
trated, I  was  in  my  chamber." 

"  Yes,  you  pretended  to  have  shut  yourself  up 
there." 

"  My  servants  will  bear  witness  that  I  was  re- 
ally reposing  there." 

"  Your  servants  only  bear  witness  that  you  ex- 
pressly forbade  their  entering." 

"  Because  I  wished  to  sleep." 

"  Or,  rather,  so  that  no  one  could  be  certain  of 
your  presence." 

"  I  acknowledge  that,  far  from  calling  witnesses 
when  I  am  overcome  with  drowsiness,  I  send  them 
off  as  far  as  I  can.     Did  any  one  see  me  go  out?" 

"  This  means  of  defense  is  illusory  ;  your  broth- 
ers were  not  seen  to  go  out  any  more  than  you, 
and  they  have  confessed  their  absence." 

"  If  they  were  absent,  I  was  not  aware  of  it,  it 
is  one  of  my  defects  to  sleep  with  my  eyes  shut. 
I  defy  any  one  to  say  that  he  saw  me  out  of  my 
bed." 

"  You  were  not  aware  of  it  I  Explain  to  us  the 
first  sentence  which  you  addressed  to  your 
lackey." 

"That  sentence  is  no  longer  exactly  present  to 
my  mind.  I  might  have  shown  some  surprise  at 
finding  myself  alone  in  the  banqueting  room." 

"You  asked  if  they  had  not  yet  returned :  it  is 
not  doubtful  then  that  you  knew  of  their  ab 
sence." 

"I  was  but  just  awake;  I  had  not  consulted 
the  hour-glass :  it  seemed  to  me  that  the  night 
was  far  advanced.  I  did  not  expect  to  have  been 
home  so  long  before  Joseph's  return." 

"  You  did  not  name  Joseph,  you  spoke  of  your 
brothers." 

"  If  I  said  my  brothers,  it  was  an  error  in  the 
number.  I  was  not  thinking  of  Angelo,  whom  I 
believed  to  be  in  his  own  apartment." 

"  And  why  had  not  Joseph  returned  ?" 
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"  I  have  no  right  to  question ;  I  suppose  he  was 
kept  by  business  duties." 

"  And  what  business  duties  called  Angelo  at 
the  same  time  into  the  street,  and  to  the  very  the- 
atre even  of  the  crime  ?" 

"  He  alone  can  give  a  reason  for  his  actions. 
At  his  age  nocturnal  wanderings  and  foolish  par- 
ties are  nothing  very  astonishing." 

*'  It  is  not  his  superiority  in  age  which  prevents 
you  from  questioning  him  ?" 

"  He  is  younger  than  I,  it  is  true,  but  I  know 
no  more  of  his  secrets  than  he  confides  to  me  of 
his  own  free  will." 

"  This,  at  least,  he  did  not  hide  from  you,  since 
he  told  all  the  circumstances  of  the  murder." 

"  That  would  show  that  I  was  not  already  ac- 
quainted with  them." 

"  You  did  not  know  the  circumstances  which 
occurred  after  your  separation,  and  that  is,  in 
fact,  what  he  told. — To  whom  does  this  purse 
belong?" 

"  I  see  it  now  for  the  first  time." 

"  Andy  this  poniard  ?" 

"  It  is  a  Venitian  poniard,  well-tempered." 

"  Do  you  see  this  also  for  the  first  time  ?" 

"  Assuredly  I  never  looked  at  it  so  attentively 

before." 

"Your  denials  are  superfluous:    Angelo  has 

confessed  that  they  are  his." 

"I  do  not  think  of  denying  any  thing.  If 
Angelo  says  they  are  his,  believe  him.  As  for 
me,  I  have  other  cares  than  to  take  an  inventory 
of  his  toys." 

"  You  have,  in  fact,  they  say,  an  accommodating 
system  of  morals :  you  take  little  account  of  the 
conduct  of  your  own  family,  and  you  achieved 
your  sister's  shame  adroitly  enough." 

"  I  wept  over  her  transgression,  and  I  would 
have  given  my  whole  fortune  to  repair  her  misery, 
but  it  was  irreparable." 

"  The  tribunal  will  appreciate.  In  spite  of  all 
your  assurances,  it  appears,  however,  that  you  were 
seen  during  the  perpetration  of  the  crime." 

"By  whom?" 
"  By  men  whose  testimony  is  above  suspicion." 

"  And  have  I  still  the  right  to  ask  that  they  be 

confronted  with  me  ?" 

"  In  the  first  place,  the  confidential  servant  of 
the  late  count." 

"  Matthew  ?  Did  Matthew  see  me — ^recognize 
me  among  them  ?" 

'^What  have  you  to  oppose  to  his  affirmations  ?" 

"That  Matthew  did  not  see  me.  That  his 
fears  blinded  him.  That  he  has  either  deceived 
or  been  deceived.    I  deny  his  testimony." 


"  That  is  an  easy  way  to  dispose  of  it.  Do  you 
deny  also  that  of  Lord  Dogliano,  whose  lips  closed 
in  accusing  you,  and  calling  down  upon  you  the 
the  severities  of  justice?" 

"  He  accuse  me, — he  !  No,  no  ;  he  loved  me,  he 
knew  me,  he  trusted  my  devotion  to  his  interest. 
If  he  murmured  our  name,  it  was  doubtless  in 
words  of  repentance.  I  to  have  assassinated  him, 
after  his  favors  and  protection  lavished  upon  me ! 
I  should  be  unworthy  to  breathe !  lie  did  not 
believe  me  so  ungrateful.  Oh,  no.  I  take  thee 
to  witness,  O  soul  of  my  friend,  if  thou  followett 
these  debates  and  if  thou  hearest  me,  I  call  thee 
to  witness  that  far  from  attempting  thy  life,  I 
would  have  defended  it  at  peril  of  my  own." 

"  Cease  to  insult  your  victim  by  an  hypocrisy 
which  deceives  no  one." 

"  You  are  a  magistrate,  my  lord,  I  must  respect 
your  character.  But  take  care :  do  not  repulse 
the  truth  when  it  is  offered  to  you.  I  swear  to  you 
that  I  am  innocent  of  the  blood  which  I  am  accu- 
sed of  having  shed.  And  now,  even  if  I  had  not 
loved  my  protector,  consider  that  personal  inter- 
est rendered  his  life  precious  and  necessary  to  me ; 
his  death  is  to  me  a  calamity ;  it  destroys  all  the 
projects  and  all  the  hopes  I  had  founded  on  his 
favor." 

"  The  religion  of  the  court  is  sufficiently  en- 
lightened.   You  may  retire." 

[to  be   CONTlNtrED.] 


MAET  BY  THE  OEOSS. 

Jews  were  wrought  to  cruel  madness ; 
Christians  fled  in  fear  and  sadness ; 
Mary  stood  the  cross  beside. 

At  its  foot  her  foot  she  planted. 
By  the  dreadful  scene  undaunted, 
Till  the  gentle  Sufierer  died. 

Poets  oft  have  sung  her  story, 
Painters  decked  her  brow  with  glory, 
Priests  her  name  have  deified. 

But  no  worship,  song,  or  glory 
Touches  like  that  simple  story, — 
Mary  stood  the  cross  beside. 

And  when  under  fierce  oppression. 

Goodness  suffers  like  transgression, 

Christ  again  is  crucified  : 

But  if  love  be  there,  true  hearted, 
By  no  grief  or  terror  parted, 

Mary  stands  the  cross  beside. 
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THE  PEEVALENOE  OF  OEIME. 

[From  the  Catholic  Standard.] 
Our  daily  papers  for  some  time  past  have  re- 
corded a  constant,  uninterrupted  succession  of 
the  most  horrible  crimes.  We  read  of  nothing, 
nowadays,  but  of  murders,  most  of  them  under 
aggravating  circumstances.  Last  week  the  sanc- 
tuary of  justice  itself  was  violated,  a  man  having 
been  murdered  in  open  court.  In  one  issue  of  an 
evening  contemporary,  all  the  reading  matter  on 
the  first  page  was  made  up  of  accounts  of  trage- 
dies ending  in  blood.  It  would  appear  as  if  a 
mania  for  murder  was  taking  possession  of  men's 
minds,  and  leading  them  to  the  commission  of  the 
most  horrible  crimes. 

It  is  natural  that  attentive  observers  should  ask 
themselves,  what  is  the  cause  of  this  terrible  con- 
dition of  affairs  ?  To  this  all-important  question 
different  answers  are  given,  according  to  the  dif- 
ferent ideas  prevalent  on  many  other  subjects. 
No  doubt,  the  late  war  has  ^accustomed  many  to 
blood,  and  destroyed  that  respect  for  human  life, 
which  ought  to  be  nurtured  in  civilized  society. 
An  anny  is  not  a  very  good  school  of  morals  ;  nor 
are  soldiers  ever  remarkable  for  a  tender  regard 
for  the  lives  of  others.  Least  of  all,  does  a  civil 
war  contribute  to  the  cultivation  of  those  moral 
qualities,  on  the  development  of  which  depends 
in  a  great  measure  the  safety  of  society. 

But,  while  giving  due  weight  to  these  consid- 
erations, we  cannot  look  on  the  late  war  as  the 
chief  cause  of  the  lawlessness  now  unhappily 
prevalent.  The  root  of  the  evil  lies  lower  and 
deeper.  "We  know  we  are  about  to  say  what  will 
appear  arrant  nonsense' to  those  who  share  the 
ideas  that  now  reign  supreme ;  but  we  must  give 
utterance  to  our  honest  convictions.  We  consider 
the  real  cause  of  the  evil  to  which  we  allude,  to 
be  the  system  of  education  which  has  prevailed  in 
this  country  for  the  last  quarter  of  a  century. 
That  education  practically  ignores  religion,  and, 
consequently,  brings  up  the  young  without  the 
influence  of  those  moral  restraints,  that  alone  can 
effectually  curb  their  passions  in  after  life.  We 
know  that  it  will  be  said  that  religion  is  taught 
and  morality  inculcated  in  the  public  schools. 
Yes,  if  you  mean  by  religion  some  few  barren  and 
unconnected  doctrinal  tenets,  and  by  morality,  a 
few  lessons  on  proper  behavior  and  deportment. 
In  this,  but  in  no  other  sense,  can  the  proposition 
be  accepted  as  true.  Religion  and  morality  must 
be  made  practical  to  influence  the  mind  and  guide 
the  heart.     To  be  effectual  they  should  form  or 


direct  every  important  thought  and  action.  Does 
public  school  education  lead  to  this  or  to  any  thing 
lil^t  ?    Far  from  it. 

T^ke  any  school-book,  or,  to  extend  the  inquiry, 
take  the  majority  of  the  so-called  religious  or 
moral  works  offered  to  our  young  people,  and 
where  do  you  find  any  distinctively  Christian 
teaching  ?  For  our  part,  though  our  examination 
has  been  somewhat  extensive,  we  have  met  with 
nothing  but  naturalism,  a  little  better  than  Pagan- 
ism. Proper  deportment,  good  behavior,  obedi- 
ence to  law,  are  inculcated,  but  always  on  human 
grounds,  and  for  motives  on  this  side  of  the  grave. 
How  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  More  than  a  moiety 
of  non-Catholic  Americans  do  not  believe  in  hell ; 
so  that  they  can  say  little  about  God's  terrible 
wrath,  which  is  provoked  by  sin.  The  "  everlast- 
ing fire,"  to  which  Christ  said  he  would  condemn 
the  wicked,  is  looked  on  as  a  superstitious  fiction, 
a  priestly  bugaboo,  by  most  of  those  who  inspire 
the  teaching  of  our  public  schools.  How,  then, 
can  we  expect  their  education  to  restrain  hunakn 
passions  V  In  point  of  fact,  it  does  not.  Every 
day  adds  new  proofs  of  the  utter  rottenness  of  our 
moral  system. 

The  Pagan  naturalism  to  which  our  youth  is 
being  educated  developes  a  false  sickly  sentiment- 
alism  that  tends  to  make  a  hero  out  of  every  scoun- 
drel from  a  sneak  thief  to  a  murderer.  Our  juries 
sympathize  with  the  culprit,  and  generally  absolve 
him.  After  this  a  halo  of  notoriety  surrounds  his 
name,  and  he  finds  out  that  the  way  of  the  trans- 
gressor with  the  discriminating  American  public 
is  by  no  means  hard.  He  does  not  fear  retribution 
in  the  next  world,  if  he  even  believe  in  that  future 
state  at  all,  and  he  has  little  cause  to  apprehend 
any  trouble  in  this,  so  that  he  has  nothing  to  pre- 
vent him  from  following  his  own  bent.  On  the 
other  hand,  this  training  tends  to  make  him  emi- 
nently selfish.  All  the  energy  of  his  character  is 
directed  towards  the  bettering  of  his  condition  ; 
self-concentration,  self-reliance,  selfseeking  are 
inculcated  as  solemn  duties.  No  other  model  is 
proposed  to  him  than  that  of  a  shrewd,  deter- 
mined man  or  woman  of  the  world,  working  for 
and  obtaining  human  rewards.  He  thus  practi- 
cally makes  himself  his  own  god.  What  wonder, 
then,  that  when  his  passions  are  excited,  he  does 
not  hesitate  a  moment  to  take  the  life  of  a  fellow 
being  ? 

Educators  of  youth  should  remember  that  the 
fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  begining  of  wisdom.  Re- 
ligion alone  can  save  our  society  from  being 
ly  destroyed  by  violence  and  vice.     Butj 
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is  there  that  a  system  of  education  devised  by  infi- 
dels to  spread  infidelity,  can  ever  be  made  the 
means  of  teaching  the  religion  which  it  is  in- 
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tended  to  overthrow  ? 


STABAT  MATEE. 

BY  MBS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

[There  etood  by  the  cross  of  Jcsns,  Mary  Ilis  Mother.] 

By  the  cross  with  sorrow  bending 
On  her  thorn-crowned  Son  attending, 

Stood  His  Mother  crowned  with  woe : 
All  her  soul  with  anguish  groaning, 
With  no  balm  to  soothe  its  moaning, 

While  grief's  sword  was  cleaving  through. 

Oh  bow  deep  was  her  aflHiction, 
Master  of  man's  direliction. 

Mother  of  God's  begotten-One, 
Thus  to  see  His  form  extended. 
And  each  bleeding  wound  distended, 

Her's  each  pang  that  smote  her  Son. 

Oh,  what  man  such  grief  discerning 
Could  unmoved  behold  the  yearning 

Of  this  tender  Mother's  woe  ! 
See  her  bitter  tears  fast  blending 
With  her  dear  Son's  blood  descending 

From  His  hands.  His  feet  and  brow  I 

'Twas  for  us  He  drank  the  chalice 
Mixed  by  us,  of  wrath  and  malice, 

Bore  the  scourge's  knotted  cords ; 
For  us  that  s?ie  held  her  station 
Where  her  Son  in  desolation 

Dying,  breathed  His  solemn  words. 

Fount  of  Love !  oh  let  me  borrow 
From  thy  soul,  a  share  of  sorrow. 

Let  me  learn  to  grieve  with  thee, 
That  my  heart  with  fervor  glowing, 
May  with  love  for  Christ  o'erflowing, 

In  His  favor  seek  to  be. 

Mother  stamp  with  sure  impression 
On  my  heart  thy  Son's  deep  passion, 

Every  stigma  that  He  bore : 
'Twas  for  me  the  rough  nails  pierced  Him, 
For  my  guilt  the  spear  transfixed  Him, 

For  my  sins  the  thorns  He  wore. 

Let  me  then  who  caused  thy  dolor 
Bear  with  thee  thy  bitter  sorrow 
. ,     So  the  burden  to  divide. 
That  Ihrough  all  life's  exile  dreary, 


I,  my  rest,  shall  find  when  weary, 
With  thee,  and  the  Crucified. 
Virgin  others  all  excelling  ! 
Turn  not  on  me  glance  repelling. 

For  the  bitter  woe  I  wrought  ; 
Since  He  died  for  sin's  transgression. 
Make  me  share  in  His  dread  Passion, 
Love  the  wounds  my  ransom  bought. 

Make  me  with  His  wounds  be  wounded. 
Of  His  Cross  with  Love  unbounded 

Let  me  seek  the  rugged  way  ; 
Then,  sweet  Mother,  still  defend  me 
Lest  my  sins  from  Ilim  should  rend  me 

On  the  dreadful  judgment  day. 

When  death's  shadows  round  me  lower. 
Grant  me,  Jesu  !  in  that  hour. 

Through  Thy  Mother's  pleading  prayer, 
Palms  of  victory  never  dying, 
Rest  with  Thee  where  tears  and  sighing 

Never  chill  the  blissful  air. 


We  have  interrupted  the  series  of  articles  on 
the  "Anthems,  Prayers,  and  Hymns  of  the  Church 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin,"  by  the  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop of  Baltimore.  The  Regina  Cceli  l^tare, 
the  subject  of  Article  X,  which  naturally  follows 
the  Ave  Regina  Ccelorum,  is  too  joyful  for  the 
time  of  Holy  Week,  and  will  come  very  appro- 
priately in  the  Easter  number  of  the  Ave  Maria. 
«•» 

Several  poetical  pieces  have  been  crowded 
out  this  week,  among  which  is  "  The  Agony  in 
the  Garden,"  by  Maj.  H.  F.  Brownson,  U.  S.  A., 
which  we  did  not  acknowledge  as  "received," 
as  we  thought  its  appearance  in  this  number 
would  be  sufiicient  intimation  that  his  Poem  had 
reached  us.  'We  hope  that  he  will  continue  to 
follow  the  inspiration  of  holy  meditation,  and  to 
enkindle  the  fire  of  heavenly  charity  in  the  hearts 
of  our  readers. 


Correction. — In  some  of  the  copies  of  this 
number  the  beautiful  poem  of  Father  Southwell 
is  credited  as  if  written  for  the  Ave  Maria.  We 
certainly  hope  that  Father  Southwell,  in  his 
abode  with  Mary,  takes  an  interest  in  our  Journal, 
but  cannot  go  the  length  of  our  Proof-reader,  who 
allows  him  to  be  presented  to  our  readers  as  still 
battling  in  life — viz  :  writing  poetry  for  the  Ave 
Maria,  when  we  have  every  reason  to  hope  that 
the  good  Father  is  where  all  his  poetical  expres- 
sions will  pass  without  criticism. 
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VOW  or  TWO  LITTLE  SAVOYAEDS. 

At  the  end  of  the  month  of  November,  1848, 
Jeaa  and  Marin,  two  little  Savoyard  twin  brothers 
scarcely  twelve  years -old,  after  having  been  bless- 
ed by  their  mother,  and  having  received  from 
her  hands  a  medal  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which 
they  wore  round  their  necks,  left  their  mountains, 
already  covered  with  snow,  to  go  to  the  rich  plains 
of  France.  Journeying  along,  by  steep  and  per- 
ilous paths,  the  poor  children  said  to  each  other, 
as  if  to  console  and  re-assure  each  other :  "  We 
are  very  young  to  go  so  far  alone,  and  without 
money  ;  but  we  shall  keep  together,  and  pray  to 
God  and  His  Blessed  Mother;  God  will  watch  over 
us  and  Mary  will  guide  our  steps ;  she  will  provide 
for  all  our  wants,  and  preserve  us  from  evil ;  she 
ii  so  good,  so  powerful !  And  why  should  we  not 
do  something  to  assist  our  poor  mother,  who,  ever 
since  she  has  been  a  widow,  has  had  no  bread  to 
give  our  sister  and  two  little  brothers  ?  Ah !  how 
they  cried  when  we  bade  them  farewell !" 

Thus  it  was  that  these  charming  children  strove 
to  encourage  each  other  against  the  terror  they 
began  to  feel,  amid  the  immense  forests  and  deed 
precipices  by  which  they  were  surrounded,  when 
they  perceived  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  the 
Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  Help,  which  their  mother 
had  recommended  to  them  to  visit.  Full  of  joy 
and  confidence,  they  ran  thither,  and  both  kneel- 
ing on  the  same  stone,  animated  by  the  same  sen- 
timent of  love,  of  lively  faith  and  pious  confidence, 
they  repeat  together  this  simple  and  touching 
prayer  to  her  who  has  never  been  inv(jked  in 
vain ; — "  Good  Virgin,  take  under  thy  care  two 
Savoyards,  who  are  going  to  France,  all  alone 
without  any  support,  seeking  bread  for  their  poor 
mother.  We  promise  thee,  good  Mary,  if  we  get 
there  without  any  accident,  to  have  a  Mass  said 
in  thy  honor,  out  of  the  first  money  we  earn,  for 
the  relief  of  the  suflfering  souls  and  purgatory." 
And  the  poor  children,  re-assured  by  the  vow  they 
had  just  made  to  Mary,  resume  their  way  with 
new  courage,  and  with  the  help  of  her  who  is 
called  the  traveler's  guide,  arrive  in  safety  at  the 
end  of  their  journey.  No  sooner  had  they  arrived 
in  France,  than  they  went  to  work,  and  as  soon 
as  they  had  earned  twenty  sous,  they  hastened  to 
offer  them  to  the  first  priest  they  met,  requesting 
him  to  say  for  them,  the  Mass  they  had  promised 
Mary,  for  having  so  wonderfully  conducted  them. 


Now  Jean  and  Marin,  by  means  of  the  gifts  be- 
stowed on  them,  have  become  little  merchants. 
Perhaps  they  are  in  the  way  of  making  their  for- 
tune, and  that  fortune  will  be  founded  on  twenty 
sous,  consecrated  to  God  and  blessed  by  the  Holy 
Yirgin.— The  Catholic. 


"THEOLA;  A  TALE  OF  EAELY  TIMES." 

BY  MARLVPniLOS. 

The  person  addressed  hung  his  head  and 
blushed ;  his  companion  grew  silent  and  avoided 
him.     They  knew  the  doom  of  Publius  was  sealed. 

The  writing  materials  were  brought  in,  and, 
as  the  Emperor  wrote,  all  were  silent.  After  a  few 
moments  he  handed  the  roll  to  Raucus : 

"  Here,  sir,  take  this  document  to  the  Prefect  of 
Lyona  You  will  be  employed  by  him,  and, 
moreover^  a  tenth  of  all  the  property  confiscated 
through  your  instrumrntality,  will  be  yours. 
Away,  now,  and  let  me  soon  hear  good  news  from 
our  city  of  Lyons." 

Raucus  shufiied  out  of  the  hall  in  deepest  vexa- 
tion and  disappointment.  Meanwhile  the  Em- 
peror, whom  business  had  sobered,  exclaimed  : 

"Come,  come,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  ye 
grave  and  reverend  senators,  pass  around  the 
wine,  for  what  says  the  poet :  "  Enjoy  life  today 
for  to-morrow  ye  die  !" 

Inspired  by  this  truly  pagan  quotation,  the 
guests  resumed  their  sensual  occupation.  The 
Emperor  was  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  and  every  face 
was  fashioned  to  the  model  of  the  imperial  di- 
vinity. One  ventured  to  ask  the  purport  of  the 
message  he  had  sent  to  Lyons. 

"What  was  it?"  laughed  Severus.  "Why  a 
prescription  for  an  old  complaint, — a  receipt  for 
smoking  out  rats.  It  was  an  epistle  to  those  kind 
and  faithful  Christians,  whose  hypocritical  out- 
cries find  so  much  sympathy  with  some  of  our 
subjects.     What  sayest  thou,  Publius  ?" 

The  person  addressed  for  the  second  time  in  so 
peculiar  a  manner,  was  a  venerable  old  man  of  a 
mild  and  engaging  appearance.  He  seemed  in  no 
way  disconcerted,  but  said  calmly : 

"  Your  majesty's  words  seem  to  indicate  more 
than  appears  in  the  surface.  I  am  sure  your  maj- 
esty is  too  wise  to  need  any  aid  from  me  in  eluci- 
dating knotty  subjects  of  state  polity.  I  am 
neither  a  Christian  nor  a  friend  of  Christianity, 
but—" 

"  But  what,  sire,"  interrupted  the  Emperor. 

Simply  this,  sire,  that  I  cannot  approve  of  the 
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severities  I  see  practiced  every  day  upon  people 
against  whom  not  a  tittle  of  evidence  can  be 
shown  to  prove  their  complicity  with  designs 
with  which  they  are  charged.  Justice  compels 
me  to  bear  witness,  how  those  very  Christiana 
were  the  bravest  and  truest  soldiers  I  ever  led  to 
victory.  When  in  danger  they  have  covered  me 
with  their  bodies  and  died  to  save  my  life.  I 
cannot  forget  such  things,  sirer' 

"  Enough  —  enough !  Candidas  !  the  guards," 
roared  Severus. 

The  guards  entered. 

"  Take  away  that  traitor  to  the  Mamertine ; 
let  him  share  the  lot  of  the  Christians  he  loves  bo 
well !"  ' 

Without  a  word,  the  old  officer  passed  quietly 
from  the  banquet  of  the  Emperor  to  a  prison  cell. 

Raucus  soon  found  himself  outside  of  the  palace 
gates.  His  reflections  were  none  of  the  most 
pleasing. 

"  A  tenth  part,  forsooth !  And  who  will  get 
the  rest?"  Himself ,  of  course.  There's  justice 
for  you  !  He,  swilling  himself  from  morning  till 
night,  the  hog,  with  the  choicest  Falerian  and  vi- 
ands fit  for  the  gods,  while  I  am  laboring  like  a 
slave ;  and  the  lion's  share  must  go  to  lum  !  Well, 
master  Raucus,  you  will  be  a  greater  fool  than 
yonder  crowned  buffoon,  if  you  suffer  such  an  im- 
position. But  he  must  have  his  nine-tenths ; 
why,  of  course,  he  will.  However,  you,  Raucus, 
shall  take  the  inventories,  and,  by  Jove,  you  will 
deserve  to  be  fleeced  if  you  do  not  arrange  mat- 
ters in  a  satisfactory  style.  But  let  us  see  what 
the  divine  wine-bibber  says." 

The  emissary  approached  a  lamp,  and,  unroll- 
ing the  parchment,  read : 

SEPTIMIUS  SEVKRUS,  IMT.,  PONT.  MAX. 

Whereas,  it  has  come  to  our  knowledge,  by 
means  of  our  faithful  and  trustworthy  subject, 
Raucus,  that  there  are  divers  evil-disposed  per- 
sons of  the  sect,  called  Christians,  in  our  city  of 
Lyons,  who,  not  having  the  fear  of  the  god's  nor 
our  majesty,  before  their  eyes,  have  entered  into 
most  traitorous  combinations,  having  for  their 
object  the  destruction  of  our  temples,  and  religion, 
— the  ruin  of  this  imperial  throne,  and  ourself 
its  occupant,  and  the  overthrow  of  the  state  in 
general. 

Therefore,  we  instruct  and  command  you,  Ca- 
tullus, our  Prefect  of  our  said  city  of  Lyons,  to 
use  your  utmost  diligence  in  discovering  the 
haunts  and  meeting-places  of  those  wretches,  and, 
when  apprehended,  to  punish  them  witn  torture 
and  death.    But  if,  abandoning  their  wicked  de- 


signs and  doctrines,  they  sacrifice  to  the  gods, 
then  we  grant  them,  in  our  clemency,  full  pardon. 

Moreover,  we  appoint  the  bearer  of  this  edict, 
our  well-beloved  Raucus,  our  agent  for  the  prose- 
cution and  punishment  of  the  accused,  subject, 
however,  to  your  orders.  And  it  is  our  will  that 
he,  Raucus,  receive  one-tenth  of  the  proceeds  of 
each  confiscation ;  two-tenths  to  yourself,  and  the 
rest  to  ourselves." 

"A  tenth,  indeed!  Himself!  we'll  see,"  mut- 
tered the  emissary  as  he  put  the  document  into 
his  pocket.  Then,  as  he  turned  down  the  narrow 
street,  his  breath  came  short  and  his  eyes  gleamed 
with  demoniac  glee. — 

"  Ha,  ha,"  chuckled  he,  "  there  is  one  thing  he 
cannot  take  from  me :  He,  he,  no  division  there  ; 
no  one  shall  divide  with  me ;  all  shall  be  my 
own. — Revenge ;  and  oh,  it  will  be  sweet,  sweet, 
sweet !" 

And  as  he  disappeared  into  the  gloom  beyond, 
there  came  forth  a  deep  voice :  "  Vengeance  is 
mine ;  I  will  repay."  The  same  figure  we  have 
noticed  before,  appeared  from  behind  an  abut- 
ment, and  hastily  followed  the  evil  emissary. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

About  three  weeks  had  elapsed  after  the  events 
recorded  in  the  last  chapter.  The  scene  opens 
again  in  the  mansion  of  Lady  Thecla.  Our  little 
Angelicus  was  not  present ;  he  was  long  past  his 
hour  of  "  second  sleep,"  as  the  saying  is,  for  it 
was  past  midnight,  and  not  a  breath  broke  the 
stillness.  Standing  at  a  window,  as  if  watching 
for  some  person,  was  a  muflied  figure,  evidently 
prepared  for  a  journey.  A  small  lamp  burned 
dimly  upon  a  marble  table,  casting  a  sombre  light 
around  the  room.  The  person  at  the  window 
turned  quickly  as  the  sounds  of  approaching 
steps  were  heard,  and  revealed  the  features  of  the 
Lady  herself.  She  was  pale  and  seemingly  agi- 
tated. 

"  Oh,  Manlius,"  she  exclaimed,  as  her  husband 
hastily  entered  the  room,  "  I  have  been  very  anx- 
ious on  your  account.     What  kept  you  so  late  ?" 

"  Read  that,  Thecla, — I  think  you  will  find  rea- 
son for  my  absence  in  that." 

The  soldier  threw  himself  wearily  and  sorrow- 
fully upon  the  lounge. 

Lady  Thecla  read  the  document ;  she  did  not 
tremble,  but,  faintly  growing  upon  her  beautiful 
face,  was  a  look  of  triumphant  joy.  It  was  the 
edict ! 

"  Well,  dear  Manlius,"  she  said  at  length,  "  we 
must  prepare  ourselves  for  the  worse.  I  am  sure 
you  are  not  afraid,  and,  as  for  me,  I  trust  in  the 
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grace  of  my  dearest  Jesus  and  His  sweet  Mother's 
aid." 

"  "Well  said,  my  brave  woman,"  exclaimed  her 
husband.  'But  tell  me,  what  will  become  of 
Angelicus  if  any  thing  should  happen  us  ?' " 

The  father  spoke  gravely,  while  a  pang  thrilled 
through  the  Lady  Thecla's  heart. 

"  I  have  thought  of  that,  Manlius,  and  I  will 
not  conceal  from  you  the  anxiety  it  costs  me. 
Suppose,  in  case  of  danger,  we  should  send  him 
to  your  aunt's  family." 

"What!  to  my  aunt's!  Now,  Thecla,  I  did 
not  expect  that  from  you.  Let  me  tell  you  some- 
thing :  A  few  days  ago  I  met  Flavins  Milo  near 
the  Via  Longa,  and  do  you  guess  the  greeting  he 
had  for  me  ?  Listen :  '  Well,  Manlius,  I  saw 
your  two  nieces  yesterday.  I  assure  you  they 
looked  divine — perfect  Venuses,  in  fact.' " 

"  Where  did  you  see  them.  Flavins  ?"  asked  L 
"  In  the  circiis"  he  answered. 
Lady  Thecla  crossed  herself,  and  looked  the 
picture  of  indignation  and  astonishment. 

"  Christians  in  the  circus !  Manlius,  mark  my 
words :  your  pretended  friend  deceived  you !  You 
will  discover  the  truth  soon,  I  am  certain." 

•'  Indeed  I  trust  it  may  be  as  you  say,  Thecla, 
for  it  would  grieve  me  to  believe  such  a  thing. 
But,  Thecla,  why  are  you  dressed  as  if  prepa;red 
for  a  walk  ?"  asked  he. 

"  Why  you  know,  Manlins,  I  told  you  that  we 
shall  have  the  happiness  of  hearing  Mass  at  two 
o'clock  this  morning." 

"  True  enough,  Thecla,  but  this  miserable  edict 
has  driven  every  thing  else  out  of  my  head.  God 
grant  we  may  have  no  cause  to  mourn  before 
morning.  I  have  felt  a  strange  presentiment  of 
danger  all  day." 

"  Well,  now,  Manlius,  if  it  was  a  pagan  that 
was  speaking  I  would  not  be  astonished.  God 
rules  all,  Manlius, — that  is  sufficient  for  us." 

And  yet  she  had  felt  the  same  undefined  sense 
of  coming  danger  all  that  day. 

A  few  moments  afterward,  and  the  two  were 
stealing  along  the  shaded  parts  of  the  streets  to 
the  place  where  the  divine  mysteries  were  to  be 
celebrated.  They  walked  out  into  the  suburbs  of 
the  city  and  suddenly  turned  into  a  narrow,  ob- 
scure alley.  After  proceeding  as  far  as  the  mid- 
dle of  it,  they  entered  a  passage  and  knocked 
three  times  at  an  old  trap  door.  Waiting  a  few 
moments  in  deep  suspense,  they  heard  the  sounds 
of  some  person  approaching. 

"  Corpui,^'  whispered  some  one  below. 

"  Christi"  answered  they.    The  door  fell  down 


in  two  folds,  and  ilanlius  and  Thecla  descended 
half  a  dozen  steps  and  found  themselves  in  utter 
darkness.  The  person  who  had  admitted  them 
arranged  the  door  again,  and,  passing  them, 
whispered : 

"  Follow  me !" 

They  were  soon  in  the  midst  of  the  faithful. 
Nobles  and  slaves  ;  freemen  and  bondsmen,  were 
there,  kneeling  in  equality  before  the  humble 
little  altar.  The  Holy  Mass  had  not  begun,  but 
two  handsome  youths  were  lighting  the  tapers, 
and  arranging  the  vestments.  Not  a  sound  was 
heard,  for  a  cough  even  might  betray  them. 

As  the  Lady  Thecla  entered,  her  eye  caught 
sight  of  a  figure  that  made  her  start  in  spite  of 
herself.  It  was  a  man,  but  so  muffled  up  and 
disguised  as  to  make  recognition  impossible.  A 
thought  struck  her — "  that's  Raucus !"  but  she  re- 
jected it  as  a  temptation  that  had  come  to  disturb 
her  mind.  Besides  the  very  idea  was  so  absurd 
as  needed  but  a  moments  reflection  to  show  how 
unfounded  it  was.  And  yet — and  yet!  —  She 
caught  herself  looking  stealthily  at  the  prostrate 
figure  more  than  once. 

The  Holy  Sacrifice  went  on  ;  it  was  the  holy 
Irenajus  who  was  saying  it.  Thecla  was  soon  ab- 
sorbed in  her  devotions  and  forgot,  for  the  time, 
her  suspicions.  The  awful  moment  of  the  eleva- 
tion came  ;  all  were  prostrate  adoring  their  God 
and  King.  As  Thecla  bent  to  worship  the  Sacred 
Host,  she  felt, — or  fancied  she  felt, — something 
brush  silently  past  her ;  but  it  was  no  time  to 
inquire.  After  the  Consecration,  she  looked 
again  towards  the  corner  where  the  person  knelt 
who  had  excited  her  suspicions. 

Me  was  gone  / 

She  Immediately  whispered  to  Manlius  her 
terrible  suspicion.  He  arose,  and  beckoning  to 
one  of  the  servants,  told  him  to  inform  the  holy 
bishop.  The  latter  merely  nodded  his  head,  and 
went  on,  more  rapidly,  with  the  Sacrifice.  He 
soon  ended,  and,  then,  partially  disrobing,  turned 
to  the  little  flock.  As  the  light  fell  down  from 
the  tapers  upon  his  face,  the  faithful  imagined 
that  an  angel  stood  there,  so  unearthly,  so  beauti- 
ful and  majestic  was  its  expression. 

"  Dear  children  in  Jesus  Christ,"  he  said,  in  a 
sweet,  low  voice,  "  the  hour  is  approaching  when 
I  shall  be  called  upon  to  give  testimony  to  the 
truth.  I  hope  to  bear  the  trial,  as  becometh  the 
shepherd,  who  should  ever  lead  the  way  to  the 
consummation  of  the  faith.  There  are  many 
things  I  would  wish  to  say,  but  my  time,  I  may 
say  with  my  Divine  Master,  is  short." 
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A  sob  here  and  there  began  to  tell  how  much 
his  hearers  were  affected. 

"  Do  not  grieve,  dear  children.  Tears  should 
be  for  our  birth  into  this  world  of  sin  and  trial 
and  possibility  of  our  eternal  separation  from 
God.  Many  years  have  passed  since  I,  however 
unworthy,  was  placed  over  you ;  I  know  I  have 
committed  many  faults" — 

"  No,  no,  dearest  Father  in  Christ,"  interrupted 
his  flock. 

"  many  faults,"  continued  Irenaeus,  seem- 
ing not  to  notice  i  heir  aflfectionate  protest ;  "  but, 
dear  children,  I  have  always  loved  ye  with  a  love 
that  time  shall  not  end.  And  now,  before  my 
hour  comes,  there  are  some  things  I  wish  to  say 
to  you.  You  know  well  that  the  enemy  has  ex- 
cited the  rage  of  those  who  hate  Christ's  King- 
dom, and  that  the  persecution  is  about  to  burst 
upon  us.  The  strong  and  weak  shall  testify  to 
the  truth,  and  little  children  shall  follow  Jesus 
through  torments,  prisons  and  death. 

"  Be  not  afraid,  dear  children.  He,  who  is  our 
Hope,  hath  conquered  the  world.  And  He  will 
give  to  each  one  of  us  strength  to  brave  all  that 
the  enmity  of  the  evil  one  is  preparing  for  us. 

"  The  holy  Polycarp  hath  often  related  to  me 
how  Blessed  John  was  wont  to  tell  him  the  many 
sweet  things  our  Blessed  Lady  would  say  to  him. 
But  what  she  most  insisted  upon,  was  confidence 
in  her  Divine  Je&us. 

" '  Yes ;  but,  dear  mother,'  would  John  say,  '  will 
it  not  be  hard  for  the  weak  and  helpless  of  the 
flock  to  have  confidence,  when  He  so  hides  His 
face,  that  the  enemy  shall  seem  to  have  the  ut- 
most control  over  them  ?' 

"  *  Dear  child  John,'  would  our  Mother  say,  with 
that  smile  which  He,  who  had  described  all  that 
shall  ever  come  on  earth  and  in  heaven,  could  never 
describe :  '  Thou  wouldst  not  speak  so,  hadst  thou 
been  with  my  Jesus  as  I  was' — 

" '  Pardon,  dear  Mother !'  John  would  cry,  fall- 
ing on  his  knees  before  her." 

The  holy  Irenseus  wept,  and  then  continued  : 
"  *  Arise,  my  dear  child,'  Mary  would  say,  '  thou 
art  my  earthly  protection — my  good,  adopted 
8on ;  and  I  wish  to  instruct  thee,  fur  it  belongs  to 
thee  to  raise  thy  voice  in  the  Church  of  my  Son, 
and  teach  the  faithful  unbounded  confidence  in 
My  blessed  One.  Tell  me,  John,  when  I  did  look 
upon  thy  motionless  figure  after  the  adorable  con- 
secration at  the  Holy  Mystery  this  morning,  hadst 
thou  not  the  most  unlimited  confidence  in  My 
Jesus?  And  what  gave  thee  that  confidence? 
His  love.      Then,  dear  son,  when  persecutions 


shall  arise,  shall  not  that  same  love  strengthen 
and  console  others  in  the  conflict .'  The  more 
weak,  the  more  helpless  the  soul,  the  more  conso- 
lation shall  my  Divine  one  give,  that  the  victory 
which  He  hath  won,  may  belong  to  the  little 
children  of  His  heart.' 

"  Oh,  dear  children,"  continued  Irenseus,  "  ihes6 
were  our  Mother's  words.  And  shall  we  fear  or 
grow  faint-hearted  ?  They  may  destroy  the  body ; 
our  souls  belong  to  Jesus.  Pray,  then,  for  strength, 
and  when  all  earthly  succor  hath  left  you,  think 
of  Mary's  words.     Pray " 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  many  feet  were 
heard  rushing  along  the  narrow  passage  that  led 
to  the  little  chapel ;  and  with  the  sound^came  the 
clashing  of  arms. 

"  Put  out  the  lights,"  said  the  holy  bishop.  Be- 
fore the  lights  were  extinguished  a  door  was 
opened,  through  which  the  terrified  flock  hur- 
ried, trembling  and  silent. 

[to  be  continued 


HE  HAS  NO  MOTHEB. 

Sitting  one  day  in  the  schoolroom,  I  overheard 
a  conversation  between  a  sister  and  a  brother. 

The  little  boy  complained  of  insults  or  wrongs 
received  from  another  little  boy. 

His  face  was  flushed  with  anger. 

The  sister  listened  awhile,  and  then  turning 
away,  she  answered : 

"  I  dont  want  to  hear  another  word :  Willie 
has  no  mother." 

The  brother's  lips  were  silent ;  the  rebuke  came 
home  to  him,  and  stealing  away  he  muttered  : 

"  I  never  thought  of  that." 

He  thought  of  his  own  mother,  and  the  loneli- 
liness  of  Willie  compared  with  his  own  happy  lot. 

"  He  has  no  mother." 

Do  we  think  of  it,  when  want  comes  to  the  or- 
phan, and  rude  words  assail  him  ?  Has  the  little 
wanderer  a  mother  to  listen  to  his  sorrows  ? 

Speak  gently  to  him  then. —  T?i6  Catholie. 


The  famous  iron  crown  has  recently  been  re- 
placed in  the  Treasury  of  the  Cathedral  at  Monza. 
It  was  first  worn  by  Berenger,  at  Milan,  in  888  ; 
then  it  passed  toRodolph  of  Burgundy,  921 ;  thence 
to  Otto  HI.,  996;  Henry  HI.,  1046;  Henry  IV.,  1081 ; 
Conrad  III.,  1138;  Frederick  III.,  1452;  Maximi- 
lian, 1496;  Charles  V.,  1530;  Napoleon,  1804; 
Ferdinand  I.,  1838.  It  is  called  the  iron  crown, 
although  made  of  gold,  because  it  contains  a  part 
of  one  of  the  irou  nails  from  the  cross. 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BT  THE  MOST  BEV.   ARCHBISHOP   SPALDING. 

X. — The  Regina  Cceli  l^tare. 

But  what  is  that  magnificent  melody,  which  fills 
the  grand  Cathedral,  and  floats  so  sweetly  along 
its  lofty  groined  ceiling,  making  every  fretted 
arch  and  stately  pillar  vocal  with  its  strains! 
Its  notes  are  lively,  joyous,  jubilant;  they  lift  us 
from  this  dull  earth,  and  almost  make  us  imagine 
that  we  are  already  mingling  with  the  heavenly 
choirs,  and  listening  to  their  songs  of  triumph 
and  glory! — It  is  Lambillotte's  Rkgina  Cieli 
l^tare  !  Allelujah  ! 

It  is  now  Easter  Sunday  evening ;  the  sorrows 
of  the  Cross  are  passed,  and  are  now  almost  for- 
gotten in  the  joyous  Allelujah  which  greets  the 
glorious  resurrection.  The  plaintive  wail  of  the 
Stabat  Mater  has  died  away,  and  given  place  to 
the  triumphant  burst  of  the  Regina  Ccell  As 
at  the  cross,  so  at  the  glorious  sepulcher  on  the 
bright  Easter  morn,  Mary  stood,  sharing  to  the 
full  in  the  joys  and  triumphs,  as  she  had  shared 
with  her  whole  Mother's  heart,  in  the  sorrows  and 
death  of  her  beloved  Son,  from  whom  she  is  in- 
separable in  weal  as  in  woe. 

Her  sorrows,  like  His,  were  passing  and  of 
short  duration ;  her  joys,  like  His,  will  last  for 
all  eternity.  The  memory  of  the  brief  sorrow, 
now  passed  forever,  serves  only  to  enhance  the 
joy  with  which  her  heart  is  overflowing  eternally ; 
as  the  clouds,  when  they  have  flitted  away,  but 
serve  to  bring  out  in  greater  brilliancy  the  light 
of  the  sun.  The  wail  of  sorrow  soon  passed 
away ;  the  Allelujah  of  triumph  will  resound 
forever  through  the  vaults  of  heaven.  Who  would 
not  suffer  for  a  short  time  with  Jesus  and  Mary, 
in  order  to  rejoice  and  triumph  with  them  eter- 
nally in  heaven !       . 

It  is  her  heavenly  triumph,  which  the  Anthem 


Regina  Cceli  so  joyfully  celebrates.  Its  glow- 
ing words  of  exultation,  and  the  corresponding 
notes  of  its  swelling  music,  are  addressed  to  her 
in  her  brilliant  heavenly  estate: 

Joy  to  thee,  oh  Queen  of  heaven !  Allelujah  ! 

He  whom  thou  wast  meet  to  bear ;  Allelujah ! 

As  He  promised,  hath  arisen ;  Allelujah  ! 

Pour  for  us  to  Him  thy  prayer ;  Allelujah  ! 

Peerless  Queen  of  the  heavenly  host ;  decked 
with  thy  brilliant  diadem  by  Him  whom  thou 
was  deemed  meet  to  bear ;  surrounded  by  the 
brilliant  array  of  saints  and  angels,  who  look  up 
to  thee  with  reverence  and  with  loveastheir  Queen, 
because  thou  wast  and  art  His  loved  and  loving 
Mother;  let  thine  eyes  glisten  and  thy  heart 
glow  with  purest  joy;  let  triumph  sit  forever 
more  on  thy  queenly  brow !  The  night  has 
passed,  and  the  day  hath  dawned  which  knoweth 
no  evening!  He  hath  triumphed  over  death, 
hath  emerged  from  the  darkness  of  the  tomb, 
hath  arisen  to  die  no  more !  He  hath  accom- 
plished what  He  promised,  hath  fulfilled  the  law 
of  the  prophets,  hath  crushed  the  serpent's  head ; 
and  He  shall  now  reign  forever,  and  of  His  reign 
there  shall  be  no  end !  Rejoice  and  triumph  with 
Him,  thou  His  queenly  Mother,  Allelujah !  But 
in  the  never-ending  day  of  thy  joy  and  glory, 
forget  not  us  poor,  weary  pilgrims  of  earth,  who 
lift  up  our  trusting  eyes  to  thee,  to  catch  one 
glimpse  of  thy  heavenly  triumph  !  Pour  forth  to 
Him  thy  powerful  prayer  in  our  behalf,  that  we 
who  share  in  thy  joy  here  below,  by  walking  in 
the  path  of  His  commandments,  may  come  to  par- 
ticipate in  thy  everlasting  triumph  in  heaven  ! 


[to  be   CONTINtrED.] 


A.  B. 


If  thou  desirest  to  have  a  share  in  the  tri- 
umphs of  thy  Redeemer,  imitate  His  death,  by 
dying  to  thy  sins ;  that  so  thou  mayest  also  imi- 
tate His  resurrection,  and  walk,  henceforward, 
in  the  newness  of  life,  after  the  great  model 
given  to  thee  by  Jesus  Christ. 

Ch.vlloxer. 
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THE  APPAEITION   OP  JESUS  TO   OUE 
BLESSED  LADY. 

O  Queen  of  Sorrows !  raise  thine  eyes ; 

See !  the  first  light  of  dawn  is  there  ; 
The  hour  is  come,  and  thou  must  end 

The  Forty  Hours  of  lonely  prayer. 

Day  dawns ;  it  brightens  on  the  hill : 
New  grace,  new  powers  within  her  wake, 

Lest  the  full  tide  of  joy  should  crush 
The  heart  that  sorrow  could  not  break. 

Oh  never  yet  had  Acts  of  Hope 
Been  offered  to  the  throne  on  high, 

Like  those  that  died  on  Mary's  lip, 
And  beamed  from  out  her  glistening  eye. 

Hush !  there  is  silence  in  her  heart. 
Deeper  than  when  Saint  Gabriel  spoke, 

And  upon  midnight's  tingling  ear 
The  blessed  Ave  sweetly  broke. 

Ah  me !  what  wondrous  change  is  this ! 

What  trembling  floods  of  noiseless  light ! 
Jesus  before  His  Mother  stands, 

Jesus,  all  beautiful  and  bright ! 

He  comes !  He  comes !  and  will  she  run 
With  freest  love  her  Child  to  greet  ? 

He  came !  and  she,  His  creature,  fell 
Prostrate  at  her  Creator's  Feet. 

He  raised  her  up  ;  He  pressed  her  head 
Gently  against  His  wounded  Side ; 

He  gave  her  spirit  strength  to  bear 
The  sight  of  Jesus  Glorified. 

From  out  His  Eyes,  from  out  His  Wounds 
A  power  of  awful  beauty  shone ; 

Oh  how  the  speechless  Mother  gazed 
Upon  the  glory  of  her  Son ! 

She  could  not  doubt :  'twas  truly  He 
Who  had  been  with  her  from  the  first, — 

The  very  Eyes,  the  Mouth,  the  Hair, 
The  very  Babe  whom  she  had  nursed, — 

Her  burden  o'er  the  desert  sand. 

The  helpmate  of  her  toils, — 'twas  He, 

He  by  whose  death-bed  she  had  stood 
Long  hours  beneath  the  bleeding  Tree. 

His  crimson  Wounds,  they  shone  like  suns. 
His  beaming  Hand  was  raised  to  bless ; 

The  sweetness  of  His  voice  had  hushed 
The  angels  into  silentness. 

His  sacred  Flesh  like  spirit  glowed. 
Glowed  with  immortal  beauty's  might : 


His  smiles  were  like  the  virgin  rays 
That  sprang  from  new-created  light. 

When  wilt  thou  drink  that  beauty  in  ? 

Mother !  when  wilt  thou  satisfy 
With  those  adoring  looks  of  love 

The  thirst  of  thine  ecstatic  eye  ? 

Not  yet,  not  yet,  thy  wondrous  joy 

Is  filled  to  its  mysterious  brim ; 
Thou  hast  another  sight  to  see 

To  which  this  vision  is  but  dim  I 

Jesua  into  His  Mother's  heart 

A  special  gift  of  strengh  did  pour. 

That  she  might  bear  what  none  had  borne 
Amid  the  sons  of  earth  before. 

Oh  let  not  words  be  bold  to  tell 
What  in  the  Mother's  heart  was  done, 

When  for  a  moment  Mary  saw 
The  unshrouded  Godhead  of  her  Son. 

What  bliss  for  us  that  Jesus  gave 

To  her  such  wondrous  gifts  and  powers ; 

It  is  a  joy  the  joys  were  hers. 
For  Mary's  joys  are  doubly  ours ! 

Fabkr. 


EASTER. 


[From  the  French  of  Dom  Gueranger.] 
Christmas  gave  us  a  God-Man,  an  Emanuel ; 
three  days  since  we  beheld  the  shedding  of  the 
divine  blood,  whose  infinite  value  more  than  paid 
our  ransom ;  but  on  Easter  Sunday  it  is  no  longer 
a  victim  immolated  and  vanquished  by  death — it 
is  the  victor  destroying  death  itself,  the  child  of 
sin,  and  proclaiming  life,  life  immortal,  which 
He  has  conquered  for  us.  It  is  no  longer  the  hu- 
mility of  the  swaddling  clothes  of  infancy;  no 
longer  the  sorrow  and  agony  of  the  cross ;  it  is 
glory  first  for  Him,  and  then  for  us.  On  Easter 
God  recovers  His  first  work,  through  the  risen 
Man-God.  It  is  not  He  alone  who  returns  to  life 
immortal,  but  the  entire  human  race  :  "  For  by 
a  man  came  death,"  says  the  Apostle,  "  and  by  a 
man  the  resurrection  of  the  dead ;  and  as  in  Adam 
all  die,  so  also  in  Christ  all  shall  be  made  alive." 
The  anniversary  of  this  sublime  event  is, 
then,  every  year,  the  grand  day ;  the  day  of  re- 
joicing ;  the  day  par  excellence.  Toward  this  day 
the  entire  year  tends ;  on  this  day  it  rests  as  a 
foundation.  But  as  this  day  is  holy  above  all 
others,  since  it  opens  for  us  the  gates  of  eternal 
life,  the  Church  did  not  wi^h  its  glory  to  shine 
upon  us,  before  we  had  purified  our  bodies  by 
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fasting,  and  repaired  our  souls  by  compunction ; 
and  for  this  purpose  she  instituted  the  fast  of  forty 
days.  This  time  has  now  passed ;  and  behold  the 
Sun  of  the  Resurrection  rises  in  all  its  brilliancy. 
But  it  is  not  sufficient  for  us  to  celebrate  the 
solemn  day  which  has  seen  the  Christ-Light  es- 
cape from  the  shades  of  the  tomb — another  anni- 
versary also  claims  our  gratitude  and  devotion. 
The  Word  Incarnate  arose  on  the  first  day  of  the 
week.  Four  thousand  years  before,  He  had  com- 
menced the  work  of  creation  in  calling  light  from 
the  bosom  of  chaos,  and  in  separating  it  from  the 
darkness,  He  inaugurated  the  first  day  in  the  an- 
nals of  time.  On  Easter  our  divine  Saviour  con- 
secrates, a  second  time,  the  Sunday, — and  hence- 
forth Saturday  ceases  to  be  the  sacred  day.  Our 
resurrection  in  Jesus  Christ,  accomplished  on  this 
day,  crowns  the  glory  of  the  Sunday ;  and  if  the 
divine  precept  of  the  Sabbath  must  succumb  with 
the  rest  of  the  Mosaic  Law,  the  Apostles  instruct 
all  the  faithful  to  celebrate  as  holy  the  first  day 
of  the  week,  the  day  on  which  the  glory  of  the 
first  creation  is  united  to  that  of  the  divine  regen- 
eration. 

The  resurrection  of  the  God  Man  having  trans- 
pired on  Sunday,  its  annual  commemoration  could 
not  be  observed  on  any  other  day.  Hence  resulted 
the  necessity  of  separating  the  Christian  Pasch 
from  that  of  the  Jews,  the  latter  being  irrevocably 
fixed  on  the  fourteenth  day  of  the  March  moon — 
the  anniversary  of  the  departure  of  the  chil- 
dren of  Israel  from  Egypt — it  necessarily  fell  upon 
the  different  days  of  the  week.  This  Pasch  being 
but  a  figure,  and  ours  the  reality  in  which  it  was 
effaced,  the  Church  broke  this  last  link  with  the 
synagogue,  and  proclaimed  her  emancipation  by 
placing  the  most  solemn  of  her  festivals  on  a  day 
that  never  would  come  in  contact  with  the  one  on 
which  the  Jews  celebrated  their  Pasch  henceforth 
void  of  every  hope.  The  Apostles  determined 
that  the  Pasch  of  the  Christians  should  no  longer 
be  on  the  fourteenth  day  of  the  March  moon,  even 
though  that  day  fall  on  Sunday,  but  that  it  should 
be  celebrated  throughout  the  universe  on  the  Sun- 
day that  follows  the  day  on  which  the  calendar 
of  the  synagogue  placed  it. 

We  are  forced  to  suppress  the  interesting  de- 
tails, wherein  Dom  Gueranger  shows  the  extreme 
importance  attached  to  the  date  of  the  Easter 
festival.  During  the  interval  that  elapsed  be- 
fore it  was  universally  observed.  Heaven  was 
pleased,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  to  manifest 
by  prodigies  that  it  was  not  indifferent  to  this 
sacred  date. 


Of  all  the  seasons  of  the  liturgical  year,  the 
Paschal  Time  is  undoubtedly  the  most  fruitful  in 
mysteries ;  we  may  even  say  that  it  is  the  culmi- 
nating point.  Whoever  has  the  happiness  to 
enter  with  mind  and  heart  into  the  love  and  in- 
telligence of  the  Paschal  mystery,  has  reached  the 
very  center  of  the  supernatural  life,  and  it  is  for 
this  reason  that  our  Mother,  the  Church,  accommo- 
dating herself  to  our  weakness,  every  year  pro- 
poses to  us  this  initiation.  All  that  precedes  is 
but  a  preparation  for  it ;  the  pious  expectation  of 
Advent,  the  sweet  joys  of  Christmas,  the  grave 
and  solemn  thoughts  of  Septuagesima,  the  com- 
punction and  penance  of  Lent,  the  dolorous  spec- 
tacle of  the  Passion,  were  but  the  preludes  of  the 
sublime  Paschal  term  at  which  we  have  arrived. 

The  blessed  eternity  is  the  true  Pasch,  and  for 
this  reason  the  Pasch  here  below  is  the  Feast  of 
feasts,  the  Solemnity  of  solemnities.  The  human 
race  was  dead ;  the  gates  of  life  were  closed 
against  it.  Now  behold  the  Son  of  God,  rising 
gloriously  from  the  sepulcher,  and  entering  into 
possession  of  life  eternal !  and  it  is  not  He  alone 
who  will  not  die  again  ;  His  Apostle  teaches  us, 
that  "  He  is  the  first  born  from  the  dead."  The 
Church,  then,  wishes  us  to  consider  ourselves  as 
already  risen  with  Him,  as  already  in  possession 
of  eternal  life. 

The  Fathers  tell  us  that  the  fifty  days  of  the 
Paschal  Time,  are  the  image  of  a  blessed  eternity. 
They  are  wholly  consecrated  to  joy ;  all  sadness 
is  banished.  And  the  Church  knows  not  how  to 
say  one  word  to  her  divine  Spouse,  without  ad- 
ding the  Alleluia,  that  cry  of  heaven  which  the 
Sacred  Liturgy  tells  us  sounds  forever  through 
the  streets  of  the  celestial  Jerusalem.  For  nine 
weeks  we  have  been  severed  from  this  chant  of 
admiration  and  joy.  We  had  to  die  with  Christ, 
our  Victim ;  but  now  that  we  have  risen  from  the 
tomb  with  Him,  and  since  we  do  not  wish  to  die 
that  death  which  kills  the  soul,  and  caused  the 
Redeemer  to  die  on  the  Cross,  the  Alleluia  is  ours. 

The  Wisdom  of  God,  which  harmoniously 
unites  the  visible  work  of  this  world  with  the 
supernatural  work  of  grace,  has  placed  the  resur- 
rection of  our  divine  Head  during  these  days, 
when  nature  herself  seems  to  rise  from  the  tomb. 
The  fields  are  covered  with  verdure,  the  trees  of 
the  forest  bud  forth  into  new  life,  the  songs  of 
the  birds  fill  the  air  with  melody,  and  the  sun, 
the  radiant  type  of  Jesus  triumphant,  pours  its 
floods  of  light  upon  the  regenerated  world. 

JESUS  ArPEARING  TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Jesus  risen,  whose  glory  has  not  yet  been  seen 
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by  mortal  eyes,  overcoming  space  is  in  a  mo- 
ment reunited  to  His  blessed  Mother.  He  is 
the  Son  of  God  ;  He  is  the  Conqueror  of  death ; 
but  He  is  also  the  Son  of  Mary.  Mary  remained 
close  by  Him  until  the  end  of  His  agony ;  she 
united  the  sacrifice  of  her  mother's  heart  to  that 
which  He  Himself  offered  on  the  cross ;  it  is  but 
just,  then,  that  the  first  joys  of  the  resurrection 
should  be  hers.  The  holy  Evangelist  does  "not 
recount  the  apparition  of  the  Saviour  to  His 
Mother,  whereas  he  enters  fully  into  the  details 
of  all  the  others.  The  reason  of  this  is  plain. 
The  aim  of  the  other  apparitions  was  to  promul- 
gate the  fact  of  the  resurrection;  but  the  first 
was  called  forth  by  the  heart  of  a  Son  ;  and  such 
a  Son  as  Jesus !  Both  nature  and  grace  ask  for 
this  first  interview,  whose  touching  mystery  is  the 
delight  of  Christian  souls.  It  had  no  need  to  be 
preserved  in  the  pages  of  the  Sacred  Book  ;  the 
traditions  of  the  Fathers,  to  commence  with  Saint 
Ambrose,  suflBced  to  transmit  it  to  us,  even  had 
not  our  own  hearts  felt  it ;  and  when  we  ask  our- 
selves for  what  reason  the  Saviour  who  was  to 
rise  from  the  tomb  on  the  first  day  of  the  week, 
did  80  in  the  earliest  morning  hour — even  before 
the  sun  had  enlightened  the  universe,  we  can, 
without  difliculty,  accept  the  sentiments  of  those 
pious  and  learned  authors  who  attribute  this 
haste  of  the  Son  of  God  to  His  desire  to  put  an 
end  to  the  sorrowful  expectation  of  the  most  ten- 
der and  most  afliicted  mother. 

What  human  tongue  would  dare  attempt  to 
describe  this  hour  ?  The  sleepless  eyes  of  Mary, 
worn  out  by  weeping,  are  suddenly  opened  by 
the  gentle  celestial  light  which  announces  the 
approach  of  her  Beloved ;  the  voice  of  Jesus 
reaches  her  ear,  not  in  the  dolorous  accents  which 
so  lately  fell  from  the  Cross,  piercing  like  a 
sword  her  maternal  heart,  but  joyous  and  tender; 
they  are  the  tones  of  a  son  who  comes  to  recount 
his  triumphs  to  her  who  gave  him  birth.  The 
sight  of  this  Body,  which  three  days  before  she 
had  received  into  her  arms,  lifeless  and  covered 
with  blood,  now  radiant  and  full  of  life,  reflect- 
ing the  rays  of  the  divinity  to  which  it  is  united; 
the  caresses  of  such  a  Son ;  His  words  of  tender- 
ness ;  His  embraces,  which  are  those  of  a  God — 
for  all  these  we  have  but  the  word  of  the  pious  Abb6 
Rupert,  who  depicts  to  us  the  effusion  of  joy  with 
which  the  heart  of  Mary  is  filled,  as  a  torrent  of 
happiness  that  inebriates  her,  and  effaces  the 
poignant  sorrows  that  had  pierced  her  heart.* 

We  Christians  who  love  our  Mother,  who  have 

•  De  divinis  offlciis  Lib.  vli,  c.  25. 


seen  her  sacrifice  for  us  her  only  Son  upon  Calva- 
ry, should  share,  with  filial  hearts,  in  the  felicity 
which  Jesus  was  pleased  at  this  moment  to  over- 
whelm her,  and  should  learn  at  the  same  time  to 
solace  the  dolors  of  her  maternal  heart.  This  is 
the  first  appearance  of  our  risen  Lord,  the  recom- 
pense of  the  faith  which  ever  dwelt  in  the  heart 
of  Mary  even  during  the  dark  eclipse  of  three 
daya  But  it  is  time  that  Jesus  show  himself  to 
others,  and  that  the  glory  of  His  Resurrection 
begin  to  shine  over  the  world. 

Had  it  been  given  us  to  arrange  the  circum- 
stances of  our  Saviour's  coming  into  the  world, 
what  a  noise  would  we  not  have  made  to  call  all 
mankind,  kings  and  people,  around  His  cradle  ! 
With  what  a  flourish  of  trumpets  would  we  not 
have  announced  to  all  nations  this  miracle  of 
miracles,  the  Resurrection  of  the  Crucified,  the 
victory  over  death,  and  redemption  won !  The 
Son  of  God,  who  is  the  Strength  and  Wisdom  of 
the  Father,  acted  differently.  For  the  first  ador- 
ers at  His  birth.  He  called  simple  and  rustic  men 
whose  account  of  it  went  not  beyond  the  confines 
of  Bethlehem ;  and  now,  the  date  of  this  birth 
is  the  era  of  all  civilized  nations.  For  the  first 
witnesses  of  His  Resurrection  He  selected  some 
feeble  women,  and  in  our  age  the  entire  world 
celebrates  the  anniversary  of  this  Resurrection. 
All  are  moved  by  it.  An  impulse  unknown  dur- 
ing the  rest  of  the  year  is  felt  even  by  the  most 
indifferent.  The  unbeliever,  who  elbows  the  be- 
liever, knows  at  least  that  to-day  is  Easter,  and 
from  the  bosom  even  of  infidel  nations  innumer- 
able Christian  voices  unite  with  ours,  so  that 
from  every  point  of  the  globe  joyous  acclama- 
tions of  the  divine  alleluia  ascend  uniting  us  all 
as  one  people.  "O  Lord !"  may  we  well  exclaim 
with  Moses  wheh  the  chosen  people  celebrated 
the  first  Pasch,  in  passing  with  dry  feet  the  Red 
Sea,  "  O  Lord !  who  is  like  to  Thee  among  the 
strong  ?"    (Exodus  xv.) 


When  the  Duke  of  Popoli  was  on  his  death- 
bed he  gave  a  high  testimony  to  the  good  re- 
sulting from  Confraternities  in  honor  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  "  Remember,  my  son,"  he  said 
to  his  eldest  bom  and  heir,  "  that  I  attribute  all 
the  little  good  I  have  done  during  my  life  to  the 
fact  of  my  being  a  member  of  a  Confraternity.  I 
can  leave  you  no  better  heritage  than  the  Con- 
fraternity of  the  Blessed  Virgin — I  now  rejoice 
much  more  for  having  been  a  member  of  it  than 
for  having  been  Duke  of  Popoli." 
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EESUEEEOTION. 

Aurora  caelum  purpurat. 
The  dawn  was  purpling  o'er  the  sky  ; 

"With  alleluias  rang  the  air ; 
Earth  held  a  glorious  jubilee  ; 

Hell  gnash'd  its  teeth  in  fierce  despair  : 

When  our  most  valiant  mighty  King 
From  death's  abyss,  in  dread  array, 

Led  the  long-prison'd  Fathers  forth, 
Into  the  beam  of  life  and  day  : 

When  He,  whom  stone,  and  seal,  and  guard, 
Had  safely  to  the  tomb  consign'd. 

Triumphant  rose,  .and  buried  Death 
Deep  in  the  grave  He  left  behind. 

"  Calm  all  your  grief,  and  still  your  tears ;" 
Hark  !  the  descending  angel  cries ; 

"  For  Christ  is  risen  from  the  dead. 
And  Death  is  slain,  no  more  to  rise," 

O  Jesu !  from  the  death  of  sin 
Keep  us,  we  pray ;  so  shalt  Thou  be 

The  everlasting  Paschal  joy 

Of  all  the  souls  new  born  in  Thee. 

Now  to  the  Father,  and  the  Son 

Who  rose  from  death,  be  glory  given ; 

With  Thee,  O  holy  Comforter! 
Henceforth  by  all  in  earth  and  Heaven. 

Cabwall. 


pio  Noisro. 

Prom  the  "  Life  of  Pio  Nono  by  Mon.  St.  Aubry." 

[Translated  from  the  French,  and  arranged  for  the  Atb  BIa- 
BiA,  by  Mbs.  Akna  H.  Dobsey.] 

PART  I. 

At  any  other  time  I  should  not  feel  justified  in 
this  undertaking.  Yet,  if  it  is  not  only  natural, 
but  also  proper  for  a  son  to  review  the  life  of  his 
Father,  if  it  be  characterized  by  all  that  is  glori- 
ous and  virtuous,  it  cannot  be  inappropriate  for 
him  to  relate  it  to  his  children,  that  they  may 
venerate  the  acts,  which  have  made  it  illustrious. 
Why,  then,  should  not  the  same  argument  apply 
to  this  work,  and  to  the  events  which  have  so 
sadly  occasioned  it  ? 

I  do  not  wish,  for  an  instant,  to  forget  that  the 
history  of  cotemporaneous  persons  and  events,  do 
not  possess  the  same  advantages  and  interest  as 
the  history  of  the  Past.  In  the  very  first  days  of 
his  Pontificate  Pius  IX  discovered  that  he  was 
surrounded  by  snares,  which  it  would  require  the 


most  discreet  policy,  and  decided  action,  to  avoid ; 
and  because  he  had  the  wisdom  to  succeed,  he 
found  leagued  against  him  an  array  of  evil  pas- 
sions, in  whose  consequences  the  historian  would 
deserve  to  share,  did  he  shrink  from  treating  of 
them  as  they  deserve.  But  since  many  of  these 
treacherous  instigators  of  evil  yet  live,  and  yield 
the  same  obedience  to  those  direful  passions  that 
led  them  astray  a  dozen  years  ago ;  since  they  still 
misuse  that  liberty  which  is  the  privilege  of  life ; 
since  death  has  not  yet  bound  them  eternally  to 
their  ill  regulated  passions  and  aflFections,  or, 
rather,  to  their  hatred  and  their  crimes,  we  may 
not  speak  of  them  save  with  Christian  hope,  and 
Christian  charity.  And  neither  does  it  become 
us  to  speak  of  their  august  victim,  but  with  the 
reserve  that  his  virtue  itself  demands.  It  is  like 
doing  violence  to  the  modesty  of  that  virtue  to 
relate,  at  this  time,  the  history  of  a  Pontificate  so 
replete  with  labors  and  toils.  Future  generations 
should  alone  have  the  right  of  penetrating  into 
the  hidden  sanctuary  of  that  great  heart, — laying 
bare  its  secrets,  and  explaining  the  exterior  life 
of  the  Pontiflf-King,  by  its  interior  history.  It  is 
my  purpose  to  relate,  in  this  chapter,  a  summary 
of  the  history  of  Pius  IX,  from  his  birth,  to  his 
exaltation  to  the  supreme  Pontificate. 

Giovanni-Maria  Mastait  Feretti  was  bom  on  the 
18th  of  May,  1792,  at  Sinigaglia,  in  the  ancient 
Duchy  of  Urbino,  which  at  present  belongs  to  the 
States  of  the  Church.  The  ancient  family  of  the 
Mastal  were  distinguished,  during  a  period  of  six 
hundred  years,  for  their  services  to  their  country, 
and  received,  as  a  recompense,  the  title  of  Count ; 
that  is  to  say,  the  Count  Mastai  was  authorized 
to  unite  his  name  with  that  of  Feretti,  on  the  oc- 
casion of  his  alliance  with  the  last  branch  of  this 
noble  family. 

The  Father  of  Pius  IX,  the  Count  Jerome  Mas- 
tal  Ferretti,  was  "  holy  standard  bearer"  of  Sini- 
gaglia. His  uncle,  Andrea  Mastal,  was  Bishop  of 
Pesaro.  The  heroic  fidelity  of  the  latter  to  the 
persecuted  and  saintly  Pontiff,  Pius  VII,  caused 
him  to  be  thrown  into  prison  in  the  citadel  of 
Mantua.  Giovanni-Maria  was  then  a  young  child. 
The  generous  devotion  of  the  Bishop  of  Pesaro ; 
his  captivity,  and  his  unwavering  firmness,  were, 
for  Giovanni-Maria,  full  of  meaning.  The  sight 
of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  persecuted  for  his  fidelity 
to  the  duties  of  his  supreme  charge ;  and  of  Bish- 
ops, persecuted  for  their  devotion  to  the  Holy  See, 
produced  a  lively  and  lasting  impression  on  the 
tender  and  pious  soul  of  this  young  man.  The 
spectacle  of  the  holy  courage  of  these  successors 
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of  the  Apostles  left  thereon  a  most  profound  im- 
pression. It  was  thus  that  divine  Providence 
prepared,  in  Giovanni-Maria,  the  future  Pontiflf, 
by  permitting  him  to  witness  and  participate  in 
the  events  of  what  may  properly  be  styled  a  per- 
secution and  a  martyrdom. 

But  his  education  had  commenced  at  the  knees 
of  his  mother.  The  Countess  Masta'i  had,  it  is 
said,  always  present  to  her  mind  the  example  left 
to  all  Christian  mothers  by  the  mother  of  Saint 
Thomas  Aquinas,  and  the  mother  of  Saint  Francis 
de  Sales. 

Giovanni-Maria  Masta'f  was  scarcely  seven  years 
of  age  when  his  mother  instructed  him  to  add  to 
his  daily  prayers  a  Pater  and  an  Ave  for  the  deliv- 
erance of  Pius  VI,  then  a  prisoner  of  the  French 
Republic,  causing  him  at  the  same  time  to  pray 
for  France. 

"  But,  my  motlier,  are  not  the  French  a  wicked 
people,  since  they  have  taken  the  Pope  prisoner  ? 
Why  do  you  make  me  pray  for  them  ?" 

"My  child,"  replied  the  Countess,  "so  much  the 
greater  reason  is  there  for  you  to  pray  for  them. 
Besidep,  it  is  not  their  fault  that  the  Holy  Father 
is  detained  in  caj)tivity.  It  is  their  government 
that  is  wicked." 

"  Is  it  then  necessary  for  me  to  pray  for  their 
government  ?"  he  inquired. 

"  Without  doubt  it  is,  my  child.  Our  Lord  in 
dying  prayed  for  those  who  persecuted  Him." 

It  was  thus,  that  while  she  was  humbly  walk- 
ing in  the  mysterious  ways  of  Providence,  only 
intent  on  preparing  a  Christian  for  his  final  des- 
tiny, this  Christian  mother  moulded  the  character 
of  a  great  Pope  for  the  Church. 

Giovanni- Maria  was  placed  at  the  college  at 
Volterra,  in  Tuscany,  at  the  age  of  twelve  years. 
By  the  amiability  of  his  manners,  and  his  genial 
courtesy,  he  quickly  gained  the  good  will  and  af- 
fection of  his  teachers  and  classmates.  He  made 
great  progress  in  his  studies,  and  gained,  by  his 
talents  and  diligence,  rapid  promotion.  One 
day — it  was  in  1810 — the  Inspector  of  the  Impe- 
rial University  of  France,  who  was  making  a 
short  sojourn  at  Volterra,  felt  so  charmed  by  the 
replies  of  the  young  student  to  his  questions,  that, 
desiring  to  know  more  of  him,  he  addressed  some 
inquiries  to  the  Principal  of  the  college.  As  much 
pleased  by  what  he  heard,  as  with  what  he  had 
seen,  he  exclaimed:  "This  young  man  will  rise 
to  great  eminence  if  circumstances  should  favor 
him."  This  Inspector  died  in  1830,  having  lived 
to  see  the  former  student  of  Volterra  become 
Archbishop  of  Spoleto,  and  congratulate  himself 


on  the  wisdom  of  his  judgment.  What  would  he 
have  said  had  he  lived  to  witness  the  events  that 
occurred  twenty  years  later,  when  circumstances 
favored  not  only  Giovanni-Maria  Masta'i,  but  Italy, 
and  the  entire  world,  over  which  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church  extended  its  power,  its  benevo- 
lent influences  being  acknowledged  even  where 
its  authority  is  not  admitted!  What,  if  he  had 
seen  him  elevated  to  the  chair  of  Saint  Peter,  un- 
der the  title  of  Pius  IX ;  seen  him  hurled  from 
his  royal  throne  and  driven  into  exile,  a  wanderer 
and  outcast,  but  greater  in  his  misfortunes  than 
when  clothed  in  the  power  of  royal  state;  if  he 
had  beheld  him  again  entering  Rome  to  pardon 
those  traitors,  who,  whilst  they  were  his  enemies, 
dared  to  call  themselves  his  children  ! 

The  college  of  Volterra  still  remembers  that  it 
had  the  privilege  of  numbering  among  its  stu- 
dents Giovanni-Maria  Mastai  Feretti.  When  the 
faculty  heard  of  his  exaltation  as  Pius  IX,  they 
assembled  all  the  students,  and  with  them  ad- 
journed to  their  church  of  Saint  Michael's,  where 
they  returned  solemn  thanks  to  God.  Nor  had 
Pius  IX  forgotten  the  care  that  was  taken  of  hia 
youth  in  this  institution  of  learning,  and  as  a 
token  of  his  grateful  remembrance,  presented  to 
it  a  magnificent  chalice. 

Having  finished  his  collegiate  course,  Giovanni- 
Maria  entered  the  army,  and  when  the  Pontifical 
army  was  reorganized,  he  was  appointed  to  the 
Guard  Nobile,  under  Pius  VII.  It  was  his  voca- 
tion to  be,  in  an  especial  manner,  the  defender  of 
the  Holy  See,  as  soldier,  as  Bishop,  as  Cardinal, 
and  as  Pope. 

But  God  caused  him  quickly  to  abandon  this 
first  dignity.  The  young  Count  Mastai  Feretti 
was  attacked  by  a  disease  which  his  physicians 
thought  would  soon  terminate  fatally.  They  de- 
clared their  inability  to  arrest  its  progress,  and 
were  of  the  opinion  that  his  constitution  would 
sink  rapidly  under  its  mortal  attacks.  But  ma- 
ternal tenderness,  which  had  not  waited  for  sick- 
ness to  stimulate  it,  had  for  a  length  of  time  in- 
spired the  Countess  Mastai  with  the  belief,  that 
her  son  was  under  the  powerful  protection  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  To  whom,  then,  could  she — an 
aflilicted  mother — address  herself  with  more  con- 
fidence in  behalf  of  her  son,  than  to  the  Mother 
of  God,  to  whom,  when  he  was  a  little  child, 
Giovanni-Maria  had  been  consecrated?  Nor  was 
her  confidence  in  vain ;  her  son's  health  was  re- 
stored, and  he  saw  in  this  truly  miraculous  cure 
the  effect  of  that  protection,  which  maternal  piety 
had  secured  for  him.     Inheriting  from  his  mother, 
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a  tender  devotion  towards  Maky,  he  felt  his  love 
augmented,  whenever  she  had  spoken  to  him  of 
this  great  and  compassionate  Advocate.  It  is  no 
doubt  owing  to  the  first  prayers  that  the  Count- 
ess Mastai  taught  the  infant  lips  of  her  son  to 
lisp,  and  to  his  unhoped-for  restoration  to  health, 
that  all  Christendom  have  acquired  a  greater 
claim  on  the  protection  of  Maky  ;  as  by  his  means, 
after  he  was  elevated  to  the  Tiara,  the  definition 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception  was  dogmatically 
established.  Thus  we  see  by  what  means  Al- 
mighty God  deigns  to  accomplish  bis  designs. 

That  life  which  was  restored  by  a  miracle,  the 
Couut  Mastai  believed  he  ought  to  consecrate  en- 
tirely to  the  service  of  God.  As  soon,  therefore, 
as  his  strength  permitted  it,  he  went  to  Rome  to 
commence  his  course  of  theology.  He  was  there 
ordained  priest,  and  there  he  passed  the  first  years 
of  his  priesthood ;  years  of  obscurity,  over  which 
the  survivors  of  the  poor  families  of  that  time 
could  alone  throw  any  light.  We  only  know 
that  for  many  years,  the  young  Abb6  was  the 
benefactor  and  daily  visitor  of  the  hospital  of 
Tata  Giovanni.  It  will  not  be  irrelevant  to  our 
subject,  to  speak  in  this  place  of  an  establish- 
ment which  during  the  youth  of  Pius  IX  held 
so  high  a  place  in  his  regard,  and  which  has 
never  been  forgotten  by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff.  I 
will  quote  the  words  of  a  pious  traveler  who 
thus  speaks  of  it  : 

"  In  the  last  century  there  came  to  live  in  Rome 
a  poor  bricklayer  named  Giovanni  Bergi.  Every 
holiday  he  was  seen  going  to  the  hospital  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  to  give  his  services  to  the  sick. 
Having  nothing  else  to  give  them,  he  gave  them 
freely  the  time  that  he  could  spare  from  his  bus- 
iness ;  he  made  up  their  beds,  shaved  them,  and 
performed  many  other  oflices  for  them,  with  all 
the  kindness  of  a  faithful  and  devoted  servant. 
But  in  going  thither,  he  frequently  met  in  the 
streets  young  children  insufficiently  clad,  and  ex- 
posed to  all  the  dangers  attendant  on  idleness 
and  vice.  He  found  others  in  the  hospitals, 
whom  death  had  deprived  of  their  natural  pro- 
tectors, left  to  all  the  helples*  desolation  of  or- 
phanage. The  condition  of  these  unhappy  or- 
phans quickly  touched  the  heart  of  this  charitable 
man.  He  began  by  inviting  those  who  were  sick 
to  come  to  his  house  to  see  him,  when  they  were 
cured.  By  the  aid  of  alms,  which  he  collected, 
he  sheltered  them  under  his  own  roof,  and  hav- 
ing clothed  them  decently,  he  apprenticed  them 
to  various  manufacturers  in  the  city,  in  order  that 
they  might  earn  by  their  labor  the  honest  means 


of  subsistence.  He  taught  them  the  catechism, 
and  prepared  them  to  approach  the  Sacraments. 

"  Generous  benefactors  were  not  wanting  to  as- 
sist him  with  their  advice  and  means.  I  will 
mention  among  others  the  great  Cardinal  di 
Pietro,  who  was  the  right  hand  supporter  of  Pius 
VU  during  the  terrible  trials  of  Fontainebleau. 
He  hired,  for  Giovanni  and  his  little  protegfis,  a 
large  apartment  in  tlie  Via  Giulio,  and  assigned 
to  him  thirty  crowns  per  month.  This  permit- 
ted him  to  increase  the  number  of  his  orphans  to 
forty.  Bergi  called  them  his  children,  and  they 
in  turn  called  him  Father.  From  this  circum- 
stance the  institution  derived  its  name  of  Tata 
Giovanni  (Father  John).  Pius  VII,  whose  heart 
was  full  of  generosity  and  benevolence,  was  the 
principal  protector  of  Bergi.  Not  satisfied  with 
buying  the  house  which  Bergi  had  at  first  hired 
for  their  use,  the  Pontiff  gave  these  orphan  chil- 
dren many  kind  marks  of  favor  and  frequently 
bestowed  small  sums  of  money  on  them,  with  hia 
own  hands,  in  the  Sacristy  of  St.  Peter's. 

"  Although  Giovanni  was  an  illiterate  man,  he 
understood  fully  how  necessary  education  was  to 
the  well-being  of  his  proteges,  and  had  them 
taught  reading,  writing  and  arithmetic,  and 
whatever  branches  it  was  necessary  for  a  young 
workman  to  be  acquainted  with.  Above  all,  he 
taught  them  the  truths  of  their  religion  and  the 
practice  of  piety. 

"We  sought  an  opportunity  to  ascertain  the 
truth  of  all  we  had  heard  concerning  this  remark- 
able institution,  to  visit  it,  and  examine  the  rules 
which  govern  its  inmates.  Six  chambers  are  oc- 
cupied by  the  children ;  these  dormitories  bore 
respectively  the  names  of  Saint  Joseph,  Saint 
Philip,  Saint  Peter,  Saint  Paul,  Saint  Stanislaus, 
Saint  Camilla  and  Saint  Louis.  Every  thing  was 
simple  in  this  establishment.  The  young  people 
selected  from  among  their  number  the  wisest  and 
most  learned  to  preside  over  these  dormitories. 
Farther  advanced  than  his  fellow  pupils,  it  was 
his  duty  to  instruct  them  in  the  first  elements  of 
science.  Good  priests,  or  certain  of  the  piDus  la- 
ity, came  frequently  to  give  religious  and  scien- 
tific instruction.  The  interior  discipline  was 
confided  to  the  clergy.  The  children  rose  early, 
and  were  placed  at  an  early  age  at  some  shop  in 
the  city,  to  learn  a  trade.  Pious  laymen  some- 
times procured  places  for  the  pupils,  and  daily 
posted  themselves  with  regard  to  their  progress 
and  conduct.  This  method  allowed  the  establish- 
ment to  be  carried  on  at  but  small  expense,  and 
gave  to  the  young  people  an .  opportunity  of  se- 
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lecting  tbat  trade,  or  calling,  "which  was  best 
adapted  to  their  strength  and  taste,  so  that  out  of 
an  hundred  and  twenty  scholars,  there  were 
thirty  different  trades.  At  the  age  of  twenty 
years,  they  were  dismissed  from  the  institution, 
in  a  condition  to  support  themselves,  and  their 
honorable  and  praiseworthy  conduct  as  citizens 
proved  bow  great  an  influence  this  establishment 
exerted  oyer  the  public  morals." 

[to  be  continued.] 


LEGENDS  OF  CHRISTIAN  MAETYES. 


The  "Atheist." 


BY  CIX)JiFEBT. 

In  the  first  three  centuries  of  the  Christian  era, 
"  Atheism"  was  an  accusation  brought  against  the 
Church.  Dio,  in  his  life  of  Domitian,  tells  us 
that  the  noble  Acilius  Glabrio  was  put  to  death 
on  this  charge.  Flavius  Clemens,  one  of  the  most 
popular  and  unselfish  men  that  ever  wore  the  Sen- 
atorial toga  or  sat  in  the  curule  chair,  was  execu- 
ted, and  his  wife,  and  niece  and  family,  (most 
probably  including  the  martyrs  Nereus  and  Ach- 
illeus)  exiled  to  an  island  of  the  Neapolitan  Bay  ; 
— because  they  were  guilty  of  "  Atheism."  The 
nickname  Atheist  became  so  common  that  an 
usual  test  for  the  confessors  was  to  ask  them  to 
swear  after  this  fashion  :  "  Away  with  the  Athe- 
ists." The  following,  suggested  by  a  passage  in 
the  Acts  of  Martyrs,  in  Alexandria,  illustrates 
the  fact  : 

A  Christian  Maid,  whose  gentle  face 

Showed  like  a  sunbeam  through  the  place. 

Before  the  tyrant-judge  was  led. 

Moved  by  the  sight  he  mildly  said 

"  My  gentle  Maiden !  Swear  with  me — 

" '  Confusion  to  the  Atheists  be !' 

'•  And  thou  shalt  pass  from  torture  free." 

"  O  Mighty  Judge !  I  gladly  dare 
"  '  Confusion  to  all  Atheists  swear !" 
••  And  to  thy  Christ?  O  Maiden  fair?" 
"  O  Judge !  that  oath  I  cannot  swear  l" 

They  bound  her  by  the  tender  back 
Upon  the  whirling  toothfid  rack ; 
And  swiftly  as  the  wheel  rolled  by 
That  beauteous  maid  was  heard  to  cry  : 
"  O  Judge  !  No  Atheist '  fool'  am  1 1 
"  For  Christ,  my  Lord,  is  God  on  high !" 
And  with  her  last,  her  parting  sigh 
She  said — "  No  Atheist  fool  am  I, 
O  Jesus,  God !  T  see  thee  nigh !" 


EEMAEKABLE  CUEE 

WfougJit  at  Holy  Communion  at  Notre  Dame  des 

Victoires,  on  the  4th  of  August,  1866. 

[From  the  London  Lamp.] 
[concluded.] 

On  the  following  day,  the  4th  August,  I  reached 
the  house  at  half- past  six  in  the  morning. .  T  found 
her  prepared  to  start,  half-reclining  on  her  bed, 
but  in  such  a  state  of  weakness  as  to  cause  much 
alarm  to  her  aunt,  who  had  spent  two  hours  in 
dressing  her.  L6ontine  was  wearing  her  cross, 
her  medal,  and  her  rose ;  I  went  in  search  of  a  car- 
riage, which  I  ordered  to  drive  into  the  court-yard, 
so  as  to  draw  up  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase ;  after 
which  I  returned  to  her  room ;  and,  after  a  short 
fervent  prayer,  in  which  we  all  three  joined,  I 
carried  the  girl  downstairs  in  my  arms,  her  aunt 
following  us  with  a  chair,  on  which  we  rested  her 
at  each  landing;  and  by  this  means  succeeded  in 
getting  her  down  to  the  carriage,  in  which  we 
placed  her  in  an  almost  motionless  state.  We  were 
thus,  by  the  grace  of  God  and  our  Lady  of  Vic- 
tories, fairly  started ;  but  humanly  speaking,  it 
seemed  little  better  than  an  act  of  madness.  The 
girl  looked  petrified,  and  as  if  she  might  die  on 
the  way ;  indeed,  she  has  since  acknowledged  that 
at  one  time  she  really  thought  she  was  dying 

When  we  reached  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires  I 
once  more  lifted  her  in  my  arms,  and  carried  her 
across  the  nave,  I  felt  my  strength  failing,  and 
perceived  that  L6ontine  had  fallen  into  a  doze. 
By  an  extraordinary  effort  I  was  able  to  get  up 
to  the  altar  of  our  Lady  of  Victories.  By  this 
time  I  was  quite  exhausted,  and  felt  as  if  I  were 
throwing  down  my  heavy  burden  when  I  placed 
her  on  her  aunt's  knees.  You,  Monsieur  I'AbbG, 
were  just  about  to  offer  the  Holy  Sacrifice. 

One  of  the  ofiBcials  of  the  church,  alarmed  at 
seeing  the  poor  girl  in  this  motionless  condition, 
with  her  head  falling  back,  came  up  and  offered 
to  afford  us  assistance  in  the  sacristy.  We  de- 
clined his  kindness,  just  as  Mass  was  going  to 
begin.  • 

As  my  head  was  bent  down  until  the  time  of 
Communion,  I  saw  nothing  more ;  but  her  aunt 
as«;ured  me  afterwards  that  she  was  deeply  affect- 
ed by  the  interest  every  one  seemed  to  take  in  her 
poor  neice ;  and  that,  when  the  girl's  head  was 
vacillating  unsteadily  from  side  to  side,  kind 
hands  were  stretched  out  to  protect  and  support 
her.  She  told  me  too  that  the  server  at  Mass 
mingled  his  tears  with  yours  ;  and  that  as  long  as 
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she  lives  she  shall  never  forget  the  look  of  com- 
passionate sorrow  which  you  cast  upon  our  little 
group  at  the  "  Orate,  fratres,"  and  then  turned 
your  eyes  in  fervent  prayer  to  Heaven.  The  cry  of 
so  many  broken  hearts  could  not  fail  to  reach  the 
throne  of  the  Almighty  and  draw  down  His  com- 
passion. 

From  the  time  she  fell  asleep  until  just  before 
the  moment  of  Communion,  L^ontine  had  contin- 
ued in  a  state  of  insensibility  on  her  aunt's  knee. 
She  then  suddenly  moved,  raised  herself  with 
difficulty,  and  (as  she  subsequently  told  us),  with- 
out being  aware  of  what  she  was  doing,  availed 
herself  of  the  support  afforded  her  by  her  aunt 
and  myself  to  advance  to  the  altar-rails,  where 
she  knelt. 

You  were  piously  prompted,  M.  1'  Abb6,  to  take 
the  Body  of  our  Blessed  Lord  to  her  first  of  all. 
At  the  very  instant  of  her  Communion  she  was  healed. 
Rising  up  forthwith,  she  endeavored  to  free  her- 
self from  my  grasp,  from  which  I  had  never  loosed 
her.  She  wished  to  return  to  her  place  alone  and 
unsupported,  in  order  to  manifest  God's  mercy  to 
her ;  and  I  failed  to  guess  her  intention.  On  ar- 
riving at  her  seat,  she  placed  herself  on  her  prie- 
dieu  for  the  first  time,  and  there  remained  to  make 
her  thanksgiving,  which  lasted  not  only  to  the 
end  of  the  Mass,  but  to  the  Gospel  of  the  Mass 
which  followed.  She  stood  up  at  the  Gospel, 
and  then  asked  us  to  go  and  thank  you.  She  ap- 
proached the  altar  of  our  Lady  of  Victories,  and, 
after  kneeling  on  the  step,  preceded  us  with  a 
firm  step,  towards  the  sacristy,  whither  we  fol- 
lowed her  with  tears  in  our  eyes,  and  overcome 
with  feelings  of  gratitude,  reverence,  and  fear. 
We  had  seen  the  glory  of  God  pass  by,  and  His 
very  breath  had  touched  us.  We  were  an  object 
of  wonder  to  all  those  who  were  present;  and 
they  can  vouch  for  the  truth  of  what  I  say. 

After  she  had  expressed  her  gratitude  to  you 
and  received  the  precious  memento  you  gave  her 
of  her  cure,  she  returned  to  the  chapel  of  our  Lady 
of  Victories,  and  knelt  there  once  more,  and  thence 
went  on  to  the  chapels  of  St.  Joseph  and  St.  Peter, 
in  the  latter  of  which  she  kissed  the  feet  of  the 
Apostle  before  leaving  the  church.  I  would  not 
allow  her  to  return  home  on  foot,  as  she  wished, 
but  we  stopped  the  carriage  outside  the  archway, 
instead  of  letting  it  drive  into  the  court.  She 
crossed  the  court-yard  with  a  firm  step,  and  with- 
out assistance,  and  mounted  the  five  stories  with- 
out being  willing  to  rest  for  an  instant  on  the 
chair  which  I  carried  for  her.  At  the  last  land- 
ing she  met  one  of  her  neighbors,  who  had  been 


especially  attentive  and  devoted  to  her  during 
her  long  illness.  This  neighbor,  who  was  aware 
of  the  state  in  which  she  had  been  the  night  before, 
was  so  surprised  at  her  altered  appearance,  that 
she  looked  as  if  she  would  let  fall  what  she  was 
carrying  in  her  hands.  She  stared  as  if  she  were 
in  a  state  of  stupefaction,  and  then  began  asking 
questions  without  giving  time  to  reply.  I  never 
saw  any  one  more  utterly  bewildered.  Lfeontine's 
explanation  was  simple  and  laconic  :  "  They  have 
taken  me  to  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires,  and  here 
I  am !" 

Monseigneur  de  Segur  had  express  d  a  wi-h, 
that  if  God  should  grant  L6ontine  the  grace  of  re- 
covery, he  might  make  her  acquaintance  ;  and  we 
felt  bound  in  gratitude  to  pay  him  a  visit  the 
Bame  day.  Partly  in  omnibus,  and  partly  on  foot, 
we  reached  his  abode.  He  was  rejoiced  to  see 
L6ontine ;  and  praising  God  for  her  cure,  he  en- 
couraged her  with  much  kind  advice,  and  be- 
stowed his  blessing  upon  her. 

We  went  thence  to  return  thanks  at  our  parish 
church,  where  we  saw  Monsieur  le  Cur6,  and  the 
priest  who  had  lately  been  in  the  habit  of  visit- 
ing her.  To  complefe  the  day's  work  by  a  fur- 
ther act  of  gratitude,  L6ontine  and  her  aunt  went 
on  foot  to  thank  the  Rev.  Mother  Superior  and 
Sisters  of  a  neighboring  religious  community, 
who,  after  the  fatigues  of  teaching  all  day,  had 
spent  several  nights  with  the  sick  girl ;  indeed, 
one  of  these  Sisters  had  agreed  to  watch  by  her 
bedside  that  very  night.  All  who  saw  her  were 
astonished  at  what  had  happened,  and  reverently 
ascribed  it  all  to  the  mercy  of  God. 

The  medical  man  who  had  attended  her  had 
been  so  entirely  convinced  that  her  case  was  be- 
yond the  reach  of  medicine,  that  he  had  ceased 
visiting  her,  excepting  at  rare  intervals.  Great 
was  his  astonishment,  when  he  called,  for  the  first 
time  after  her  cure,  to  find  his  patient  sitting  up, 
having  lost  every  trace  of  pain  in  her  head,  chest, 
and,  above  all,  in  the  region  of  her  heart.  When 
he  had  listened  to  a  minute  account  of  the  cir- 
cumstances of  her  visit  to  Notre  Dame  des  Vic- 
toires, he  joined  with  us  in  giving  glory  to  God, 
and  declared  that  her  cure  was  assuredly  not  in 
the  order  of  nature.  He  added,  that  this  was 
the  second  instance  in  his  personal  experience  of 
a  fact  of  this  kind  having  occurred ;  and  expressed 
his  regret  that  he  had  not  been  informed  of  our 
novena,  as  he  should  have  been  glad  to  have  joined 
us  in  it. 

I  pray  our  merciful  Father  that  this  account  of 
one  of  His  signal  benefits  may  redojjaito  BUs 
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honor  and  glory,  and  may  arouse  some  souls  from 
that  lethargy  which  often  ends  in  death !  Thy 
grace  alone,  O  God,  can  raise  them  from  the  bed  of 
pain,  in  which  they  toss  and  groan  in  a  vain  hope  of 
deliverance ;  and  they  must  ask  this  grace  of  Thee. 
Force,  O  Lord,  from  their  frozen  hearts  this  cry 
of  faith  and  hope :  "  Carry  me  to  our  Lady  of  Vic- 
tories, and  I  shall  return  home  cured !" 

I  have  the  honor,  M.  I'AbbS,  &c.  N . 

"VVe  cannot  conclude  this  touching  narrative 
without  adding  that  the  subject  of  it  has  contin- 
ued in  perfect  health  since  the  day  of  her  cure. 
The  following  lines  were  written  on  the  27th  of 
August : 

"  Ever  since  the  4th  of  August  Lfiontine'a  health 
has  continued  to  improve.  Her  frame  was  always 
delicate,  but  she  can  now  do  things  of  which  she 
was  incapable  before  her  illness.  She  is  entirely 
free  from  pain ;  and  in  spite  of  the  great  distance 
between  her  house  and  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires, 
she  has  already  been  there  three  times  at  the  same 
hour  as  on  the  day  of  her  cure,  in  order  to  receive 
her  Saviour  in  thanksgiving  for  the  miracle  which, 
under  the  auspices  of  our  tender  Mother,  He 
deigned  to  work  in  her  behalf" 


OUE  LADY  OP  THE  CHAINS. 


A  Legend  of  the  rourteentli  Oentnry. 


[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'AppUly.] 
VH. 

A  moment  afterwards  the  sbirri  led  Angelo 
into  court.  His  dejection  was  frightful;  when 
he  came  out  of  his  prison  he  seemed  ready  to 
faint  away  at  every  step,  and  they  were  obliged 
to  support  him. 

Near  the  door  of  the  hall,  a  veiled  lady  had 
placed  herself  in  the  passage,  and  thanks  to  the 
multitude  that  blocked  up  all  the  approaches,  she 
was  able,  without  exciting  remark,  to  stoop  down 
to  his  ear  and  whisper  in  a  low  voice :  "  Courage 
and  discretion !" 

Angelo  trembled  and  raised  his  head,  but  the 
lady  had  turned  away  and  he  did  not  perceive 
her  face.  He  inhaled  with  delight  the  perfume 
which  she  spread  around  his  steps,  and  heaved  a 
sigh.  However,  that  rapid  scene  reanimated  his 
strengtji-;  he  entered  the  hall.  But  there  all  his 
constancy  failed  again !  he  let  himself  fall  on  the 
bench  and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands. 

A  sympathetic  shudder  passed  over  the  whole 
assembly,  and  the  judges  themselves  could  not 


forbear  a  sentiment  of  pity.  Curiosity  was  raised 
to  its  hight ;  on  the  answers  of  this  young  man 
depended  the  fate  of  the  three  brothers ;  for  as 
Robert  had  well  apprehended,  it  was  sufficient 
that  one  should  appear  guilty  to  accomplish  the 
ruin  of  the  two  others. 

"  Recover  yourself,"  said  the  president.  "  We 
compassionate  your  position  most  sincerely.  Your 
age  is  not  capable  of  crime,  and  we  know  that 
if  you  participated  in  the  murder,  it  was  because 
you  did  not  dare  disobey  your  brothers.  Take 
good  courage,  then,  and  reckon  upon  the  indul- 
gence of  the  court.  Is  it  long  since  your  brothers 
resolved  on  the  death  of  Cecilia's  seducer  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know." 

"  When  did  they  speak  to  you  about  it  for  the 

first  time  ?" 

"  Never." 

"  Did  they  bring  you  with  them  without  tell- 
ing you  where  you  were  going  ?" 

"They  did  not  bring  me;  I  went  out  alone 
and  I  passed  through  the  garden  so  as  not  to  be 
perceived." 

"  Used  you  to  go  out  that  way  every  night  ?" 

"  I  could  not  always  do  so." 

"  Was  it  Robert  or  Joseph  who  struck  the  first 
blows  ?" 

"  Neither.  I  swear  to  you  that  it  was  not  we 
who  committed  this  deed." 

"  If  you  wish  the  tribunal  to  be  merciful,  be 
sincere  on  your  part ;  do  not  think  of  denying 
what  your  brothers  have  plainly  confessed." 

"  If  my  brothers  have  confessed  it, — ah,  well !  I 
did  not  know  it.  They  never  caused  me  to  sus- 
pect that  they  entertained  such  a  project." 

"  You  were  seen  with  them  near  the  body." 

"  I  was  passing  ;  the  noise  and  my  own  curiosity 
drew  me  to  the  spot,  but  I  had  no  design  but 
that  of  affording  the  assistance  which  the  cries  of 
the  victim  implored." 

"  This  poniard  is  perhaps  yours  ?" 

"Yes;  I  had  drawn  it  from  its  sheath  as  a 
precaution ;  then,  when  I  heard  the  neighbors,  I 
was  afraid ;  the  poniard  slipped  from  my  hands. 
They  took  me  for  the  murderer — they  threatened 
me ;  I  fled  away." 

"This  story  wants  probability,  even.  What 
had  you  to  fear  if  you  were  innocent  ?  To  fly 
was  to  declare  yourself  guilty." 

"  I  did  not  reflect,  and  I  was  afraid  of  justice." 

"And  how  was  it  that  you  happened  to  be 
there  at  precisely  the  same  time  as  your  brothers  ?" 

"  If  my  brothers  were  there,  I  was  completely 
ignorant  of  it  1  I — oh !  I  can  say  nothing — I  can- 
not, indeed." 
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"  To  this  secret  the  life  of  your  brothers  is  at- 
tached." 

Curiosity  became  so  lively  and  silence  so  pro- 
found at  that  moment,  that  the  noise  of  the  fall- 
ing of  a  rose-leaf  or  a  beetle's  wing  might  have 
been  heard  in  the  hall. 

Angelo  hung  down  his  head  and  said  :  "  Woe 
is  me !     My  mad  passion  will  be  their  ruin." 

"The  tribunal  will  never  believe  that  you 
would  neglect  so  easy  a  means  of  justifying  all  of 
you,  if  it  were  in  your  power." 

"  Holy  Madonna  !  if  it  were  only  my  blood,  I 
would  rush  to  shed  it — " 

"  Do  not  push  delicacy  to  a  crime.  There  is  no 
consideration  in  the  world  that  can  outweigh  the 
execution  of  three  innocent  men." 

"  No !  may  my  brothers  forgive  me !  I  will  not 
tell." 

"  They  did  not  foresee  this  question,  and  did 
not  suggest  an  answer  beforehand  V" 

"  My  brothers  have  suggested  nothing  to  me." 

The  audience  was  then  startled  by  a  voice 
which  came  from  the  tapestry ;  it  spoke  with 
emotion,  and  said  aloud : 

•'  It  is  a  shame  thus  to  torture  the  heart  of  so 
young  a  man !" 

The  assembly  looked  upon  each  other  with  sur- 
prise and  applauded  this  sentiment  in  whispers 
Borbero  struck  his  pike  against  the  pavement. 

"  Who  is  here  so  bold  as  to  interrupt  the  course 
of  justice?" 

The  President  resumed : 

"Your  declarations  contain  several  other  im- 
probabilities. How  could  you  have  approached 
the  victim  without  being  perceived  by  the  neigh- 
bors, who  ran  up  to  the  spot  ? 

"Some  time  passed  before  they  opened  their 
windows.  They  did  not  come  down  until  after 
they  were  certain  of  their  numbers." 

"The  Count's  servant,  who  had  not  left  his 
master,  saw  you  come." 

"  What  servant  ?  -  The  corpse  was  alone,  and  if 
there  were  a  servant,  he  had  fled." 

"On  your  return,  did  not  your  brothers  re- 
proach you  with  remaining  so  long  near  your  vic- 
tim? Did  they  not  say  that  your  imprudence 
would  betray  them  ?" 

"  Joseph  did  indeed  reproach  me  with  dissi- 
pation. He  had  no  fear  of  being  betrayed.  We 
did  not  expect  that  we  should  be  accused." 

"  The  tribunal  has  remarked  with  regret  the 
method  of  defense  you  have  chosen.  Instead  of 
giving  the  naked  truth,  you  have  studied  to  en- 
velop it    in   darkness  and    mystery.     Sincerity 


would  perhaps  have  disarmed  the  severity  of  the 
laws ;  but  since  you  endeavor  to  embarrass  our 
discernment,  we  shall  be  obliged  to  seek  by  the 
cruelties  of  torture  the  revelations  which  you  will 
not  give  us  freely.  Think  of  that,  Angelo.  The 
most  robust  men  cannot  always  withstand  these 
tortures ;  and  if  you  survive,  your  limbs  will  re- 
main crippled.  Is  it  not  better,  by  a  voluntary  sin- 
cerity, to  avoid  sufferings  which  it  is  always  pain- 
ful to  us  to  order  ?" 

"I  cannot  be  guilty  of  lies  against  myself,"  re- 
plied the  young  man,  shedding  tears. 

The  magistrates  were  leaving  their  scats  to  de- 
liberate, when  their  attention  was  attracted  by 
an  unexpected  scene,  which  moved  all  the  as- 
sembled throng. 

A  lady  in  mourning  rushed  through  the  crowd, 
which  made  way  for  her  as  she  advanced  to 
the  foot  of  the  tribunal.  She  lifted  her  veil,  and 
the  judges  arose  with  respect  as  they  recognized 
the  widow  of  the  assassinated  minister.  When 
she  tried  to  speak,  whether  it  was  through  grief 
or  compassion,  her  voice  was  choked  with  sobs 
and  she  could  not  pronounce  a  syllable. 

"  Yes,  noble  lady,"  said  the  President  to  her, 
"  we  understand  your  affliction,  but  have  patience  : 
the  lord  count  shall  be  avenged."  "I  came,"  she 
answered,  "to  beseech  your  lordships  to  stop  the 
prosecution.  If  the  merchants  are  not  guilty, 
and  I  believe  this,  their  punishment  will  not  re- 
store to  me  the  husband  I  lament,  and  will  do  no 
more  than  add  to  my  affliction  the  remorse  of 
having  caused  the  innocent  to  perish." 

"The  tribunal  will  have  a  regard  for  your 
wishes,  Madame,  but  we  are  the  ministers  of  the 
law,  and  it  is  important  that  the  truth  should  be 
discovered."  * 

The  widow  retired,  and  a  few  instants  after- 
wards, the  judges  again  took  their  seats  and  the 
President  read  in  a  firm  voice  the  order  which 
condemned  the  Zibelli  to  undergo  the  torture. 

They  had  been  brought  back  to  the  bar ;  Jo- 
seph remained  unmoved ;  a  bitter  smile  played 
upon  the  features  of  Robert.  When  Angelo  was 
heard  to  sob,  tears  of  pity  dropped  from  every 
eye.     The  widowed  countess  fainted  away. 

[to   BB  CONTtNUBD.] 


The  first  form  of  the  Ave  Maria  had  gone  to 
press  before  we  perceived  that  on  page  253  we 
had  inadvertently  credited  to  Mr.  Cummiskey  the 
excellent  Month  of  St.  Joseph,  which  has  been  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Ct:NNiNGn.\M,  of  Philadelphia,  to 
whom  we  should,  and  hereby  do,  offer  our  thanks 
for  this  tribute  to  our  holy  Patron. 
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Religious  Pbofessioxb  and  Receptions. — 
February  24th,  at  the  Convent  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  Louisville,  Ky.,  Miss  Maggie  Bishop, 
in  religion  Sister  Mary  Loretto,  made  her  solemn 
vows  at  the  hands  of  Very  Rev.  B.  J.  Spalding. 

On  the  20th  of  March,  the  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop Kenrick  gave  the  religious  habit  of  Saint 
Joseph,  at  Saint  Joseph's  Convent,  Carondelet, 
Mo.,  to  Miss  Bridget  Leddy,  who  received  the 
name  of  Sister  Mary  Pancratia;  Miss  Mary 
O'Neill,  (Sister  Mary  De  Britto ;)  Miss  Bridget 
Nolan,  (Sister  Mary  Maurice  ;)  Miss  B.  McGrath, 
(Sister  Mary  Candida;)  Miss  Margaret  Naville, 
(Sister  M.  Sebastiana ;)  Miss  Ellen  Kenedy, 
(Sister  M.  Alphonsina;)  Miss  Mary  McCoy, 
(Sister  Mary  Albertine;)  Miss  Ellen  O'Neill, 
(Sister  M.  Paul  of  the  Cross;)  Miss  Amelia 
Stedingk,  (Sister  M.  Euginia;)  Miss  Mary  Dans- 
berger,  (Sister  M.  Camilla;)  Miss  M.  Wallace, 
(Sister  Mary  Henrietta ;)  Miss  B.  Willey,  (Sister 
Mary  Adriana.) 

The  following  made  their  final  vows:  Sister 
Mary  of  Mount  Carmel,  Miss  Rose  Kevenny; 
Sister  Mary  of  the  Annunciation,  Miss  Mary 
O'Donnel ;  Sister  Innocencia,  Miss  C.  Reilly ; 
Sister  Mary  Euphrasia,  Miss  A.  Gaflfeney. — SaiM 
Louis  Guardian. 

March  19th,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Wood  gave 
the  religious  habit  at  the  Convent  of  Mount  St. 
Joseph,  Chestnut  Hill,  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  to  Miss 
E.  Bums,  in  religion  Sister  Mary  Berchmann; 
Miss  A.  Brennan,  (Sister  Saint  Louis;)  Miss  J, 
Glackin,  (Sister  Fredrica;)  Miss  K  McDonald, 
(Sister  Mary  Ursula ;)  Miss  K  Mullen,  (Sister  M. 
Blanche ;)  Miss  Mary  Pominici,  (Sister  Macaria ;) 
Miss  M.  Temey,  (Sister  Mary  Columba ;)  Miss  M. 
Lyon,  (Sister  Mary  Macrina ;)  Miss  B.  Gallagher, 
(Sister  M.  Raymond.). — Philada.  Universe. 

In  the  Church  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Notre 
Dame,  Ind.,  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Joseph,  19th  of 
March,  Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin,  Provincial  of  the  Or- 
der of  Holy  Cross,  gave  the  Religious  habit  of 
the  Brothers  of  Holy  Cross  to  the  following  per- 
sons ;  M.  Malone,  in  religion  Brother  Cyril ;  M. 
Kavanagh,  Brother  Raphael ;  Bernard  Thiemann, 
Brother  Ignatius ;  J.  Bemens,  Brother  Hilarion ; 
J.  Duflfy,  Brother  Claude ;  M.  Coridon,  Brother 
Colmnban;  R.  Sergeant,  Brother  Wilfrid;  Fr. 
Poignat,  Brother  Francis  de  Paul;  Th.  Fagan, 
Brother  Thomas  of  Aquin ;  R.  Conway,  Brother 
John  Climacus  ;  J.  Kelly,  Brother  Malachy. 


At  the  same  time  Brother  Thomas,  (N.  P.  Har- 
kins;)  and  Brother  Paulinas,  (M.  H.  Owens,) 
made  their  religious  profession. 

March  25th,  Miss  Mary  Callahan  received  the 
black  veil  in  the  Order  of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy, 
at  Nashville,  Tenn. — Cin.  Telegraph. 

At  the  Jesuit  Father's,  Quebec,  the  Right  Rev. 
C.  F.  Baillargeon,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Cloa,  Admin- 
istrator of  Quebec,  gave  the  clerical  tonsure  to 
the  following  scholastics:  Samuel  H.  Frisbee; 
Patrick  Halpin ;  Joseph  M.  Jerge  ;  William  O'B. 
Pardow  ;  John  B.  Pendergrast ;  David  Plante ; 
Francis  Smith  and  Adrian  Turgeou. 

Obituaries. — Died,  on  the  twentieth  of  March, 
in  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  Rev.  Maurice  McGrath. — 
San  Francisco  Monitor. 

Died,  March  1 8th,  at  Monte  Maria,  Richmond, 
Va.,  Mother  Juliana,  in  the  73rd  year  of  her  age, 
and  the  55th  of  |her  religious  profession, — Balti- 
more Mirror. 

Died,  on  the  2nd  of  March,  at  the  Convent  of 
Mercy,  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  Sister  Joseph,  in  the  23rd 
year  of  her  age  and  the  sixth  of  her  religious  pro- 
fession.    May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen. 

Donations  for  the  Pope — Colleges,  Schools 
AND  Academies. — In  response  to  his  Card,  the 
Archbishop  has  received  various  contributions  for 
the  Pope.  Besides  the  hundred  dollars  in  gold 
already  acknowledged,  and  various  other  smaller 
contributions,  one  gentleman  has  oflTered  five  hun- 
dred dollars  in  gold,  and  another  one  thousand  in 
currency.  If  these  good  examples  be  followed  by 
others  who  are  blessed  with  this  world's  goods, 
the  Archbishop  will  have  the  great  satisfaction  to 
make  in  person  to  the  Pontiff  an  oflFering  not  un- 
worthy the  venerable  See  of  Baltimore.  The 
German  Catholics  have  already  signalized  their 
zeal  and  generosity  in  this  respect.  Besides 
nearly  eight  thousand  dollars  in  currency,  the 
equivalent  of  which  they  have  lately  sent  to  the 
Holy  Father,  through  the  Redemptorist  Fathers, 
the  sum  of  one  hundred  and  forty  dollars  in  cur- 
rency from  the  German  Catholics  of  Evansville, 
Indiana,  has  been  handed  by  them  to  the  Arch- 
bishop, through  the  editor  of  the  excellent  Ger- 
man Catholic  paper  of  Baltimore,  who  has  exerted 
himself  nobly  and  successfully  in  behalf  of  the 
Pope. 

The  community  and  students  of  St.  Charles' 
College  have  sent  in  their  contribution  of  ninety- 
six  dollars  and  twenty-five  cents.  If  all  the  col- 
leges, schools,  and  female  communities  and  acad- 
emies of  the  Archdiocese,  would  imitate  this  good 
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example,  a  very  considerable  sum  might  be  re- 
alized ;  and  such  an  oflFering  coming  from  the 
young  and  innocent  would  be  peculiarly  accept- 
able to  the  Holy  Father,  who  is  much  devoted  to 
children  as  the  chief  hope  of  the  Church  in  the 
future.  We  hope  this  idea  will  be  promptly  and 
cheerfully  acted  upon  in  all  our  institutions.  No 
matter  how  small  the  amount  contributed  by 
each,  it  will  aid  in  swelling  the  sum  total,  and 
will,  moreover,  bring  down  a  blessing  upon  the 
donors.  All  sums  so  collected  should  be  sent  to 
the  Chancellor  of  the  Archdiocese  before  Easter 
Monday  next.  The  Archbishop  will  take  care  to 
bring  back  the  special  blessing  of  the  Holy  Fa- 
ther on  all  contributors  and  their  communities  or 
families. — Catholic  Mirror. 

A  Female  Defender  of  Pros  IX. — The  chap- 
lain of  the  Antibes  Legion  received  and  publicly 
read  a  letter,  which  we  here  publish  for  the  glory 
of  the  Church,  the  honor  of  the  person  who  wrote 
it,  and  the  benefit  of  those  souls  whom  noble  sen- 
timents always  edify: 

"Lyons,  January  14, 1867. 

"MoNSEiGNEUR: — I  regret  exceedingly  not  to 
be  able  to  serve  the  holy  cause  in  the  heroic  Pon- 
tifical army.  Alas !  such  an  honor  cannot  be  for 
me,  since  I  am  a  young  maid.  However,  God  in 
His  goodness,  does  not  wish  my  ardent  desire  to 
be  altogether  sterile.  He  has  granted  me  the  grace 
of  saving  the  amount  necessary  for  the  support  of 
a  soldier.  I  send  it  to  you,  Monseigneur,  and  en- 
treat you  to  get  me  a  substitute  To  a  bank  note 
of  500  francs,  enclosed  in  my  letter,  I  add  a  scap- 
ular for  the  soldier  who  will  take  my  place.  It 
has  been  blessed  at  Notre  Dame  of  Fourviere,  and 
made  out  of  the  coat  of  a  general  who  was  both 
a  saint  and  a  hero.  If  my  substitute  has  the  hap- 
piness of  dying  under  the  Pontifical  flag,  I  request 
to  be  informed  of  it,  because  I  will  consider  my- 
self obliged  to  pray  for  the  repose  of  his  soul,  as 
he  shall  have  died  in  my  place.  May  my  modest 
gift  arrive  in  time,  and  my  desire  be  fulfilled ! 
Deign,  Monseigneur,  to  let  me  know  it,  if  possi- 
ble. I  have  promised  something  to  the  God  of 
Armies,  should  He  grant  me  this  favor. 

"  Please  to  accept,  etc.  A.  G." 

The  Holy  Father  and  all  the  persons  who  heard 
of  the  generosity  of  this  young  Lyonese  female, 
were  deeply  affected.  His  Holiness  gave  orders 
that  her  wishes  should  be  executed,  and  sent  her 
his  paternal  blessing.  Such  a  noble  deed  has 
already  produced  good  results;  it  has  been  imi- 
tated by  several. — Mirror 


Received:  Le  Journal deV Instruction pvhlique; 
Montreal :  Fevrier  &  Mars,  1867.  As  usual,  re- 
plete with  interesting  and  well  digested  matters. 
We  notice,  especially,  the  first  article,  which  ex- 
presses our  own  views  on  the  "  Passe  present  et 
avenir  dela  Langue  Francaise  au  Canada,  par  M. 
E.  Blain  de  St.  Aubin"  as  also  the  description  of 
the  grand  tableau  which  Mr.  Bourassa  is  prepar- 
ing for  the  Universal  Exposition  in  Paris.  The 
subject  is  the  Apotheosis  of  Columbus.  The  con- 
ception is  as  rich  as  it  is  original,  and  if  the 
artist  is  equal  to  himself  in  the  execution,  we  con- 
gratulate him  and  predict  no  ordinary  admira- 
tion of  his  talent,  even  in  Paris.  Thus  far  we 
have  heard  of  nothing  equal  to  Mr.  Bourassa's 
production,  sent  or  to  be  sent  from  this  side  of 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Exposition. 

The  Month  of  Saint  Joseph,  published  by  Eugene 
Cummisky,  Philadelphia,  is  an  admirable  little 
book,  well  gotten  up,  and  for  which  the  publisher 
deserves  much  praise,  but  we  would  wish  to  find 
more  care  bestowed  in  revising  the  translation ; 
although  generally  grammatical,  the  style  re- 
minds us,  at  every  page,  of  its  having  been  orig- 
inally written  in  another  idiom. 

The  Love  of  Religious  Perfection  ;  by  Father  Jo- 
seph Bayma,  S.  J. ;  published  by  J.  Murphy :  Balti- 
more. This  is  a  most  excellent  work,  well  calcu- 
lated to  awaken  and  perfect  what  is  expressed  in 
its  title.  Although  it  is  evidently  written  for 
Religious,  it  is  suitable  to  be  placed  in  the 
hands  of  every  fervent  soul.  After  the  best  treat- 
ises on  Religious  Perfection,  we  know  of  no  recent 
publication  we  would  recommend  more  unhesita- 
tingly to  religious  communities. 

The  Life  of  Saint  Dominic  ;  by  P.  O'Shea :  New 
York.  Mr.  O'Shea  deserves  special  thanks  and 
encouragement  for  this  new  and  precious  publi- 
cation.   We  consider  it  too  important  to  pass  it 

with  a  cursory  notice ;  we  must  return  to  it  again. 

<■ 

A  Good  Collection. — On  last  Sunday  a  col- 
lection was  taken  up  in  Holy  Trinity  Church,  on 
Fifth  street,  for  the  Pontifical  Loan,  which 
brought  nearly  $1,600,  and  will,  very  likely,  be 
increased  to  $3,000. 

Holy  Trinity  is  the  oldest  Catholic  congrega- 
tion of  Cincinnati,  having  been  established  in 
1835.  Rev.  Hengehold  and  Boering  are  the  zeal- 
ous pastors  of  this  excellent  congregation. 

Collections  for  the  same  purpose,  it  is  under- 
stood, will  be  taken  up  in  nearly  all  the  congre- 
gations of  the  Archdiocese,  and  we  sincerely  hope 
that  they  will  try  and  imitate,  as  much  as  is  in 
their  power,  the  example  of  Holy  Trinity. — Tel. 
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OHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 
"THEOLA;"  A  TALE  OF  EAELY  TIMES. 

BY  MAEIAPHIliOS. 
[CONTINTJED.] 

And  why  had  Irenseus  spoken  so  long  ?  The 
boy,  who  served,  had  mistaken  the  purport  of  the 
intelligence  confided  to  him. 

Thecla,  in  an  agony  of  fear  for  the  safety  of 
Irenseus,  passed  with  the  rest  through  the  door. 

"  Come,  holy  father,  —  escape,  quick  !"  cried 
Manlius,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  arm  of  Irenseus. 

"  No,  no,  child,  my  hour  is  come.  Here,  take 
these  sacred  vessels  and  give  them  to  the  priest, 
Faventius. " 

The  soldiers  without  called  loudly  for  admit- 
tance. 

"Yes,  yes;  I  hear  ye  panting  for  your  prey'" 
said  Irenseus  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  divested  him- 
self of  his  alb. 

"  Come,  now,  father,  this  way, My  God,  we 

are  late !" 

The  door  was  burst  open. 

"A  light! — a  light! — or  the  old  fox  will 
escape !" 

The  click  of  a  dark  lantern  was  heard,  and  the 
reddish  glare  of  light,  which  it  threw  around,  dis- 
closed the  prostrate  form  of  Irenseus. 

Manlius  had  sprung  through  the  door  as  the 
satellites  entered  the  room.  He  thought  the  holy 
bishop  was  with  him;  he  turned  around,  had 
barely  time  to  see  the  old  man  lying  on  the  floor, 
when  the  light  almost  betrayed  himself  to  the 
human  tigers. 

With  a  prayer  for  the  saintly  bishop,  he  dashed 
down  a  narrow  alley  that  led  to  a  back  street, 
and  soon  disappeared. 

Crossing  to  a  dark  side  of  the  main  thorough- 
fare of  the  city,  Manlius  concealed  himself,  in 
order  to  see  what  had  been  done,  or  was  about  to 
be  done,  with  the  bishop. 

Soon  loud  outcries  resounded  on  all  sides; 
oaths  and  execrations  were  mingled  with  scornful 
laughter.  The  mob  turned  a  corner,  and  as  they 
passed  on,  Manlius  saw  an  old  man,  bleeding  and 
covered  with  mud.  His  white  hair  floated  in  the 
breeze,  and  his  garments  were  torn.  The  form 
he  could  not  recognize ;  but  the  face,  oh,  yes ! — 
the  sweetness  and  resignation  of  that  face  could 
not  be  mistaken. — It  was  Irenseus. 


And  by  the  side  of  the  captive  crept  along  a 
crouching,  stealthy  figure. — It  was  Raucus. 

And  the  captive  Irenseus,  and  the  persecutor 
Raucus  represented  the  Church  and  the  World  in 
all  ages. 

CHAPTER  V. 

The  Lady  Thecla  was  sitting  in  her  apartment 
once  more ;  her  little  Angelicus  playing  at  her 
feet.  She  was  pale,  and  the  tears  were  coursing 
down  her  cheeks.  And  no  wonder  she  should 
weep,  for  on  that  day  the  blessed  Irenseus  had 
passed — through  the  martyr's  torture  and  agony 
and  desolation, — to  his  fadeless  palm.  Quietly 
and  uncomplainingly  he  had  gone  to  his  death — 
his  last  word  a  prayer  for  his  persecutors.  But 
with  her  grief  there  was  mingled  that  consolation 
that  deprives  sorrow  of  half  its  bitterness — the 
thought  that  the  unutterable  joys  of  heaven  had 
succeeded  the  pains  of  earth.  Then,  as  she  con- 
tinued to  recall  the  many  beautiful  lessons  of 
resignation  and  love  that  the  blessed  martyr  had 
taught  her,  she  suddenly  remembered  his  predic- 
tion, and  a  great  sadness  fell  upon  her.  She  thought 
of  the  little  one  at  her  feet,  and  a  sigh  arose  from 
the  inmost  depths  of  her  maternal  heart.  She 
thought  of  the  noble-minded  companion  of  her 
life,  and  she  felt  herself  very  weak  and  diflBdent 
That  her  great  trial  would  come,  sooner  or  later, 
she  well  knew.  Was  she  afraid  of  the  ordeal  ? 
She  prayed  for  grace,  yet  she  was  not  afraid ; — 
she  was  but  a  loving  wife  and  mother,  and  nature 
complained. 

Her  little  boy  was  now  asleep,  his  curly  head 
resting  lovingly  upon  her  breast ;  the  shades  of 
evening  grew  deeper  and  deeper,  and,  in  a  while, 
the  quiet,  solemn  stars  began  to  twinkle  out  from 
the  still  heavens.  She  gazed  at  them,  and  her 
thoughts  took  another  channel.  The  holy  bishop 
was  far,  far  beyond  the  myriad  orbs  that  looked 
down  like  angel  eyes  upon  the  poor,  sin-stricken 
earth.  He  was  now  amid  the  harmonies  tor  which 
even  a  St.  Paul  could  find  no  expression.  He 
had  endured  the  pang,  and  eternal  bliss  was  his. 
And  as  she  looked,  she  fancied  the  grand,  old 
face  was  looking  out  from  the  upper  gloom  upon 
her  and  her  child,  and  the  thought  filled  her 
with  a  pleasure  that  had  more  of  heaven  than 
earth  in  it. 

Her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  yet  the  emotion 
was  rather  one  of  sweetness  than  grief  For,  oh  ! 
she  had  that  source  of  comfort  which  few,  alas! 
possesa  She  could  look  to  the  past  aud  no  dread 
shapes  aud  monstrous  forms  of  mortal  sin  arose 
from  its  gloom  to  upbraid  and  sting  her;  and 
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only  such  as  she  can  ever  feel  that  exquisite  sense 
of  divine  things  which  makes  of  earth  a  heaven — 
that  makes  confidence  in  God  a  reality  and  not  an 
abstraction. 

She  commenced  to  sing  in  a  low,  subdued,  yet 
entrancingly  sweet  voice,  a  little  hymn  to  Mary — 
the  Ave  Maris  Stella  of  her  age.  A  deep  sense  of 
devotion  made  the  hymn  what  every  hymn  should 
be, — a  prayer,  subjectively  felt,  and  her  soul  went 
out  in  sweet  melody. 

Oh,  Mary,  Mother !  the  sinner,  when  a  sense  of 
his  miseries  holds  him  back  from  rushing  to  the 
feet  of  Jesus,  can  always  approach  thee  !  There 
is  not  one  sorrow  or  weakness  of  the  human  heart, 
for  which  thou  hast  not  sympathy.  We  call  thee 
Mother  and  that  beautiful  name  makes  us  bold. 
No  matter  how  far  we  may  have  wandered  from 
virtue,  there  is  a  something  in  Thy  sweet  name 
which  pierces  the  darkness  of  the  human  mind 
and  fills  our  souls  with  mysterious  comolation, — 
Oh  Mary !  not  until  the  last  day  can  we  under- 
stand thy  blessed  agency  in  the  salvation  of 
mankind ! 

Something  like  this  was  passing  through  the 
Lady  Thecla's  mind,  as  she  sat  there  in.  silence 
and  alone.  But  now  we  must  approach  a  subject 
that  we  would  wish  to  pass  over,  were  it  not 
necessary  for  the  explanation  of  our  little  tale. 

"  I  tell  thee,  Claudius,  she  is  a  Christian  ;  and 
moreover,  I  suspect  that  her  husband  is  one  too." 

The  harsh  tones  could  not  be  mistaken. — It  was 
our  old  acquaintance  Raucus  who  spoke.  It  was 
in  a  small  room,  off  the  public  baths,  that  they 
held  their  conversation. 

"But  the  proof,  Raucus,  the  proof!  Mehercule! 
it  will  not  do  to  impeach  the  wife  of  a  Captain, 
without  convincing  proof,"  said  the  person  ad- 
dressed as  Claudius.  He  was  a  stout,  low-sized, 
brutal  looking  man. 

"  Proof — proof! — always  the  cry,"  answered 
Raucus.  "  Is  it  not  enough  that  I  saw  her  adoring 
the  ass's  head,  and  drinking  the  blood  of  a  new- 
born infant  when  we  captured  their  leader?  I  tell 
thee,  Claudius,  I  saw  the  whole  thing  myself,  and 
heard  the  fellow,  Irenseus,  speak  treason  of  the 
blackest  dye.  And  I  tell  thee  moreover, — although 
I  am  not  certain — that  her  husband,  Maulius,  was 
there,  too.  At  least  there  was  a  person  beside 
her,  whose  figure  was  very  like  that  of  that  over- 
bearing wretch.  He  may  not  be  a  Christian,  but 
thou  hast  heard,  I  suppose,  how  he  ill-treated  the 
Lieutenant  Abacus,  yesterday  ?" 

"  I  have  not,"  answered  Claudius. 


"  Why,  Abacus,  who  is  a  friend  of  mine,  charged 
Manlius  with  being  one  of  the  hateful  sect.  Now, 
what  think  you,  good  Claudius,  was  his  answer? 
A  soft  word,  say  you  ?  No  such  thing.  He  took 
the  Lieutenant  in  his  arms — (you  know  he  is  a 
beaat  for  strength)  —  and,  carrying  him  to  the 
pump  in  the  yard,  ordered  one  of  the  legionaries 
to  deluge  the  poor  gentleman,  until  he  was  almost 
senseless  with  water  and  rage," 

"  And  what  followed  ?"  asked  Claudius. 

"  Why,  what  could  follow  ?  It  would  not  be 
safe  to  challenge  the  best  swordsman  in  the  army 
to  mutual  combat,  so  poor  Abacus  was  compelled 
to  suppress  his  wrath  and  wait  for  more  favorable 
times." 

The  conversation  ceased  for  a  few  minutes.  At 
length  Claudius  said : 

"  Well,  what  dost  thou  intend  to  do  ?  If  she 
be  a  Christian,  it  is  right  that  she  should  suffer 
the  penalty.  But,  truly,  friend  Raucus,  your 
story  about  her  husband  hath  taken  from  me  all 
stomach  for  the  business.  If  he  should  come 
across  us  he  might  treat  us  to  something  more 
objectionable  than  the  pump.     Ha,  ha !" 

"  Do  not  fear,  Claudius,  even  Tie  cannot  despise 
the  Emperor's  mandate.  Thou  knowest  I  am 
deputy  agent  in  this  matter,  and,  after  the  Pre- 
fect, no  one  hath  authority  to  thwart  me.  I 
shall  demand  a  company  of  soldiers  this  night, 
and  enter  his  house.  Then  I  shall  see  who  is 
master." 

"Thou  sayest  he  is  rich,"  put  in  Claudius 
musingly. 

"  As  Croesus,"  responded  Raucus. 

"  And  if  I  assist  thee,  shall  I  have  a  share  ?" 

asked  he. 

"Undoubtedly;   and  a  good  one,  too;   for  it 

will  give  publicity  to  our  seizure  if  one  of  the 

Claudii  be  with  us." 

Claudius  belonged  to  to  a  noble  Roman  family. 
He  was  a  cadet  and  a  scapegrace,  and  had  found 
his  way  to  Lyons  sometime  before  in  hopes  of 
bettering  his  fortune.  The  persecution  was  a 
windfall  of  which  he  did  not  hesitate  to  avail 
himself. 

Finally  it  was  decided  that  at  midnight  the 

entrance  to  the  mansion  of  Manlius  should  be 

made. 
Let  us  return  once  more  to  the  home  of  Lady 

Thecla. 

**♦♦*♦ 
"  But,  dear  Manlius,  you  should  have  restrained 
yourself.     He  will   be  your  bitter  enemy  here- 
after.    Indeed,  I  am  sorry,"  the  Lady  Thecla 
sighed. 
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"  Why,  Thecla,  woman,  would  you  have  me  to 
be  bearded  by  that  impertinent  moon-calf  ?  The 
varlet  wanted  a  cooling,  so  you  should  commend 
me  for  my  charity." 

Thecla  smiled  and  made  no  reply,  for  indeed 
she  could  not,  in  her  heart,  disapprove  of  the 
lesson  Manlius  had  given  Abacus. 

"Thecla,"  said  Maulius  at  length,  standing  up 
and  buckling  on  his  sword-belt,  I  am  on  guard 
as  officer  to-night  on  the  northern  tower.  You 
need  not  wait  up  for  me,  as  I  shall  be  away  late. 
Tell  Priscilla  to  leave  the  light  burning  in  the 
hall  before  she  retires." 

"Why,  Manlius,  it  is  strange.  You  were 
never  sent  on  that  duty  before.  I  thought  it 
was  the  decurion's  business,  and  not  the  captain's." 
Lady  Thecla  seemed  anxious. 

"Well,  indeed,  Thecla,  to  tell  the  truth  it 
struck  Tne  as  rather  odd,  too.  I  attempted  to  re- 
monstrate with  the  commandant,  but  he  told  me 
that  the  troubled  state  of  affairs  owing  to  the 
machinations  of  those  Christians  made  it  neces- 
sary that  the  most  reliable  officers  should  be  de- 
tailed for  night  duty.  You  may  imagine  what 
difficulty  I  had  to  restrain  my  indignation  when 
I  heard  such  an  infamous  calumny  hinted  at." 

"  Dear  Manlius,  take  care  of  your  impetuous 
temper.  You  may  betray  yourself,  and  place 
yourself  in  the  power  of  your  enemies.  Do  be 
prudent." 

" Tut,  woman,  I'll  be  careful,  never  fear;  and 
if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  I  shall  be  able  to 
take  care  of  myself.  Good  bye."  So  saying,  the 
brave  soldier  passed  from  the  room. 

"  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother  protect  you,  my 
husband,"  breathed  Thecla,  as  Manlius'  step 
passed  up  the  street. 

The  lady  determined  to  set  up  until  his  return. 
A  presentiment  of  some  coming  danger  had  filled 
her  mind  all  day.  For  the  first  time  for-  many  a 
year  she  felt  terrified  at  being  left  alone.  She 
was  about  to  summon  one  of  her  maids,  but  hesi- 
tated for  fear  her  weakness  might  be  suspected. 
She  prayed  fervently,  and  in  prayer  she  found 
relief. 

At  length  she  fell  into  a  doze.  It  was  past 
midnight  when  a  frightful  ilream  awoke  her. 
She  looked  about  her  in  terror,  and  was  about  to 
reassure  herself  when  the  front  door  flew  violent- 
ly open,  and  a  foot  came  rapidly  along  the  hall. 
The  lady  sprang  to  her  feet  and  clasped  her 
hands,  while  a  silent  appeal  to  Heaven  passed 
her  liptf. 

A  young  girl,  her  hair  dishevelled  and  face  as 


pale  as  death,  burst  into  the  apartment.     It  was 
Clara,  her  god  daughter,  her  cousin's  child. 

"  Fly,  fly,  Thecla !"  was  all  the  girl  could  say, 
so  exhausted  did  she  seem  from  her  long  run. 

"What?  who?"  cried  the  bewildered  lady 
incoherently. 

"  Oh,  dear,  dear  Thecla,  they  are  coming  to 
take  you !     Quick,  fly!" 

"  Who  is  coming  ?"  asked  the  terrified  lady,  as 
they  fled  along  the  hall. 

"  Raucus  and  a  lot  of  soldiers.  Dear  Thecla,  do 
not  wait  a  moment;  I  will  tell  you  all  afterwards." 

"I  must  go  for  my  child,  Clara,"  whispered 
the  lady,  whose  firmness  had  returned  when  the 
danger  was  known. 

The  Lady  Thecla  soon  returned  with  the  un- 
conscious child  in  her  arms.  She  carried  him  as 
if  he  were  but  a  month  old,  for  all  the  holy  in- 
stincts of  the  Mother  were  aroused.  They  warn- 
ed the  servants,  who  were  soon  weeping  and  la- 
menting throughout  the  house.  The  lady  did 
not  r.^ijet  to  oolkct  all  the  most  valuable  jewelry 
before  she  left. 

"  God's  poor  will  require  them,  mayhap,  be- 
f)!•l!tlll.-^  liit.ger  passes  away,"  she  said  as  she 
passed  out  of  the  back  door,  followed  by  two  or 
three  of  her  most  trusty  attendants,  and  as  she 
fled,  she  heard  the  shouts  of  the  soldiery  as  they 
burst  like  a  pack  of  wolves  into  her  late  happy 
home. 

[to  be  contintied.] 


Saint  Eose  of  Lima. 

Saint  Rose  of  Lima,  animated  from  her  very 
infancy  with  a  most  tender  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  spent  the  greater  part  of  the 
day  in  gazing  upon  the  image  of  her  heavenly 
Mother,  invoking  her,  conversing  with  her,  adorn- 
ing her  altar,  and  taking  extreme  care  to  keep 
her  sanctuary  very  neat.  The  Saint  cultivated 
with  great  care  a  little  garden  in  which  she  had 
all  the  most  beautiful  flowers  of  her  country; 
and  as  she  was  permitted  by  her  parents  to  do  as 
she  pleased  with  them,  she  made  a  bouquet  every 
Saturday  of  the  year  and  placed  it  at  the  feet  of 
a  miraculous  statue  in  the  chapel  of  the  Rosary. 
Every  one  was  astonished  as  they  remarked  that 
little  Rose's  garden  was  never  wanting  for  flow- 
ers, there  was  always  plenty  in  it  even  during  the 
hottest  time  of  summer.  "  If  I  were  rich,"  Rose 
used  to  say,  "  I  would  like  to  ofiier  to  my  Blessed 
Mother  a  golden  crown  ornamented  with  precious 
stones,  but  as  I  am  only  a  poor  little  girl  I  can 
only  give  her  my  flowers." 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE  MOST   REV.   ARCHBISHOP   SPALDING. 

XI. — The  Salve  Regina. 

More  than  a  third  of  a  century  ago,  near  the 
midsummer  of  1830,  we  were  walking  at  evening 
on  the  beautiful  Alemeda  of  Cadiz  in  Spain,  in- 
haling the  refreshing  breeze  which  blew  from  the 
ocean.  The  walks  of  that  favorite  resort  were 
crowded  with  promenaders,  all  enjoying  them- 
selves with  that  quiet  and  orderly  sobriety  of 
hilarity  wliich  are  so  characteristic  of  the  Spanish 
people.  The  view  seaward  was  most  beautiful, 
verging  on  the  sublime.  Looking  over  the  para- 
pet of  the  high  and  broad  sea-wall  bristling  with 
cannon,  you  saw  the  bay  gradually  widening  into 
a  boundless  expanse  of  waters,  while  the  breeze 
from  the  southwest  caused  the  distant  breakers 
to  roll  in  foamy  billows  over  the  rocks,  in  the 
form  of  a  semicircle.  Their  subdued  roar  en- 
hanced the  solemn  stillness  of  the  scene  on  the 
Alemeda. 

We  gradually  passed  into  a  state  of  pleasing, 
half  sleepy  reverie,  in  which  we  were  thinking  of 
the  beauty  of  God's  works  on  the  land,  and  the  sub- 
lime evidences  of  His  power  on  the  ocean  ;  when 
we  were  suddenly  aroused  by  the  deep  tolling  of 
church  bells  not  far  distant.  Our  companion  in- 
formed us  that  it  was  the  signal  for  the  solemn 
evening  chant  of  the  Salve  Regina  in  the 
Church  of  the  Carmelites,  and  that  it  was  music 
which  always  fell  most  agreeably  and  attractive- 
ly on  the  ears  of  the  citizens. 

We  lost  no  time  in  hastening  to  the  spot ;  and 
it  was  well  we  were  so  prompt,  for  the  church 
was  already  crowded,  and  we  were  barely  able  to 
effect  our  entrance  through  the  serried  throng. 
After  a  few  moments  of  anxious  expectancy,  there 
came  a  silence  deep  as  that  of  the  grave.  Tlie 
Anthem  was  entoned  by  the  deep  and  musical 


voices  of  the  monks,  and  it  was  chanted  in  four 
parts,  without  instrumental  accompaniment,  by 
voices  which  thrilled  you  by  their  deep  tones  and 
fervent  earnestness.  The  grave  and  solemn  mu- 
sic corresponded  well  with  the  serious,  moving, 
and  tender  words  of  that  most  impressive  Prose- 
poem  to  the  Virgin.  Never  before  had  we  more 
vividly  felt  the  truth  of  a  remark  which  we  had 
often  heard,  that,  after  all,  the  human  voice  is  the 
master-instrument  of  music,  because  fashioned  by 
God  Himself.  That  throng  of  fervent  worship- 
ers, on  bended  knee  and  in  hushed  silence,  entered 
fully  into  the  spirit  of  the  chant,  and  appeared 
to  follow,  knowingly  and  earnestly,  every  phrase 
of  the  touching  Anthem,  which  became  more  and 
more  pathetic  as  it  approached  the  conclusion. 
We  have  heard  it  sung  since  that  time,  particu- 
larly in  the  churches  of  the  Trappists,  who  claim 
it  as  peculiarly  their  own,  from  the  fact  that  it  was 
a  great  favorite  of  Saint  Bernard,  their  illustrious 
founder ;  but  we  were  never  so  much  impressed 
with  its  pathos  as  on  this  first  occasion  of  hearing 
it  so  solemnly  chanted  in  the  Church  of  the  Car- 
melites in  Cadiz.  It  was  probably,  because  it  was 
the  first  impression,  so  fresh  and  vivid  on  our 
young  hearts,  that  no  later  one  could  equal  it  in 
force,  or  leave  behind  it  so  tender  and  lasting  a 
memory. 

What  is  the  Salve  Regina,  which  has  been 
ringing  through  the  world  for  more  than  seven 
hundred  years  ?  It  is  a  plaintive  appeal  to  the 
Virgin  in  heaven  by  the  poor,  weary  exile  of 
earth.  Its  words  have  a  marvelous  sweetness  and 
pathos  ;  particularly  the  three  last  epithets,  which 
are  well  worthy  the  mellifluous,  or  honey-distill- 
ing lips  of  Saint  Bernard,*  the  sweetest  and  most 

*  It  U  related  that  St.  Bernard,  having  visited  Spires  u 
Apostolic  Legate  to  Germany,  and  having  there  heard  the 
Salve  Keqina  beautifullv  chanted  in  the  Cathedral,  was  80 
struck  with  its  pathetic  strains,  that,  in  a  guch  of  feeling,  very 
nearly  akin  to  Inspiration,  he  added  to  the  Anthem  the  three 
last  words  forming  a  climax  :  Oh  Vltinena  I  Oh,  I'ia  I  Oh  JJul- 
fid  M'ltna!  which  were  afterwards  retained.  Tiie  more  or 
less  generally  received  popular  impression,  that  St.  Bernard 
was  the  author  of  the  entire  Anthem  is  not  borne  out  by 
the  facts,  though  the  real  author  is  unknown.  He  was  how- 
ever probably  more  ancient  than  St.  Bernard.  Some  ascribe 
its  words  to  JPeter,  Bishop  of  Composiella  in  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury ;  some  to  Herman  Contract,  a  Benedictine  monk  of  the 
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eloquent  votary  and  champion  of  tlie  Virgin, 
probably,  whom  the  Church  has  ever  produced, 
since  the  days  of  John,  the  Divine ;  and  he  was 
her  first  favorite  adopted  son,  committed  to  her 
charge  by  her  own  well  Beloved  Jesus  with  His 
dying  breath.  It  is  assigned  to  the  last  Cycle  in 
the  Church  Calendar — that  which  extends  from 
Pentecost  to  Advent — which  portrays  the  history 
of  Christ's  mystic  body  His  Church,  from  the  day 
on  which  He  first  breathed  into  it  at  Pentecost 
the  Divine  Spirit  of  life,  to  that  on  which  He 
•hall  come  again  to  close  its  history  with  the  last 
solemn  judgment,  in  which  all  men  shall  be 
judged  according  to  their  works.  This  Cycle  also 
emblems,  or  rather  shows  forth,  the  earthly  pil- 
grimage of  each  particular  Christian,  from  the 
baptismal  font  to  the  tomb ;  and  more  particu- 
larly does  it  recall  the  sad  yet  sweet  pilgrimage 
on  earth  of  Her,  the  lone  and  desolate  Mother,  for 
twelve  weary  years  which  elapsed  from  the  Ascen- 
sion of  her  Son  to  her  own  Assumption  into  heaven. 
It  is,  therefore,  the  most  appropriate  time  tor  re- 
citing or  chanting  the  Salvk  Regina  ;  which  ac- 
cordingly is  therein  daily  read  or  sung  by  all  priests 
at  the  close  of  the  divine  office,  as  well  as  by 
many  of  the  religious  communities,  both  male  and 
female.  As  we  had  occasion  to  remark  in  regard 
to  the  other  Anthems,  no  English  translation  can 
do  justice  to  the  touching  simplicity  and  elo- 
quence of  the  original  Latin.  The  best  metrical 
one  w6*  have  seen  is  from  the  Lyra  Catholica 
which  we  subjoin : 

Mother  of  Mercy,  hail,  oh  gentle  Queen  I 

Our  life,  our  sweetness,  hope,  all  hail ! 

Children  of  Eve, 

To  thee  we  cry  from  our  sad  banishment  I 

To  thee  we  send  up  our  sighs, 

Weeping  and  mourning  in  this  tearful  vale. 

Come  then,  our  Advocate ! 

Oh  turn  on  us  those  pitying  eyes  of  thine ! 

And  our  long  exile  past, 

Show  us  at  last 

Jesus  of  thy  pure  womb  the  Fruit  divine. 

Oh  Virgin  Mary,  Mother  ever  blest ! 

Oh  gentlest,  sweetest,  holiest ! 

Can  Mary,  our  Mother  in  heaven,  so  sweet  and 


eleventh ;  while  others  again  give  the  honor  to  Adhemar,  Bp. 
of  Pay,  who  died  in  lOSS.  Cardinal  Bona  favors  the  opinion 
which  awards  the  authorship  to  the  Benedictine  eontract, 
who,  he  says,  having  received  the  most  signal  lin;ht9  and 
graces  through  the  intercesi>ion  of  the  Viigin,  though  an  il- 
literate man,  was  so  lifted  as  it  were  above  bim^iclf  and  trans- 
ferred hy  his  love  and  gratitude  towards  hie  heavenly  Mother, 
that  his  heart  emotions  found  vent  in  the  pathetic  and  gush- 
ing word"  of  this  beautiful  invocation.  The  opinion  of  a  man 
to  learned  and  accurate  is  entitled  to  conciilcrable  weight. 
See  Origines  et  Raison  de  la  Litargio  Cathodque ;  par  rADb« 
Pascal.    Edit,  de  Migne,  1844. 


SO  dearly  beloved  by  her  pilgrim  child  on  earth, 
resist  his  heart-cry  of  faith,  hope,  and  love,  ap- 
pealing to  her  with  accents  so  tender  and  so  full 
of  filial  confidence  !  The  child  of  Eve,  banished 
for  her  fault  from  Paradise,  cries  out  in  his  heart- 
anguish,  and  sends  up  his  sighs,  weeping  and 
mourning,  to  her,  the  pure  and  Immaculate  sec- 
ond Mother  of  the  race,  whose  obedience  retrieved 
the  evil  done  by  the  disobedience  of  the  first,  and 
who  is  now  crowned  in  heaven  as  the  bright 
Queen  of  men  and  angels.  Can  she  forget  the 
sorrows  and  pangs  of  her  own  long  pilgrimage  in 
this  valley  of  exile  and  tears,  wherein,  after  her 
Son's  Ascension,  she  so  lovingly  lifted  her  Mother's 
eyes  to  heaven,  where  He  was  sitting  in  glory  and 
majesty  at  the  right  hand  of  His  Father,  and  with 
the  tears  streaming  from  them,  sighed  for  the 
blessed  moment  when  she  should  be  reunited  with 
Him,  never  more  to  part !  And  remembering  those 
years  of  sorrow,  which  like  dark  clouds  set  off,  re- 
lieve, and  highten  her  present  glorious  sunshine 
in  heaven,  can  she  forget  those  who,  still  weeping 
and  mourning  in  this  tearful  vale,  with  tender, 
and  unwavering  trust  claim  her  as  a  Mother,  be- 
cause they  feel  the  blessed  confidence  that  they 
are  the  adopted  brethren  of  her  Son,  nho  merci- 
fully redeemed  them  with  His  blood ! 

No :  the  heavenly  Mother  cannot  resist  the 
trusting  appeals  of  her  sorrowing  earthly  chil- 
dren ;  they  are  too  dear  to  her  tender  heart,  be- 
cause her  Son  loved  them  and  laid  down  His  life 
for  them ;  she  will  be  their  Advocate,  motherly, 
persevering,  devoted,  and  powerful,  with  her  Son, 
by  whose  side  she  now  stands,  who,  having 
never  refused  her  any  thing  on  earth,  will  surely 
refuse  her  nothing  in  h^^aven !  See,  how  she  al- 
ready turns  her  pitying  eyes  upon  these  weary 
and  weeping  exiles  of  earth ;  see,  how  with  her 
tender  looks  and  beckoning  smiles,  she  already 
hears  and  hearkens  to  their  cry,  anfl  promises, 
after  the  brief  period  of  their  banishment  shall  be 
over,  to  show  them  the  beaming  face  of  her  own. 
Beloved  Son !  Is  she  not,  then, 
Our  heavenly  Mother  ever  blessed, 
The  gentlest,  sweetest,  holiest !  A.  B. 

[to  bk  coktinued."! 


The  Catholics  of  St.  Louis  contemplate  the  erec- 
tion of  a  cathedral,  which  is  to  surpass  the  one  in 
course  of  erection  in  New  York  as  far  as  that  will 
surpass  the  present  cathedral  at  Philadelphia.  The 
plot  on  which  the  new  cathedral  is  to  be  erected 
contains  over  60,000  square  feet.  This  will  afford 
room  for  the  largest  church  edifice  in  the  U.  S. 


AVE     MARIA. 


259 


For  the  AvK  Mabia. 

THE  MONTH  OP  MAEY. 

B7  the  Anthor  of  "  Grace  Morton,"  "The  Confessors  of 
Connan^ht,"  etc. 

The  sunlight  pours  in  golden  streams  through 

opening  leaves  and  buds ; 
There's  glory  on  the  mountain  heights,  there's 

beauty  in  the  woods  ; 
Each  forest  glen,  each  turf-clad  dell,  flings  out  its 

treasures  gay, 
Oh,  spring  hath  come  with  dancing  steps  to  usher 

in  the  May ! 
The  waters  leap  and  sparkle  from  their  winter 

fetters  free ; 
The  wildwood  birds  pour  out  a  flood  of  joyous 

minstrelsy ; 
But  a  sweeter  gush  of  melody  from  grove  and 

•    field  rings  out — 
'Tis  childhood's  burst  of  laughter  free,  'tis  child- 
hood's merry  shout. 
Like  a  blithesome  troop  of  fairies  from  path  to 

path  they  rove. 
All  eager  which  shall  do  the  most  in  their  sweet 

work  of  love, 
The  choicest  buds  and  flowers  they  cull  to  deck 

Our  Lady's  Shrine, — 
Children  and  flowers,  meet  offerings  for  Mary, 

Queen  divine ! 

Now  before  the  holy  altar — 

Where  the  angels  ever  throng. 
To  the  "  Hidden  God"  intoning 

Heaven's  most  extatic  song — 
Bend  in  shy,  adoring  homage, 

Mary's  children,  bright  and  fair, 
Their  imperfect  praises  bringing. 
Sweeter  than  archangels'  singing 

To  His  Heart  who  watches  there. 
Blessing  them  as  erst  He  blessed  them, 
"While  His  loving  hands  caressed  them — 

"  Little  children,"  His  coheirs. 
Then  with  eyes,  like  stars  that  glisten. 

Loaded  with  their  floral  treasure, 

Keeping  step  to  music's  measure. 
On  to  Mary's  shrine  they  hasten, 

There  to  cast  their  dewy  flowers, 

Round  their  Queen  in  fragrant  showers. 

And  maidens,  fair  and  blooming 

As  roses,  cluster  here, 
A  living  wreath  of  loveliness 

Around  their  Mother  dear. 
And  bright  young  manhood  bends  him  down, 


His  pride  cast,  like  a  monarch's  crown, 

At  Mary's  sacred  feet. 
Oh !  blessed  are  ye,  in  life's  fair  dawn, — 
While  yet  your  bright  cup  of  joy  is  brimming, 
And  ye  laugh  at  the  thought  of  sorrow  dimming 

The  sunny  brightness  of  heart  and  brow, — 
That  thus  to  your  May  Queen  bowing  low, 
Gladly  the  gifts  she  loves  best  ye  bestow — 
Light  hearts  with  devotion's  flame  aglow, 
And  souls  by  her  watchful  care  kept  pure, 
As  ye  shun  at  her  bidding  the  tempter's  lure. 

Not  these  alone  are  gathered  here : 

Mary,  thou  claimest  all  ages  for  thy  own  f 
Even  from  the  cradle  to  the  bier 

Thy  children  look  to  thy  bright  throne, 
With  more  of  yearning  tenderness. 
The  more  that  earthly  cares  depress, 
And  some,  alas !  temptation's  wile 
Hath  from  thy  service  long  beguiled, 
Yet  to  thy  beauteous  altar  turn, 
And  feel  within  their  bosoms  burn 
A  longing  wish  once  more  to  be 
From  Satan's  cruel  bondage  free. 
With  a  yearning  sadness  their  Mother  sends, 

They  list  to  the  voices  clear  and  gay, 
Sending  back  and  forth,  in  exultant  strains, 

The  beautiful  anthems  of  May, 
And  a  gush  of  soft  and  holy  feeling 
O'er  the  earth-worn  heart  is  stealing. 

As  the  strains  of  her  glorious  Litany 
Bring  back  sweet  thoughts  of  their  early  days, 

When  sorrow  and  sin  were  things  unknown. 
When  life  seemed  a  May-day,  a  fairy  scene, 

On  which  ever  the  golden  sunbeams  shone. 
And  while  they  list  to  the  song  of  praise. 

Their  hearts  strike  in,  but  in  minor  key ; — 

0  happy  hours  of  Eden,  have  ye  vanished  and 
for  aye  ? 

Will  never  earth  restore  again  the  bliss  of  child- 
hood's May  ? 

Alas!  the  spring  of  life  hath  passed — the  fairy 
dream  is  o'er, — 

Time's  miser  grasp  our  treasures  will  give  back 
to  us  no  more. 

But  yet,  the  past  is  not  all  given  to  his  remorse- 
less hold. 

Its  precious  memories  remain,  a  store  of  wealth 
untold ; 

And  oh — remembrance  best  of  all : — how  in  our 
youthful  days. 

We,  too,  with  flowers  decked  Mary's  shrine,  and 
sang  sweet  hymns  of  praise. 
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Oh,  world !  too  far  we're  tested  since  thy  bright, 

deceiving  hope — 
Too  oft  amid  thy  mazy  paths  our  clouded  spirits 

grope- 
But  not  for  all  thy  boasted  gifts  would  we  the 

thought  resign 
Of  the  hours  in  sunny  childhood  passed  before 

this  holy  shrine. 

We  have  been  Mary's  children — ah  yes,  we  claim 
her  yet ; 

Refuge  of  sinners !  we  renew  with  penitent  re- 
gret 

The  TOWS  which  in  our  early  days  of  innocence 
were  given, 

With  all  of  childhood's  fervent  love  unto  the 
Queen  of  Heaven. 

Thrice  happy  little  children!  With  envy  'mid 
our  joy. 

We  look  upon  the  smiling  band,  untouched  by 
earth's  alloy. 

No  sin  or  sorrow  yet  hath  fallen,  to  cast  a  wither- 
ing blight 

Upon  those  brows  all  radiant  with  the  pure  spir- 
its' light 

Take  them,  O  Mary !  for  thine  own — those  chil- 
dren young  and  fair, 

And  let  them  through  life's  changing  scenes  thy 
watchful  guidance  share ! 

O  keep  thy  subjects  everywhere  safe  'neath  thy 
potent  sway. 

And  grant  them  all  in  heaven  to  meet  their  cho- 
sen Queen  of  May ! 

Tes,  this  triumph  of  our  Mother  blest. 

For  sorrowing  sinners  fondly  doth  she  call, 
To  take  safe  refuge  on  her  gentle  breast 

From  all  that  held  them  in  a  weary  thrall, 
"  Behold  thy  son !"  'Twas  thus  that  Jesus  taught 
In  His  last  hour :  and  she,  with  spirit  caught 
From  Him  who  was  her  own  and  only  one — 
At  once  her  God  supreme,  her  cherished  Son — 
Adopted  to  her  loving  heart  mankind, 
Happy  the  fallen  race  unto  such  care  consigned! 

And  oh,  'mid  seraph's  sweetest  song 

Will  not  the  ear  of  Jesus  bend. 
To  the  first  accent  of  her  tongue  ? 

And  holy  inspirations  send 
To  e'en  the  vilest  sinners,  when  for  them 
Are  raised  the  eyes  that  first  looked  love  on  Him, 
Above  His  manger-crib  in  Bethlehem — 
The  meek,  sad  eyes  that  'neath  His  cross  grew  dim ! 

The  bright  orb  of  day  is  retiring  to  rest. 


His  last  lingering  beams  lighting  up  the  fair 
shrine ; 
They  fall  on  the  priest  inhisrichvesturesdressed — 

On  saint  and  on  sinner, — on  young  and  on  old — 

He  sheds  his  last  radiance  of  crimson  and  gold : 
But  longest  he  lingers  bright  glory  to  throw, 

On  the  image  that  speaks  of  the  Virgin  divine, 
In  its  chaste  marble  beauty,  lit  up  by  the  glow 

Of  his  roseate  flush  on  its  surface  of  snow. 
The  sacred  "  Benediction"  given. 

Has  thrilled  all  hearts  with  holy  bliss. 
Raising  to  the  bright  world  of  Heaven 

Souls  that  were  never  made  for  this. 
And  now  in  simple,  plaintive  tones 

Ascends  the  parting  hymn. 
Ah !  supplication  still  must  close 
Our  hours  of  praise  while  lingering 

Amid  earth's  shadows  dim. 

Soft  as  falls  the  dew  of  heaven 

On  the  parched  and  drooping  flower. 
To  our  hearts  come  angel  whispers, 

At  this  holy  vesper  hour. 
Evening  shades  are  fast  descending, 

Virgin  Mother,  list  our  prayer  ! 
Through  the  coming  hours  of  darkness 

Watch  o'er  us  with  loving  care. 

Oh  !  to  thee  we  breathe  our  sorrows. 

Blessed  Mother  of  our  God ! 
Thou  dost  know  full  well  our  trials, 

Thou  life's  thorny  path  hast  trod : 
Look  then  on  us  with  compassion, — 

Guide  us  on  our  onward  way. 
Let  not  earth's  deceits  allure  us, 

Nor  temptation  lead  astray. 

Still  around  thy  children's  dwelling, 

Gentlest  Mother,  hover  near ! 
Whilst  beneath  thy  care  reposing 

We  may  rest  secure  froija  fear. 
Thou  our  Refuge — thou  our  Guardian— 

Thou  our  Mother — Mary  be ! 
Never,  till  we  meet  in  heaven, 

Shall  we  cease  to  call  on  thee ! 

Now  the  purple  twilight  comes  softly  down. 
But  still  on  the  lofty  mountain's  crest 

With  its  deepening  shadows  softly  blends 
The  light  that  glows  in  the  gorgeous  West. 

And  thus  though  we  leave  thy  presence  bright 
And  the  shades  of  earthly  care  again 

Steal  o'er  our  frail  hearts,  may  the  guiding  light 
Of  thy  smile,  sweet  Mother !  still  remain. 

When  the  first  red  tinge  of  the  early  dawn 
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Glows  in  the  East,  and  the  earliest  bird 
In  a  burst  of  song,  from  his  leafy  couch, 

Giving  thanks  to  the  Maker  of  all,  is  heard  ; 
Then  again  unto  Mary's  altar  fair 
Will  her  children  with  joyous  haste  repair. 

All  too  swiftly  the  bright  May-days  speed  by, 
But  their  flight  by  song  and  prayer  is  told, 

Thousands  of  these  form  a  rosary 

More  precious  than  any  of  pearl  and  gold. 

Help  us,  oh  Mary  !  these  beads  to  string. 

And  smile  on  our  humble  offering. 

The  blossoms  around  thine  image  laid, 

Blooming  and  fragrant,  alas !  must  fade. 

Not  so  with  the  tributes  from  full  hearts  breathed, 

And  with  Nature's  fair,  fragile  gifts  enwreathed; 

Immaculate  Mother !  may  these  e'er  be 

The  favorite  oflfering  we  bring  to  thee. 

How  sweet  to  think  that  everywhere  through  this 

sin-darkened  world 
Where  Satan's  wide-spread  banner  by  bold  hands 

is  unfurled, 
The  Church  confronts  his  cohorts,  as  their  wily 

snares  are  spread. 
With  Her  to  whom  was  given  power  to  crush  the 

serpent's  head: 
That  wheresoe'er  the  cross  is  raised,  the  sign  of 

triumph  high, 
The  covenant  of  God  with  man,  as  th'  rainbow  in 

the  sky, 
Maria's  name  with  Jesxt's  blends — the  fairest 

month  is  given 
To  her  who  reigns  in  majesty,  bright  Queen  of 

earth  and  heaven  I 


THE  MONTH  OF  MAET. 

The  bright  days  of  spring  have  again  brought 
round  the  delightful  month  consecrated  to  Mary, 
the  beautiful  festival  of  thirty-one  days,  wherein 
■will  be  extolled,  by  the  sound  of  music  and  and 
the  voice  of  praise,  all  the  mysteries  in  the  ad- 
mirable life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  "  When  na- 
ture renews  her  youth,"  says  one  of  the  pious  and 
eloquent  writers  on  the  Mother  of  God,  "  when 
the  fields  and  the  groves,  the  hills  and  the  val- 
leys, resound  with  the  melody  of  the  feathery 
songsters ;  when  the  first  flowers  appear,  and  the 
hawthorn,  the  violet,  the  primrose  and  the  rose, 
the  tulip,  the  lilac  and  the  modest  lily  embellish 
the  earth  with  their  gorgeous  tints  and  embalm 
the  air  with  the  sweetness  of  their  perfume,  a 


modest,  pure  and  pious  crowd  gather  around  the 
oratories  and  sanctuaries  of  Mary.  Garlands  of 
rare  flowers,  baskets  of  full-blown  roses,  and  ros- 
es of  every  description  are  brought  to  these  altars 
and  chapels — the  riches,  the  treasures,  the  per- 
fumes of  spring  are  all  for  her !" 

From  the  eve  of  the  first  day  an  altar  is  orna- 
mented in  every  church  in  honor  of  the  Queen  of 
Angels.  Here  the  faithful  come  to  invoke  her 
aid,  and  recommend  to  her  care  all  those  they 
love.  Her  praises  are  sung,  and  her  virtues  pro- 
posed for  imitation  by  the  earnest  voice  of  the 
minister  of  God.  Such  is  the  pious  opening  of 
the  Month  of  Mary.  At  day-break  the  children 
of  Mary  repair  to  the  church  to  assist  at  the  holy 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass  at  Mary's  altar.  A  day  with 
such  a  commencement  is  passed  in  peace  and  hap- 
piness, and  the  impressions  of  the  morning  are 
still  fresh  in  the  heart  when  evening  brings  the 
sweet  May  devotions,  and  once  again  they  assem- 
ble around  the  altar  of  Mary ;  the  Rosary  is  said 
in  common,  and  the  invocation. 

Mother  of  Mercy,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
Pray  for  the  wanderer — pray  for  me, 
ascends  from  hearts  in  every  condition  of  life. 
We  pray  for  own  wants,  for  those  we  love,  for 
the  poor,  the  rich,  the  dying,  and,  above  all,  for 
those  who,  in  the  fires  of  expiation,  patiently 
await  the  moment  of  their  deliverance — which  we 
can  hasten  by  our  supplications  to  the  Mother 
of  Mercy.  What  touching  exhortations  are  then 
heard  from  the  zealous  and  eloquent  minister  of 
the  altar  upon  the  life  and  virtues  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin ;  and  the  fruit  of  all  these  beautiful  flow- 
ers of  devotion,  which  matures  and  ripens  as  day 
after  day  of  the  month  passes  away  in  these  holy 
exercises,  is  found  in  the  one  sentiment  that  ab- 
sorbs the  heart — confidence  in  her  povcerful  inter- 
cession, and  firm  determination  to  imitate  her  vir- 
tues. Ah !  in  truth  this  month  is  a  season  of 
benedictions. 

To  show  their  great  desire  for  the  faithful  to 
participate  in  its  blessings,  the  Sovereign  Pontife 
have  enriched  the  May  devotions  with  the  fol- 
lowing Indulgences : 

A  Plenary  Indulgence  for  all  Catholics  who  re- 
ceive Holy  Communion,  and  who  every  day,  either 
in  public  or  private,  specially  honor  the  Blessed 
Virgin  by  some  pious  exercise,  prayer  or  act  of 
virtue.  A  Partial  Indulgence  of  three  hundred 
days  for  every  day  during  the  month  on  which 
they  perform  public  or  private  devotions  in 
honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  These  Indulgences 
are  applicable  to  the  souls  in  Purga 
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It  was  on  the  eighth  day  after  Ilis  glorious  res- 
urrection that  our  Blessed  Redeemer  appeared  to 
the  incredulous  Thomas.  The  Church  includes 
that  event  in  the  Gospel  of  this  day.  It  is  unnec- 
essary to  relate  here  the  details  of  this  appear- 
ance, but  we  would  lose  nothing  by  dwelling  a 
moment  on  the  lesson  which  Jesus  gives  in  his 
mild  words  of  severe  reproach  to  Saint  Thomas. 

Jesus  said  to  Saint  Thomas:  Because  thou 
hast  seen  me,  Thomas,  thou  hast  believed  ;  blessed 
are  they  that  have  not  seen  and  have  believed. 
(St.  John  XX,  29.)  These  words  of  our  Blessed  Re- 
deemer contain  a  salutary  lesson  not  only  for 
Thomas,  but  for  all  who  sincerely  wish  to  live 
united  with  God  on  earth,  and  to  enjoy  Him  for 
eternity  in  heaven. 

But  why  this  reproach  ?  Was  Saint  Thomas  so 
guilty  for  having  wished  to  see  before  giving  his 
adhesion  to  the  miracle  of  the  resurrection  ?  Did 
he  not  give  proof  of  prudence  in  refusing  to  be- 
lieve until  he  had  verified  the  wonderful  reports 
in  circulation  ?  Was  he  not  a  worthy  model  of 
many  Christians  of  the  present  day  ?  Yet  how 
crushing  in  its  very  gentleness  is  the  reproach  Jesus 
makes  to  him.  Our  Saviour  deigned  to  accede  to 
the  insolent  conditions  which  the  incredulous  dis- 
ciple had  made.  And  when  the  trembling  Thom- 
as said,  with  deep  emotion  :  "  My  Lord  and  my 
God,"  Jesus  did  not  spare  him  the  reproof  he  mer- 
ited. The  hardihood  and  incredulity  of  the  dis- 
ciple merited  a  punishment ;  and  that  punishment 
was  to  hear  his  divine  Master  say :  Thou  hast 
believed  because  thou  hast  seen. 

And  was  not  the  reproof  terrible  in  its  severity  ? 
Thomas  like  the  other  apostles,  had  been  three 
years  in  the  company  of  Jesus.  He  had  seen  the 
divine  miracles  by  which  Jesus  had  proved  him- 
self to  be  the  Messiah.  He  had  heard  Jesus  fortell 
the  humiliations  and  sorrows  of  His  Passion, — 
the  ignominy  of  his  death  on  the  cross  ;  and  had 
heard  Him  solemnly  assure  all  his  disciples  that 
He  would  arise  the  third  day. 

A  well  disposed  heart  would  have  had  no  diffi- 
culty in  admitting  the  reality  of  the  resurrection 
upon  the  first  rumor  of  the  disappearance  of  the 
body.  St.  John  had  no  sooner  entered  the  sepul- 
cher  and  seen  the  abandoned  winding  sheet,  than 
he  understood  it  all,  and  believed.  But  men  are 
rarely  so  sincere  as  was  St.  John ;  they  stop  on 
the  way  as  if  they  would  compel  God  to  make 
new  adyspoca..     But  even  such  men  should  in 


Thomas's  place  have  been  satisfied ;  for  Jesus  made 
these  advances — He  appeared  several  times. 

Now  Thomas  had  heard  Magdalene,  St.  Peter, 
and  the  disciples  of  Emmaiis — and  still  he  was  in- 
credulous. The  testimony,  which  when  serious 
and  disinterested  brings  conviction  to  the  mind, 
has  no  effect  with  many  whenever  it  is  given  con- 
cerning supernatural  things.  How  often  do  not 
Christians  imitate  the  incredulous  Thomas,  and 
that  alone  is  enough  to  deprive  them  of  the  full- 
ness of  the  light  of  faith.  Even  when  they  have 
faith,  it  is  merely  of  the  mind  and  not  of  the  heart, 
and  it  is  therefore  cold  and  powerless,  always  fear- 
ing to  go  too  far  by  believing  too  much.  It  was 
for  such,  as  well  as  for  St.  Thomas,  that  the  words 
Jesus  pronounced  are  words  of  reproach  ;  but  to 
those  who  are  ready  to  believe,  they  are  words  of 
joy,  bringing  consolation  and  confidence.  Hap- 
py are  they  who  have  not  seen,  and  who  believe. 

Thomas  sinned  through  incredulity — we  expose 
ourselves  to  the  danger  of  sinning  as  he  did,  if  we 
do  not  endeavor  to  have  in  our  faith  that  expan- 
sion which  mixes  up  our  supernatural  faith  in 
every  thing,  and  causes  it  to  make  that  progress 
which  God  rewards  by  a  flood  of  light  and  super- 
abundant joy  of  heart.  As  we  are  members  of  the 
Church  of  Christ  we  should  consider  every  thing 
from  a  supernatural  stand -point ;  and  we  need  not 
fear  being  carried  too  far :  The  just  man  liveth 
by  faith.  May  we  all  be  of  the  number  of  those 
whom  Jesus  calls  Blessed  :  Blessed  are  they  who 
have  not  seen,  and  have  believed. 


WHY  WE  LOVE  THE  AVE  MAEIA. 

BY  REV.   ALEXIS  HENOCX. 

How  welcome  do  we  not  make  this  little  jour- 
nal that  comes  to  us  every  Saturday,  greeting  us 
cheerily  with  the  Angelic  Salutation!  With 
wliat  avidity  we  read  it!  With  what  satisfac- 
tion !  How  we  love  to  have  it  read  around  us,  in 
our  circle,  in  our  families ;  how  eagerly  we  rec- 
ommend it,  and  seek  to  increase  its  circulation. 

No  paper  is  received  with  so  general,  so  illus- 
trious a  sympathy :  all  who  are  so  happy  as  to  pos- 
sess it  press  it  to  their  heart ;  it  has  been,  from 
the  first,  a  welcome  visitor  in  the  Episcopal  pal- 
ace, and  in  the  humble  presbytery,  in  the  aristo- 
cratic family,  and  in  the  farm  house,  in  the  clois- 
ter, and  the  parish  library,  and  has  thus  become 
the  indispensable  messenger  of  Heaven.  It  is  re- 
garded as  a  precious  courier ;  if  it  delays,  we  be- 
come impatient,  alarmed ;  it  fills  the  sweetest  hour 
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T)f  Saturday's  programme,  and  the  Sunday  after- 
noons— the  moments  devoted  especially  to  good 
reading.  It  is  the  joy  of  the  ancient  domestic, 
and  the  grandmother  has  her  daughter  read  it 
as  a  recreation  for  the  joyous  circle  of  her  grand- 
children. 

The  Sovereign  Pontiff  has  affectionately  blessed 
it,  the  gentle  paper !  He  has  blessed  its  founder, 
holily  inspired  by  piety  toward  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin and  charity  for  the  veteran  servants  of  the 
sanctuary,  the  modern  Confessors  of  the  Faith. 
He  has  blessed  the  co-operators,  and  even  the 
readers.  And  the  benediction  of  the  Vicar  of 
Christ,  of  the  saintly  Pontiff  Pius  IX,  so  great 
before  God,  will  not  be  sterile :  his  words  must, 
on  many  accounts,  participate  some  little  in  the 
efficacy  of  the  divine  word.  The  word  of  God, 
Bays  Saint  Thomas,  is  an  efficacious  and  fruitful 
word.  Our  journal — the  paper  of  all  of  us  chil- 
dren of  Mary — will  increase,  then,  and  multiply 
by  the  benediction  of  a  Saint.  It  will  multiply 
its  leavss  with  the  number  of  its  subscribers,  and, 
above  all,  it  will  multiply  its  fruits. 

Our  Bishops  of  America  have  approved  it.  The 
Bishops  of  our  aristocratic  and  manufacturing 
cities,  and  the  missionary  apostles  in  territories  still 
half  wild,  which  are  now  coming  under 
the  domain  of  civilization  and  religion  through 
the  indefatigable  zeal  of  those  pacific  vanquish- 
ers of  error  and  superstition  and  ignorant  preju- 
dice. They  read  it  themselves,  in  the  moments 
left  them  by  their  pastoral  cares ;  they  repeat 
with  a  satisfied  air  to  their  beloved  co-operators 
in  the  service  of  souls  :  It  is  a  good  little  paper ; 
it  deserves  to  be  circulated,  to  be  spread,  around ; 
it  will  do  good.  And  they  have  graciously 
signed  its  passport  for  their  dioceses ;  and  that 
not  with  the  common  formulas,  and  administra- 
tive dryness,  but  with  kindly  encouragement  and 
benevolent  words.  They  have  marked  it  with 
their  pectoral  cross,  the  sign  of  security  and  sal- 
vation. Some  have  contributed  pecuniarily  to  its 
establishment  and  to  its  diffusion — they  who  are 
the  legal  judges  of  sound  reading,  they  to  whom, 
in  the  person  of  Timothy,  the  Apostle  of  Nations 
has  said:  DeposUum  custodi.  The  Master  had 
before  said  to  them :  Go,  teach  all  nations. 

And  our  Bishops,  men  wise  and  learned,  chosen 
from  thousands  among  the  wise  and  learned,  have 
their  good  reasons  to  act  thus,  to  give  to  the  Ave 
Maria  those  marks  of  peculiar  good  will.  The 
twofold  object  it  has  in  view  is  equally  dear  to 
their  hearts. 

And  the  priests,  encouraged,  stimulated,  by 


these  words,  by  these  acts  of  their  chiefs,  have  in 
their  turn  become  the  panegyrists  and  promote™ 
of  our  journal.  They  taste,  for  themselves,  the 
honey  of  its  pages,  and  then  use  it  as  a  means  of 
edifying  their  flocks. 

The  Religious  of  various  Orders  receive  it 
with  pleasure,  and  patronize  it ;  the  virgins  of 
the  cloister,  who  in  their  life  of  silence  and  re- 
treat reject  every  profane  paper,  open  their  holy 
asylum  to  the  celestial  messenger,  always  laden 
with  flowers  of  Heaven.  It  has  in  some  commu- 
nities the  honor  of  being  read  in  the  refectory, 
where  nothing  but  good  and  beautiful  things  are 
read  to  worthily  nourish  the  spirit  and  prevent  it 
from  being  lowered  by  sensuality.  In  the  board- 
ing schools  it  is  given  to  the  pupils ;  they  are 
sure  that  it  will  not  bring  to  them  the  spirit  of 
the  world,  which  is  vanity,  scandal  and  seduc- 
tion ;  they  know  that  it  will  not  offend  the  pure 
eyes  of  their  soul,  but  that  it  will  instruct  them, 
please  them,  and  render  them  better.  The  pious 
school  girl — I  know  one — loves  to  have  her  com- 
panions assembled  around  her  in  recreation, 
seated  at  the  foot  of  an  old  oak,  and  to  regale 
them  with  a  page  of  the  Ava  Mabia.  Some- 
times a  tear  falls  from  the  reader's  eye  and  drops 
on  the  page.  How  eloquent  is  that  tear  to  those 
who  know  its  cause  !  It  has  a  greater  effect  than 
the  most  pathetic  passages,  than  the  most  vehe- 
ment figures  of  rhetoric.  How  I  wish  that  tear 
could  be  printed ;  it  would  be  the  most  precious 
pearl  of  of  my  article.  Maria  Florida,  the  young 
Texan  girl  of  whom  I  speak,  delights  in  calling 
herself  the  child  of  Mary,  and  in  being  called  so 
by  others ;  but  she  is  not  yet  a  child  of  Jesus — 
she  is  a  Protestant,  and  cannot  obtain  from  her 
father  permission  to  become  a  Catholic.  .  .  . 
Cela  vUndra — with  Mary,  says  Saint  Augustine, 
under  the  protection  of  her  name,  we  must  never 
despair.  And  who  knows — perhaps,  instead  of  one 
victory,  we  shall  have. two!  Maria  Florida  is  a 
faithful  suscriber  to  our  journal.  Pray  for  her, 
reader.  "Was  I  not  right  in  vaunting  the  great 
worth  of  the  tear  which,  at  times,  embellishes 
these  pages. 

The  AvB  Maria,  then,  is  the  delight  of  Chris- 
tian families  and  of  pure  and  innocent  youth. 
All,  in  fact,  who  know  it,  love  it — I  mean  all 
who  have  a  taste  for  religious  subjects,  who  wish 
to  serve  Mary,  as  she  should  be  served  by  the  true 
Christian,  the  brother  and  disciple  of  Christ 
who  is  the  first  and  greatest  devotee  of  the  Vir- 
gin, at  Nazareth,  and  in  Heaven. 

In  France,  the  Avb  Mabia,  despite  its  Amer- 
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ican  dress,  receives  a  hearty  ■welcome  in  many 
places ;  even  those  who  do  not  perfectly  under- 
stand it,  feel  a  sentiment  of  friendship  on  seeing 
it.  I  was  thus,  before  I  could  translate  it  well. 
One  of  my  friends,  the  director  of  an  interesting 
journal  lor  youth,  delights  to  take  for  it,  from 
time  to  time,  some  of  the  beautiful  jjages  of  the 
Ave  Maria.  "  Do  you  know  it,"  he  said  to  me 
one  day,  "  it  is  as  beautiful  as  a  magnolia  flower, 
and  perfumed  like  a  bouquet  of  the  aromatic 
plants  of  the  rich  countries  across  the  sea." 

There  is  nothing  surprising  in  this  sympathy 
of  the  French  people.  Our  journal  speaks 
highly  and  lovingly  of  the  well-beloved  of 
France,  of  the  inspiring  genius  of  its  old  basili- 
cas, nearly  all  consecrated  to  Mary,  of  the  friend 
of  the  good  country  people,  of  the  object  of  the 
filial  veneration  of  all. 

Why,  then,  this  unusual  affection  for  the  Ave 
Maria  ?  "We  have  stated  a  fact  manifold  in  its 
unity ;  this  fact  has  a  proportional  cause,—  let  us 
seek  it.  Why  do  we  love  the  Ave  Maria? 
There  are  many  reasons.  I  have  already  glanced 
at  some  of  them  :  I  will  add  some  others.  This 
gentle  journal  endeavors  to  extend,  to  justify,  to 
exalt,  the  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  our 
powerful  Mother,  our  advocate,  as  the  Church 
calls  her,  the  general  instrument  of  the  operations 
of  grace,  according  to  the  solid  doctrine  of  Bos- 
suet  and  Saint  Bernard.  And  according  to  the 
same  fathers  the  devotion  to  Mary  concerns  our 
salvation ;  it  is  pleasing  to  the  hearts  of  all  the 
children  of  God ;  it  is  intimately  connected  with 
all  the  phases  of  their  spiritual  life.  Saint  Francis 
Xavier  tells  us  that  it  is  a  mark,  a  sign,  of  predes- 
tination. The  Church,  in  her  admirable  liturgy 
resuming  many  similar  sentences  of  her  Doctors 
in  all  ages,  boldly  puts  on  the  lips  of  Mary  these 
consoling  words :  "He  who  has  found  me,"  by 
confidence  and  true  charity,  "has  found  life, 
he  will  drink  pf  the  salvation  of  God."  And 
again :  "  They  who  make  me  shine  by 
the  light  of  poesy,  literature  and  the  fine  arts, 
shall  have  eternal  life — qui  elucidant  me,  vitam 
ceternam  habebunt. 

But  let  us  put  affection  before  interest.  We 
love  the  Ave  Maria  because  it  speaks  of  our 
good  Mother  as  we  desire,  as  we  feel.  It  is  a 
tableau  of  our  thoughts,  an  echo  of  our  senti- 
ments, an  image  of  the  zeal  we  would  exercise 
for  her.  In  it  we  recognize  ourselves,  at  least  in 
desire  and  in  will,  in  its  manifold  functions  of 
harmonious  singer,  panegyrist,  geneologist,  annal- 
ist and  eloquent  preacher.   ,  What  it  does  we 


would  wish  to  do  also,  and  because  what  it  says 
is  in  some  sort  our  own  we  are  pleased  with  it. 

Yes,  a  child  is  happy  indeed  when  his  mother 
is  spoken  of.  His  heart  dilates  with  joy.  The 
blush  of  pleasure  colors  his  cheeks.  He  never 
thinks  too  much  is  said.  When  he  himself 
speaks  of  her,  none  but  the  bad  could  tax  him 
with  exaggeration.  Every  wellborn  soul  easily 
understands  the  affluence  of  the  flattering  words 
that  come  from  his  mouth ;  we  listen  to  him 
with  pleasure,  and  sympathize  with  him. 

And  thus  it  is  in  respect  to  the  Ave  Maria.  It 
speaks  to  us  of  her  whom,  after  Jesus,  we  love 
the  most,  of  her  who  most  merits  to  be  loved — of 
Mary,  the  Refuge  of  Sinners,  the  Consolation  of 
the  Afllicted,  the  balm  of  human  suffering,  the 
mother  of  the  orphan,  and  the  help  of  all  Chris- 
tians. By  all  her  titles  so  magnificently  realized 
Mary  exhausts  the  source  of  the  pathetic.  So  do 
we  say  with  the  Evangelist  of  Mary :  De  Maria 
nunquam  satis.  When  we  speak  of  Mary  we 
can  never  say  enough.  All  our  homage  can 
never  approach  the  honors  which  God  has  heaped 
upon  her.  The  manifestations  of  our  love  can 
never  satisfy  our  heart:  we  always  feel  that  there 
is  still  a  great  deal  to  do  for  her — De  Maria  nun- 
quam satis.  Oh,  beautiful  words  of  Saint  Ber- 
nard !  how  profound,  how  strictly  true  they  are 
in  the  light  of  faith  and  of  the  words  of  the 
Gospel ! 

The  mother  loves  to  read  this  journal  because 
it  brings  to  the  fireside  circle  the  aroma  that 
preserves  her  daughter's  virtue.  She  is  inspired 
by  the  reading  of  the  Ave  Maria  with  admira- 
tion for  the  young  Virgin  of  Israel,  so  simple  and 
so  pure !  she  is  penetrated  with  esteem  and  love 
for  the  poor,  laborious,  hidden  life  of  Mary, 
Mother,  under  the  humble  roof  of  Nazareth. 

The  young  girl,  too,  loves  these  pages,  because 
they  exalt  the  favorite  object  of  her  devotion,  of 
that  devotion  that  creates  immense  resources  for 
the  newly  budding  imagination,  for  a  heart  open- 
ingtothefirst  affections  of  nature.  Mary  is  the  glory 
of  the  devout  sex ;  the  Divine  Maternity  of  the 
Virgin  of  Judea  has  cast  a  very  great  honor 
upon  her  sisters  in  Eve.  A  woman  has  become 
the  Mother  of  God ;  therefore  woman  is  worthy 
of  our  respect.  A  brilliant  historic  fact !  Mary 
has  raised  woman  from  the  degradation  in  which 
she  was  plunged  before  Christianity.  The  ven- 
eration of  the  Mother  of  God  ascends,  'tis  true, 
to  her ;  but,  like  the  clouds  of  incense  that  arise 
before  the  tabernacle,  it  spreads  all  around  over 
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the  daughters  of  Adam  the  perfumes  of  dignity 
and  honor  which  penetrate  them. 

^Moreover,  young  folks  need  to  read  a  great  deal. 
The  knowledge  of  the  Good,  of  the  True,  and  of 
the  Beautiful,  which  good  books  give,  is  the  oil 
of  the  intellectual  lamp;  it  is  the  natural  life  of 
the  soul ;  and  that  life  influences,  to  a  great  extent, 
our  moral  conduct,  as  we  act  ordinarily  according  to 
the  ideas  and  impressions  we  receive  from  what 
we  read.  But  how  often  is  not  this  food  for  the 
soul  badly  chosen!  and  thus,  instead  of  orna- 
menting, embellishing  and  strengthening  it  in 
virtue,  the  unwholesome,  poisonous  reading  of 
dangerous  books  seems  only  to  wither  the  imag- 
ination and  harden  the  heart.  In  the  bad  jour- 
nals scandal  is  displayed  with  a  shameless  excess 
and  in  a  variety  of  ways;  the  modern  novels 
give  all  kinds  of  easy  means  for  doing  away  with 
the  diflSculties  of  Christian  life  and  honesty;  they 
teach  by  example  and  by  a  shameful  prac- 
tice, how  to  cut  the  gordian  knot  of  duty,  to  launch 
forth  into  the  fantastic  world  of  passion  and  dis- 
sipation. What  dangers  in  the  inundation  of 
pernicious  reading  that  surounds  us !  The  Ave 
Maria  does  its  good  share  in  doing  away  with  these 
evils.  It  is  an  agreeable  aliment  to  curiosity,  a 
remedy  to  the  sick  soul,  and  strength  for  the  feeble. 
I  willingly  say  of  it  what  a  great  rhetorician  once 
said  of  the  works  of  the  greatest  orator  of  his 
time:  One  has  profited  much  when  one  takes 
pleasure  in  perusing  it. 

The  Ave  Maria  comes,  then,  once  a  week  to 
revive  in  Christian  families  the  devotion  to  the 
Queen  of  Heaven.  And  a  family  which  serves 
Mary  cannot  perish.  The  Blessed  Madonna  who 
stands  in  the  common  room  on  her  throne  decked 
with  flowers,  surrounded  with  lights,  and  enriched 
with  the  trophies  won  from  childish  vanity,  is 
truly  the  protection,  the  safe-guard  of  the  family 
hearth ;  and  the  lamp  which  burns  before  her  is  the 
lightning-rod  of  salvation.  My  words  are  under 
stood,  I  know ;  for  it  is  well  known  that  the 
children  of  Mary  must  endeavor  to  please  her 
by  interior  conduct,  by  true  sentiments  of  devo- 
tion, as  well  as  by  these  praiseworthy  manifesta- 
tions of  piety. 

What  a  pleasant  distraction  is  not  the  Ave 
Maiua  for  the  student,  for  the  seminarist,  who 
wishes  to  remain  virtuous,  and  to  that  end  pre- 
serves his  devotion  to  the  Queen  of  Virgins,  to 
the  friend  of  youth,  to  the  Directrice  of  the  Holy 
Young  Man  of  Nazareth  ! 

And  finally,  the  priest  favors,  in  a  particular 
manner,  the  Ave  Maria,  because  it  is  for  him  an 


active  aid,  a  powerful  means  of  sanctification  in 
his  parish.  Mary  is  the  ladder  of  sinners,  says 
picturesquely  the  White  Friar  of  Clairvaux  ;  it  is 
by  her  we  go  to  Jesus,  it  is  she  who  presents  us 
to  Him.  "  God,"  continues  Bossuet  "  has  once 
given  us  Jesus  by  Mary:  and  that  act  is  a  princi- 
ple from  which  He  never  departs.  God  never 
changes,  and  His  gifts  are  without  repentance. 
As  in  the  Incarnation  He  transmitted  to  us  by 
Mary  the  universal  Source  of  grace,  so  also  by 
her  henceforward  He  will  difinse  the  various  ap- 
plications of  that  same  grace,  in  our  vocation,  our 
conversion,  our  justification,  and  our  persever- 
ance. Mary  is,  then,  the  first  step  we  make  to  go 
to  God.  She  is  also  the  channel  of  spiritual 
favors ;  to  use  again  the  language  of  the  desert 
of  Clairvaux,  she  is  the  transmitter  of  the  gifts 
from  on  high,  the  treasurer  and  steward  of  Heav- 
en for  earth.  Daily  experience,  the  avowal  of 
the  great  converts  of  ancient  and  modem 
times  corroborate  all  my  assertions.  I  cannot 
resist  the  pleasure  of  quoting  the  childlike  and 
forcible  avowal  of  Saint  Bernard  before  all  his 
Religious,  assembled  in  chapter,  on  a  day  of  great 
solemnity:  "I  avow,  well-beloved  brothers,  that 
if  there  is  any  faith  in  my  soul,  any  ray  of  hope, 
any  spark  of  divine  charity,  I  owe  it  to  Mary.  I 
acknowledge  that  it  is  through  her  I  have  re- 
ceived it  from  God."  To  this  motive,  viz :  that 
devotion  to  Mary  is  a  mark  of  predestination,  the 
starting  point  of  salvation,  I  will  add  another:  it 
is  that  this  devotion  is  easier  than  all  other  oth- 
ers, especially  because  it  goes  at  once  to  the 
heart  by  the  connection  of  filial  aflfections.  In 
this  manner  it  is  the  uniting  link  of  natural  sen- 
timents with  the  spiritual  tenderness  which  we 
must  have  for  our  Heavenly  Mother.  This  is  the 
reason  why  all  that  developes  this  devotion,  espe- 
cially that  which  brings  it  into  the  family,  un- 
der an  amiable  form,  has  the  well  founded  sym- 
pathy of  all  saviors  of  souls,  of  the  priests  of 
Jesus  Christ. 

The  Bishops  know  that  Mary  is  the  Queen  of 
the  cliergy,  and  that  a  priest  who  honors  her  will 
work  with  more  effect.  They  are,  moreover,  the 
principal  members  of  the  body  of  the  Church, 
they  are  the  nearest  to  the  head  and  heart  of  the 
body  of  the  faithful.  Now  the  Holy  Ghost,  who 
unceasingly  animates  and  vivifies  the  Church, 
communicates  to  them  a  more  lively  esteem  for 
His  holy  Spouse.  And  the  visible  head  of  the 
Church,  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  Pius  IX!  who 
does  not  know  that  he  is  most  devoted  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin?    He  favors  with  generosity,  with 
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earnestness,  every  thing  that  conduces  to  the  ven- 
eration of  Mary.  He  blesses  and  encourages  the 
Ave  Maria,  the  amiable  missionary,  the  zealous 
apostle  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Pius  IX  well 
knows  that  if  Mary  reigns  over  the  nineteenth 
century,  if  the  Church  loves  her,  invokes  her, 
prays  to  her  with  fervor,  we  shall  have  the  vic- 
tory. She  will  chastise  all  cowardly  protectors, 
all  hypocritical  guardianships.  She  will  render 
vain  all  the  murderous  chains  of  the  hydra-headed 
revolution.  She  will  crush  the  head  of  all  that 
by  cunning,  by  duplicity,  or  by  malice,  shows 
itself  to  be  a  serpent.  And  the  trump  of  triumph 
will  sound  throughout  the  Church,  and  inundate 
with  joy  the  heart  of  Pius  IX. 


AN  EXPLAMATION  AND  DEFENSE  OF  THE 

CATHOLIC  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  SAC- 

EIFICE  OF  THE  MASS. 

BT    CliONFEBT. 

First  Proposition. 
In  the  Mass  is  presented  to  Ood  a  true  and  proper 
Sacrifice,  in  which  Christ  as  High- Priest  offers 
Himself  under  the  appearances  of  bread  and  wine 
by  the  hands  of  His  delegated  minister. 

Proof. 
Before  entering  on  the  scriptural  proof  of  this 
Proposition  it  may  be  asked,  How  far  does  Rea- 
son throw  light  upon  it  ? 

To  guide  us  in  answering  a  question  which 
spreads  like  a  labyrinth  into  metaphysics  and 
scholastic  theology  we  content  ourselves  with  lay- 
ing down  the  following  principles : 

1.  Man  is  composed  of  soul  and  body.  To  rep- 
resent human  nature  adequately  therefore  body 
as  well  as  soul  should  have  part  in  human  action. 
Experience  shows  this  to  be  the  case :  the  soul 
through  the  body  manifests  its  sentiments.  Ev- 
ery reflecting  individual  will  perceive  himself 
borne  by  instinct  and  habit  to  use  signs,  or  out- 
ward actions  performed  through  the  senses  and 
members  of  the  body,  as  exponents  of  his  inward 
feelings.  This  instinct  is  implanted  constantly, 
invincibly  and  universally  in  the  human  heart ; 
it  must  therefore  have  its  origin  in  man's  rational 
nature  and  have  been  there  placed  by  the  hand 
of  the  Creator.  Now  there  are  no  sentiments 
stronger,  more  sacred  and  absorbing  in  the  soul 
conscious  of  its  relations  to  God,  than  those  of 
reverence  and  adoration  towards  Him.  The  very 
instincts  of  man's  rational  nature  therefore  will 


impel  him  to  give  utterance — adequate  utterance, 
if  possible, — to  these  sentiments  by  signs,  or  out- 
ward actions  of  the  body. 

Again,  man  owes  supreme  homage  to  God  not 
only  on  behalf  of  the  soul  but  on  behalf  of  the 
body  also :  for  he  has  received  both  with  all  the 
favors  they  imply  from  the  creative  and  conserv- 
ing hand  of  the  Deity.  Reason  therefore  clearly 
points  out  the  obligation,  if  the  instinct  of  nature 
did  not,  of  oflfering  supreme  worship  not  only 
through  the  faculties  of  the  soul  but  through  the 
senses  of  the  body ;  and  of  offering  it  in  the  most 
perfect  and  expressive  way  at  man's  disposal. 

Finally,  if  we  consider  men  as  members  of  so- 
ciety they  are  bound  in  their  collective  capacity 
as  forming  communities  to  pay  homage  to  the  Su- 
preme Being,  the  author,  conserver  and  Lord  of 
the  social  system.  This  homage  society  can  offer 
only  by  means  of  sensible,  or  outward  signs  and 
actions :  and  these  signs  ought  to  be  as  com- 
pletely expressive  as  it  is  in  the  power  of  society 
to  render  them. 

From  these  considerations  we  conclude, ^ra^Zy, 
that  men  individually  and  collectively  are  bound 
to  manifest  by  outward  signs  the  inward  adora- 
tion of  the  soul  for  God  ;  and,  secondly,  that  these 
signs  should,  if  possible,  represent  adequately  and 
in  the  most  perfect  mode  our  sentiments  towards 
the  Great  Being. 

2.  What  signs,  or  outward  actions,  has  man  at 
his  disposal  for  exhibiting  worthily  his  reverence 
for  God?  He  has  only  those  which  may  be 
called  the  "sensible  acts  of  religion,"  viz :  bowing 
the  head,  bending  the  knee,  prostrating  the  body, 
offering  incense,  etc.  Of  those  outward  acts  of 
religion  sacrifice  is  the  most  expressive  and  per- 
fect. If  then  sacrifice  be  not  opposed  by  the 
natural  law,  or  by  some  positive  divine  enact- 
ment, reason  founded  on  the  instinct,  habit  and 
duty  of  human  nature  in  individuals  and  in  com- 
munities, leads  us  to  the  conclusion  that  we  are 
bound  to  give  the  most  perfect  expression  of  our 
adoration  of  God  by  means  of  sacrifice.  That 
sacrifice  implies  nothing  repugnant  to  the  laws  of 
nature  is  evident  from  the  fact  that  in  the  patri- 
archal and  Mosaic  dispensations  sacrifices  were 
the  usual  modes  of  worship  ordered  and  accepted 
by  Jehovah.  That  there  was  no  positive  enact- 
ment of  the  divine  law  against  them  under  the 
Jewish  dispensation  is  equally  certain.  Did  our 
Lord  by  His  own  Word,  or  through  His  apostles 
abolish  them  ?  AVe  say  emphatically — No  !  On 
the  contrary  He  instituted  and  offered  and  or- 
dained His  apostles  and  their  successors  in  the 
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priesthood  to  offer  through  all  time  the  Eucharis- 
tic  SacKifice,  the  fulfillment  and  crown  of  all 
the  patriarchal  and  Mosaic  sacrifices.  This  we 
have  undertaken  to  prove  from  Scripture  and 
early  Tradition.  But  we  are  now  considering 
how  far  Reason  leads  us  in  the  controversy.  Take 
the  Protestant  hypothesis  of  abrogation  or  aboli- 
tion of  sacrificial  worship — and — what  does  Rea- 
son say  ?  It  says : — Firstly,  that  in  such  case  Re- 
ligion will  be  left  without  an  adequate  outward 
expression  of  its  inward  reverence  and  adoration 
of  God.  Because  every  other  act  of  religious  wor- 
ship, such  as  bowing,  genuflecting,  prostration, 
incensing,  etc.,  may  be  used  as  expressions  of  our 
reverence  and  respect  for  creatures.  The  sub- 
ject bows,  kneels,  and  in  oriental  countries  pros- 
trates himself  before  the  monarch's  throne.  We 
offer  incense  before  the  images  of  saints  and 
angels:  the  levites  and  priests  in  the  Jewish 
temple  did  the  same  by  authority  of  God.  Hence 
if  we  take  away  sacrifice  Religion  possesses  no 
sign,  can  perform  no  outward  act,  which  of  itself 
represents  the  supreme  adoration  due  to  God.  In 
this  respect  Christianity  should  bow  the  head  to 
Judaism,  and  in  a  certain  sense  to  paganism. 
For  it  will  have  lost  the  most  perfect  and  only 
adequately  expressive  mode  of  worship,  which 
these  religions  possessed.  Whereas  admit  the 
practice  of  sacrifice,  and  then  we  have  an  outward 
act  of  religion,  which  cannot  be  used  as  the  ve- 
hicle of  manifesting  any  other  sentiments  save 
only  those  which  can  be  entertained  towards 
God  only, — an  outward  act,  which  therefore  can- 
not be  presented  to  any  creature  whether  mightiest 
king  on  earth,  or  highest  archangel  in  heaven. 

Secondly,  Whether  sacrifice  originally  derived 
this  siguificancy  from  the  suggestion  of  man's  ra- 
tional nature  seeking  an  outlet  for  its  feelings  to- 
wards the  divine  Being,  or  from  inspiration,  or  rev- 
elation, is  a  question  we  undertake  not  to  decide. 
But  it  is  an  arbitrary  sign,  that  is,  depending  for 
its  signification  on  positive  institution.  Thus  the 
sacraments  are  arbitrary  signs,  depending  for  sig- 
nification on  the  intention  and  will  of  their  Di- 
vine Institutor;  of  their  own  nature  the  matter 
and  form  do  not  lead  the  mind  to  think  of  the 
inward  grace  communicated  by  them.  But  when 
•we  know  that  Christ  intended  them  to  have  this 
significancy  and  effect,  then  they  become  for  the 
Christian  community  arbitrary  signs  and  bring  to 
our  recollection  the  idea  of  grace  as  powerfully  as 
the  blue  columns  of  smoke  rising  over  the  land- 
scape remind  us  of  the  fires  in  which  they  origin- 
ate.   Another  illustration  is  found  in  the  coin, 


which  is  the  staple  currency.  Ofittdf  it  has  no 
more  significancy  with  regard  to  value  than  the 
veined  stone  by  the  roadside.  But  when  taken 
up  as  the  representative  of  value  by  the  commu- 
nity, or  by  one  having  authority  over  the  commu- 
nity, then  it  becomes  a  sign  by  institution,  that  is, 
an  arbitrary  sign,  and  brings  the  idea  of  value 
before  the  minds  of  all  members  of  the  commu- 
nity in  which  it  passes  current.  So  it  is,  so  it 
has  been  with  sacrifice  in  the  religious  commu- 
nity from  the  infancy  of  the  human  race.  It  is 
by  institution  an  arbitrary  sign  of  God's  supreme 
pow^er,  especially  His  power  over  life  and  death: 
and  has  been  accepted  by  all  nations  as  spiritual 
currency  with  this  significancy  and  value.  As 
the  water  poured  on  the  head  in  Baptism  has  a 
certain  fitness  for  signifying  the  inward  cleans- 
ing by  regenerative  grace,  so  the  destruction,  or 
immolation  of  the  victim  outwardly  has  a  con- 
gruous force  of  bringing  before  us  the  majesty 
and  supreme  power  of  God,  who  alone  can  vivify 
and  destroy.  This  may  be  under  divine  inspira- 
tion or  revelation,  the  reason  why  all  peoples 
have  accepted  and  retained  sacrifice  as  the  high- 
est mode  of  divine  worship.  When  the  human 
family  grew  into  tribes,  and  these  tribes  in  turn 
into  nations,  which  spread  themselves  like  the 
waves  of  an  ever-advancing  tide  till  they  reached 
the  boundaries  of  the  earth,  they  did  not  lose 
every  shred  of  the  primal  revelations  to  Adam 
and  his  immediate  descendants.  Amid  the  gen- 
eral darkness  of  idolatry,  rays  of  light  coming 
down  from  the  days  of  Eden  were  preserved  and 
scattered.  The  idea  of  the  congruity,  utility  and 
necessity  of  sacrifice  was  one  of  these:  and 
though  surrounded  by  error  and  turned  to  wrong 
purposes,  that  spark  of  original  revelation  never 
died  out  among  the  pagan  nations.  It  was  as 
fixed,  and  constant  and  universal  as  the  idea  of  a 
Supreme  Being.  Reason,  therefore,  must  claim 
the  practice  of  sacrifice  to  be,  if  not  of  its  own 
suggestion,  certainly  after  its  own  heart,  even 
though  it  condemn  the  uses  to  which  it  was  after 
applied,  the  rites  by  which  it  was  in  many  coun- 
tries surrounded.  Sacrifice  was  constantly  and 
universally  offered  by  all  peoples  from  the  age  of 
Adam  down  to  that  of  Martin  Luther.  Weighing 
the  number  of  Protestants  who  from  the  latter 
down  to  our  days  have  given  it  up,  they  are  only 
as  a  little  dust  in  the  scale  compared  with  the 
countless  generations  who  have  for  six  thou- 
sand years  used  the  sacrificial  sign  as  the  noblest 
means  of  showing  to  men  and  angels  t^ir  thanks- 
giving and  adoration  of  the  Supreme  Being ! 
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Almighty  God  prescribed  this  mode  of  worship 
and  received  it  as  an  agreeable  odor  from  His 
special  friends.  Abel  and  Cain,  Abraham  and 
Melchisedech,  Noah,  Job  and  Tobias — all  the  pa- 
triarchs offered  sacrifice.  God,  in  His  owii  in- 
spired words,  appointed  the  nature  and  the  num- 
ber, the  times  and  the  places,  the  mode  and  the 
objects  of  the  Jewish  sacrifices ;  and  Moses, 
through  whom  He  gave  His  directions,  foretold 
that  those  sacrifices  were  only  figures,  which  in 
future  time  would  give  place  to  the  reality  ;  shad- 
ows without  the  substance,  which  the  Legislator 
yet  to  succeed  would  himself  introduce. 

Here,  then,  we  have  the  voice  of  reason,  the 
common  sense  of  mankind  and  the  institution 
of  God  against  the  Protestant  hypothesis.  On 
them,  therefore,  not  on  us,  devolves  the  burden  of 
showing  by  strong,  well-founded  arguments  that 
Christ,  in  establishing  His  religion  positively  abol- 
ished the  sacrificial  worship.  If  they  cannot 
show  that  he  positively  did  so,  we  cannot  be  dis- 
lodged from  our  strong  position  fortified  by  Rea- 
son, universal  usage  and  divine  ajjproval.  But 
leaving  that  position  impregnable  behind  us,  we 
now  go  farther  and  assert  that  Christ  not  only 
did  not  abolish  the  practice  of  sacrifice,  but  that 
on  the  contrary  He  instituted  a  sacrifice  which 
fulfills  all  the  sacrificial  types  and  attains  in  a  su- 
pereminent  degree  all  the  ends  of  the  manifold 
offerings  in  the  Old  Law.  We  come  now  to  the 
Scriptural  proof  of  this  truth  as  contained  in  the 
proposition  we  have  laid  down.  Our  first  argu- 
ment from  the  Old  Testament  is  founded  on  a 
passage  in  the  first  chapter  of  the  prophecy  of 
Halachy. 

[to  be  COKTINUED.l 


NOTICE  OP  PUBLICATIONS. 

THE  LIFE  OF  SAJXT  BOJtIXIC,  and  a  Sketch  of  the  Do- 
minican Order ;  with  an  Introduction,  by  Most  Rev.  J.  S. 
Alemany,  D.D:  P.  O'Shea,  Publisher,  27  Barclay  Street, 
New  York. 

Last  week  we  promised  to  notice  this  book 
again.  Our  space,  however,  allows  us  no  room 
for  comment,  as  we  wish  to  give  an  extract  from 
the  book  itself  that  the  readers  of  the  Ave  Maria 
may  be  tempted  to  procure  for  themselves  this 
portrait  of  St  Dominic,  which  is  pronounced  a 
gem  by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Alemany  in 
his  introduction. 

We  have  given  a  few  anecdotes  of  the  life  led 
by  Domiuic  during  a  time  when  war  and  blood- 
shed were^ging  around  him.  They  are  all  that 
are  left  us  to  mark  his  course  for  many  years.  But 


it  was  during  this  time,  though  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  affix  the  precise  date,  that  he  propagated 
that  celebrated  devotion  which  would  alone  en- 
title its  author  to  our  veneration,  did  we  know 
him  in  no  other  way  than  as  the  first  instructor 
of  the  Rosary.  The  universal  voice  of  tradition  ■ 
affirms  this  devotion  to  have  been  revealed  to  him 
by  the  Blessed  Virgin  herself;  and  if  we  consider 
its  almost  supernatural  character,  combining  as  it 
does  the  simplest  prayers  with  the  profoundest 
meditations,  or  again  if  we  remember  the  extra- 
ordinary power  with  which  it  has  been  blessed, 
and  its  adoption  through  the  universal  Church  as 
the  very  alphabet  of  prayer,  it  is  difficult  for  us 
not  to  believe  it  something  more  than  a  human 
invention,  but  rather  as  a  gift  which  came  to  us 
as  the  most  precious  token  of  the  love  of  our  dear 
Mother. 

We  again  remark  in  the  institution  of  the  Ro- 
sary something  of  that  characteristic  feature  of  St. 
Dominic  to  which  we  have  before  alluded.  It 
was  not  altogether  a  new  devotion.  There  was 
nothing  novel  in  the  frequent  repetition  of  the 
"  Angelical  Salutation,"  or  the  "  Pat^r  Noster :" 
such  devotion  had  been  common  in  the  Church 
from  time  immemorial,  and  we  read  of  the  her- 
mits of  the  deserts,  counting  such  prayers  with 
little  stones,  in  the  same  way  as  we  use  the  beads. 
The  novelty  was  the  association  of  mental  and  vo- 
cal prayer  in  those  mysteries,  which  gather  to- 
gether, under  fifteen  heads,  all  the  history  of  the 
life  of  Christ.         • 

We  may,  however,  consider  it  as  certain  that 
the  Rosary  had  begun  to  be  propagated  before 
the  year  1213,  as  we  are  assured  that  it  was  used 
by  the  soldiers  of  the  Count  de  Montfort's  army 
before  the  battle  of  Muret,  which  took  place  in 
that  year.  Many  stories  are  told  of  the  wonders 
which  followed  on  its  first  adoption.  Some  de- 
spised it,  and  ridiculed  its  use ;  among  whom  was 
one  of  the  bishops  of  the  country  of  Toulouse, 
who,  hearing  the  Rosary  preached  by  Saint  Dom- 
inic, spoke  of  it  afterwards  with  contempt,  saying 
it  was  only  fit  for  women  and  children.  He  was 
soon  convinced  of  his  error;  for  shortly  after- 
wards, falling  into  great  persecution  and  calum- 
nies, he  seemed  in  a  vision  to  see  himself  plunged 
into  thick  mire  from  which  there  was  no  way  of 
escape.  Raising  his  eyes,  he  saw  above  him  the 
forms  of  our  Lady  and  Saint  Dominic,  who  let 
down  to  him  a  chain  made  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 
rings,  fifteen  of  which  were  gold ;  and  laying  hold 
of  this  he  found  him.self  safely  drawn  to  dry  land. 
By  this  he  understood  that  it  was  by  means  of 
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the  devotion  of  the  Rosary  he  should  be  delivered 
from  his  enemies,  which  shortly  took  place  after 
he  had  devoutly  commenced  its  use. 

The  spread  of  this  devotion  was  the  most  suc- 
cessful weapon  in  the  eradication  of  the  Albigen- 
sian  heresy.  The  child  of  ignorance,  it  fled  be- 
fore the  light  of  truth  ;  and  as  the  mysteries  of 
the  faith  were  gradually  brought  back  to  the 
minds  and  hearts  of  the  people,  the  mysteries  of 
falsehood  disappeared.  The  doctrine  of  the  In- 
carnation, so  specially  commemorated  in  the  Ro- 
sary, became  then,  as  ever,  the  bulwark  of  the 
truth ;  and  wherever  the  society  was  established, 
and  the  name  of  Mary  was  invoked,  that  name,  as 
the  Church  sings,  "  alone  destroyed  all  heresies." 

It  was  on  tjie  lOih  of  September  of  the  same 
year,  that  the  king  of  Arragon  suddenly  appeared 
before  the  walls  of  this  place,  with  an  army,  ac- 
cording to  some  writers,  of  100,000  men,  or,  as 
others  more  probably  state,  of  40,000.  The  intel- 
ligence of  his  approach  reached  De  Montfort  at 
Fanjeaux.  It  seems  probable  that  this  hostile 
movement  took  the  Catholic  chieftain  by  sur- 
prise ;  for  only  a  few  weeks  previously,  he  had 
been  invited  to  a  friendly  conference  by  the  king, 
and  so  little  was  he  prepared  for  any  active  meas- 
ures at  the  time  (owing  to  the  pending  negotia- 
tions with  the  Roman  court),  that  he  had  no  more 
than  800  horse,  and  a  small  number  of  men-at- 
arms  with  him,  with  which  to  come  to  the  relief 
of  the  besieged.  To  oppose  so  contemptible  a 
force  to  the  army  of  the  king,  seemed  little  less 
than  madness,  yet  he  never  hesitated.  On  the 
day  following  that  on  which  the  news  reached 
him,  he  set  out  from  Fanjeaux,  taking  with  him 
the  bishops  and  legates,  amongst  whom  was  Fulk, 
bishop  of  Toulouse,  with  the  intention  of  at  least 
attempting  a  pacific  settlement  before  the  last  ap- 
peal to  arms.  He  stopped  on  his  way  at  the  Cis- 
tercian monastery  of  Bolbonne,  and  going  into 
the  church,  laid  his  sword  on  the  altar,  as  though 
to  commend  his  cause  to  God,  and  remained  for 
some  time  in  prayer  ;  then  taking  back  his  sword, 
as  now  no  longer  his,  but  God's,  he  proceeded  to 
Saverdum,  where  he  spent  the  night  in  confession 
and  preparation  for  death.  His  little  company  of 
followers  did  the  same,  and  on  the  morning  of 
the  following  day  they  all  communicated,  as  men 
who  were  about  to  offer  their  lives  as  a  sacrifice. 
Some  authors  tell  us  that  Dominic  was  present 
with  the  other  legates  and  ecclesiastics  in  the 
army  ;  others  name  him  as  being  in  their  compa- 
ny only  at  Muret ;  but  it  seems  probable  that  he 
had  joined  them  previously,  and  if  the  current 


tradition  is  the  correct  one,  that  the  crusaders 
ascribed  their  subsequent  victory  to  the  particular 
assistance  of  Mary,  whom  they  had  united  to  in- 
voke in  the  prayers  of  the  Rosary,  we  may  well 
believe  that  this  appeal  to  our  Lady  of  Victories 
came  from  his  counsel  and  exhortation.  The  army 
reached  Muret  on  the  side  of  the  town  opposite 
to  that  where  the  forces  of  the  king  of  Arragon 
were  drawn  up  ;  but,  before  entering  the  gates, 
the  bishops  were  dispatched  with  propositions  of 
peace  to  the  enemy's  camp.  A  contemptuous  sar- 
casm was  the  only  rejily  they  received,  and  re- 
turning to  the  army  they  all  entered  Muret  to- 
gether. But  they  determined  on  one  more  effort, 
and  very  early  in  the  morning  dispatched  another 
message  to  the  king,  to  the  effect  that  they  would 
wait  upon  him  barefoot,  to  bring  about  the  terms 
of  reconciliation.  They  were  preparing  to  exe- 
cute this  design,  when  a  body  of  cavalry  attacked 
the  gates ;  for  the  king  had  ordered  the  advance, 
without  even  deigning  a  reply  to  this  second 
embassy. 

^he  scene  that  morning  within  the  walls  of 
Muret  was  surely  a  religious  one.  Eight  hundred 
devoted  men,  fortified  by  prayer  and  the  sacra- 
ments of  reconciliation,  were  about,  as  it  seemed 
to  human  judgment,  to  lay  down  their  lives  as  a 
sacrifice  for  the  faith.  There  might  be  seen  how 
the  holy  sacrifice  was  celebrated  in  the  presence 
of  them  all ;  and  how,  when  the  Bishop  of  Uzfes 
turned  to  say  the  last  Dominus  vobiscum,  De  Mont- 
fort knelt  before  him,  clad  in  armor,  and  said : 
"  And  I  consecrate  my  blood  and  life  for  God  and 
His  faith ;"  and  how  the  swords  and  shields  of  the 
combatants  were  once  more  offered  on  the  altar  ; 
and  when  it  was  over,  and  the  horsemen  were 
gathering  together,  and  the  very  sound  of  the  at- 
tack was  at  the  gates,  these  men  all  once  more 
dismounted,  and  bent  their  knee  to  venerate  and 
kiss  the  crucifix,  extended  to  them  by  the  Bishop 
of  Toulouse.  He  had  come  to  give  them  his  part- 
ing words  and  blessing.  Did  his  voice  falter,  or 
his  eye  grow  dim  at  the  spectacle  before  him  ? 
Something  there  certainly  was  of  human  emotion 
at  that  moment  which  history  does  not  notice ; 
for  we  are  told  it  was  not  he,  but  the  Bishop  of 
Comminges  who  stood  by  his  side,  that  spoke  the 
last  charge  to  the  array,  and,  taking  the  crucifix 
from  the  hands  of  Fulk,  solemnly  blessed  them  as 
they  knelt.  Then  they  rode  out  to  battle,  and 
the  ecclesiastics  turned  back  into  the  church  to 
pray. 

Nothing  more  heroic  is  to  be  found  in  the 
whole  history  of  chivalry,  than  this  battle  of  Mu- 
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ret.  It  was  a  single  charge.  They  rode  through 
the  open  gates,  and  after  a  feigned  movement 
of  retreat,  they  suddenly  turned  rein,  and  dashed 
right  on  the  ranks  of  their  opponents,  with  the 
impetuosity  of  a  mountain  torrent."  Swift  as 
lightning  they  broke  through  the  troops  that  op- 
posed their  onward  course,  scattering  them  before 
their  horses'  hoofs  with  something  of  supernat- 
ural energy,  nor  did  they  draw  bridle  till  they 
reached  the  centre  of  the  army  where  the  king 
himself  was  stationed,  surrounded  by  the  flower 
of  his  nobles  and  followers.  A  moment's  fierce 
struggle  ensued ;  but  the  fall  of  the  king  decided 
the  fortune  of  the  day.  Terrified  by  the  shock  of 
that  tremendous  charge,  as  it  hurled  itself  upon 
them,  the  whole  army  fled  in  panic.  The  voice 
and  example  of  their  chief  might  again  have  ral- 
lied them,  but  that  was  wanting ;  Peter  of  Arra- 
gon  lay  dead  on  the  field,  and  Dominic's  proph- 
ecy was  fulfilled. 

And  where  was  he  meanwhile  ?  When  the 
Christian  knights  were  ridden  forth  to  the  battle, 
the  churchmen  had  gone  before  the  altar  to  pfay. 
They  had  sent  their  comrades,  as  it  seemed,  to 
certain  death ;  and  their  prayer  had  in  it  the  an- 
guish of  supplication.  F.  Bernard,  of  the  Order 
of  Preachers,  thus  describes  them :  "Then  going 
into  the  church,  they  prayed,  raising  their  hands 
to  heaven,  and  beseeching  God  for  His  servants 
who  were  exposed  to  death  for  His  sake,  with 
such  great  groans,  and  cries,  that  it  seemed  not 
they  prayed,  but  rather  howled."  But  from  this 
agonizing  suspense  they  were  roused  by  the  shouts 
of  the  populace.  The  cry  of  victory  sounded  in 
their  ears ;  they  hastened  to  the  walls,  and  be- 
held the  plain  covered  with  the  flying  companies 
of  the  heretics.  Some  plunged  into  the  waters  of 
the  Garonne  and  perished  in  their  armour;  oth- 
ers trampled  their  own  comrades  to  death  in  the 
confusion  of  their  flight ;  many  died  under  the 
swords  of  the  Crusaders.  It  is  computed  that  no 
fewer  that  20,000  of  the  heretic  forces  were  slain, 
whilst  we  are  assured  by  all  authorities  that  eight 
only  of  the  Catholics  fell  during  the  combat  of 
that  day.  As  the  Count  de  Montfort  rode  over 
that  victorious  field  he  checked  his  horse  by  the 
bleeding  and  trampled  body  of  the  king  of  Ar- 
ragon.  De  Montfort  had  some  of  the  failings, 
but  all  the  virtues,  of  his  order:  he  was  cast  in 
the  heroic  type  of  Christian  chivalry.  Descend- 
ing from  his  horse,  he  kissed  the  body  with  tears, 
and  gave  orders  for  its  honorable  interment,  as 
became  a  gallant  enemy ;  then,  returning  bare- 
foot to  Muret,  he  went  first  to  the  church  to  re- 


turn thanks  to  God,  and  gave  the  horse  and  ar- 
mour with  which  he  had  fought  to  the  poor.  It 
was  a  true  picture  of  the  ages  of  faith. 


DEATH  OF    EIGHT  EEV.   JOHN   TIMON, 
BISHOP  OF  BUFFALO. 

Just  as  we  go  to  press  we  hear,  by  telegraph, 
of  the  death  of  an  illustrious  Prelate  of  the  Church 
and  one  of  the  most  zealous  and  warm-hearted 
friends  of  the  Ave  Maria. 

On  the  16th  inst.  Rt.  Rev.  John  Timon,  Bishop 
of  Buffalo,  died  of  the  erysipelas  at  his  residence 
in  that  city. 

One  year  ago  we  were  all  edified  here  by  his 
earnest  words  of  charity,  his  fervent  piety,  and 
heartfelt  sentiments  of  love  for  our  Blessed 
Mother. 

With  all  Catholics  of  the  United  States  we  shall 
ever  keep  his  memory  in  veneration,  as  a  learned 
and  saintly  Prelate — but  all  connected  with  the 
Ave  Maria  Lave  still  a  further  motive  to  pre- 
serve his  memory  in  their  hearts,  for  he  was  truly 
a  devoted  friend  to  our  Mother's  paper,  which  he 
approved  so  generously  and  to  which  he  was  a 
life  subscriber.  This  interest,  however,  that  he 
took  in  the  Ave  Maria  was  but  one  of  the  many 
proofs  he  gave  of  his  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  of  his  zeal  in  her  service.  May  our 
Bless^ed  Mother  obtain  for  him  a  reward  for  the 
labors  of  his  long  life.     Requiescat  in  pace. 


Religious  Professions  ajtd  Receptions. — 
On  the  Feast  of  the  Seven  Dolors  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin  gave  the  Religious 
habit  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross  to  Miss 
Ellen  Tong,  (Sister  Iklary  of  Saint  Florentine;) 
Miss  Elida  Fuller,  (Sister  Mary  of  Saint  Lucretia;) 
Miss  Mary  Larkins,  (Sister  Mary  of  St.  Leonida;) 
Miss  Mary  Rady,  (Sister  Mary  of  Saint  Anesia.) 

March  26th,  at  St.  Xavier's  Academy,  Latrobe, 
Pa.,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Domenec  gave  the  Relig- 
ious habit  of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy  to  Miss  Annie 
Walker,  of  Elizabeth,  Pa.,  (S'r  M.  Calista  Teresa). 


Obitoaries. — Died,  Feb.  22d,  at  the  Presen- 
tation Convent,  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  Sister  Mary 
Joseph. 

Died,  March  17th,  at  the  Convent  of  the  Sisters 
of  Charity,  Chicago,  III.,  Sister  Anne  Regina 
Jordan,  Superioress. 

RequieseaTVt  in  pace. 
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"THEOLA;"  A  TALE  OF  EAELT  TIMES. 


BY  MA.RIAPH1L08. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

We  shall  not  follow  the  terrified  fugitives,  but 
return  to  Manlius.  The  more  he  thought  of  his 
unusual  guard  the  more  was  he  convinced  that 
something  wicked  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  whole 
affair.  He  began  to  be  affected  with  something 
of  his  wife's  gloom,  so  that  before  he  reached  his 
destination,  he  was  very  low-spirited  indeed. 

After  giving  his  orders  to  the  soldiers,  he  en- 
tered a  small  guard-house  and  sat  down.  He  tried 
to  shake  off  the  painful  forebodings  that  depress- 
ed him.  But  he  was  unequal  to  the  task,  so  he 
began  to  pray.  Every  one  knows  what  a  good 
soldier's  prayers  are.  There  is  a  brave,  military 
truth  about  them  that  pierces  Heaven,  and  takes 
it  by  storm.  Hence,  after  the  religious,  there  are 
more  saints  from  the  military  state  than  from  any 
other. 

Manlius  was  about  to  leave  the  room,  when  a 
knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  presently  the 
sergeant  of  the  watch  entered.  There  was  a  pe- 
culiar air  about  the  man,  which  Manlius  had  often 
noticed.  His  appearance  was  not  like  that  of  the 
other  soldiers.  He  was  neither  boisterous  nor 
profane,  hence  the  Captain   liked  bun. 

"  Captain,"  said  the  sergeant  with  a  salute.  "  I 
would  like  to  have  a  few  words  with  you." 

"  Well,  Terentius,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  Captain,  I  may  be  making  too  free,  but  I 
would  wish  to  say  that  those  you  love  are  this 
night  in  the  greatest  danger." 

"  Ha !  what  mean  you  ?"  asked  the  startled  officer, 

"  Did  it  appear  strange,  Captain,  that  the  Com- 
mandant assigned  you  this  post  to  night  ?  asked 
the  sergeant." 

"  Well  I  must  confess,  Terentius,  it  did  appear 
at  least  unusual,"  answered  the  Captain. 

"  Then,  be  assured  sir,  that  you  will  find  your- 
self the  victim  of  a  deeply  laid  plan.  The  deputy 
Raucus  was  with  the  Commandant  for  a  long  time 
yesterday  evening.  He  brought  a  letter  from  the 
Prefect,  and  I  feel  certain  that  you  would  not  be 
far  wrong  if  you  connected  your  presence  here  to- 
night with  that  letter," 

"  But  what  would  their  object  be  ?"  asked  Man- 
lius, 


"  Sir,  your  wife  is  a  Christian  and — " 

"  How  know  you  that,  sirrah  ?"  demanded  the 
Captain, 

"  Ah,  Captain,  do  not  be  afraid  of  me.  I  am, 
too,  a  Christian,  and  have  seen  you  and  the  Lady 
Thecla  often  at  mass." 

Manlius  seized  the  sergeant's  two  hands  and 
blessed  him  for  the  comfort  such  an  avowal  gave 
him, 

"  Now,  Captain,  I  can  speak  more  openly,  I  fear 
that  you  have  some  secret  enemy  who  is  aiming  a 
blow  at  your  happiness.  I  suspect  very  strongly 
that  your  being  sent  here  to  night  is  but  to  get 
you  out  of  the  way.  The  Lady  Thecla  is  in  dan- 
ger-" 

"Merciful  God!"  exclamed  Manlius,  starting 
to  his  feet,  "  I  see  it  all  now,  Terentius,  they  have 
taken  her." 

And  the  strong  man  trembled  like  a  frightened 
child. 

"  Then  Captain,  why  do  you  remain  here  ?  Let 
us  away  and  see  to  her  safety." 

"  Thanks,  thanks,  good  Terentius,  but  how  leave 
out  post  ?  Would  it  not  be  dishonorable  to  aban- 
don our  trust?" 

"  Captain,"  answered  the  good  sergeant,  *'  you 
do  not  seem  to  understand  fully  our  position.  We ' 
owe  no  fealty  to  an  emperor  who  treats  us  worse 
than  his  most  bitter  enemies.  I  pray  no  evil  on 
him,  but  right  is  right,  and  if  he  thinks  proper  to 
treats  us,  his  faithful  servants  as  dogs,  we  have 
little  reason  to  sacrifice  ourselves  to  his  interest. 
Besides,  this  horrible  persecution  will  strike  us 
soon  as  well  as  those  other  blessed  souls  whom 
we  see  dragged  to  an  ignominious  death  every  day. 
Let  us  away  then  Captain,  and  see  to  the  safety  of 
the  Lady  Thecla." 

So  spoke  the  brave  soldier,  and  his  words  found 
an  echo  in  the  heart  of  Manlius. 

The  Captain  and  sergeant  were  soon  on  their 
way  to  the  former's  mansion. 

When  they  arrived  all  was  quiet  as  the  grave. 
Manlius  took  heart  from  this  circumstance,  and 
boldly  entered.  When  in  the  hall  he  called  loud- 
ly, but  no  response  came  to  his  summons.  From 
room  to  room  he  rushed,  his  agony  growing  more 
intense,  but  not  a  living  thing  met  his  gaze.  Sud- 
denly he  heard  a  faint  cry,  as  he  passed  from  a 
small  chamber.  He  quickly  returned,  and  wag 
startled  at  observing  a  young  girl  creeping  out 
from  a  place  of  concealment  behind  the  tapestry, 
Manlius  instantly  recognized  her  as  one  of  hit 
wife's  attendants, 

"  Oh,  my  dear  master,"  cried  she,  bursting  into 
tears  and  falling  upon  her  knees. 
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"Where  is  my  wife  ?"  asked  the  officer  in  a  voice 
hoarse  with  agitation  and  passion. 

"  Gone  sir,"  answered  the  girl. 

"Gone!"  shouted  Manlius,  "where?" 

"  I  do  not  know  sir.  The  wretch  Raucus  and  a 
band  of  soldiers  came  here  about  an  hour  after 
you  went  away.  We  would  all  have  been  taken, 
had  not  Miss  Clara  come  to  warn  us." 

" And  they  captured  my  wife,  child?"  asked 
Manlius  in  an  accent  of  agony. 

"  No,  no,  dear  sir,  your  wife  escaped  with  dear 
little  Angelicus  and  some  of  the  servants.  Where 
she  has  gone,  I  know  not.  But  oh !  if  you  had 
heard  the  execrations  of  Raucus  and  his  followers 
when  they  found  that  she  had  disappeared !  I 
heard  it  all,  for  I  had  not  time  to  get  away,  and 
I  trembled  so  much  that  I  was  certain  the  move- 
ment of  the  tapestry  would  have  betrayed  me." 

"  Thanks  be  to  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother," 
cried  Manlius,  when  the  girl  had  ceased  speaking. 
"  My  heart  is  easier  now." 

"  Ah,  Captain,"  said  Terentius,  "  see  the  state 
they  have  left  your  house  in.  Your  pictures  cut 
in  shreds,  your  sacred  statues  broken  to  pieces,  your 
rich  furniture  destroyed. "  Truly  the  devil  has  his 
own  way  with  such  wretches." 

"  I  care  not,  Terentius, — my  wife  and  child  are 
safe.  Thanks  be  to  my  good  God  again  and  again. 
But  alas,  where  can  they  be  ?" 

"Is there  no  place  of  refuge  to  which  they 
might  have  fled,  sir  ?"  asked  the  sergeant. 

"  Ha,  thanks  good  Terentius! — thanks  for  thy 
suggestion.  Now  I  know  !  The  "  Cave  of  the 
Olives !"  it  must  be  so.  Come  with  me, — we  must 
go  there  instantly,"  exclamed  the  Captain  with 
revived  feelings. 

"  Forgive  me,  sir,  for  saying  it,  but  I  think  you 
would  be  very  imprudent  to  go  there  now.  You 
may  depend  that  spies  of  this  Raucus  are  scatter- 
ed about  on  all  sides  ;  you  would  simply  be  be- 
traying your  wife  and  many  others  by  such  a 
course.  Take  time  to-morrow  to  look  about :  I 
shall  have  my  eyes  and  ears  open,  and  let  us  trust 
before  to-morrow  night  we  shall  be  able  to  baffle 
our  enemies." 

"  You  are  right,  brave  Terentius,  and  I  shall 
follow  your  advice,"  said  Manlius.  "  But  oh,  Ter- 
entius, you  know  not  what  it  is  to  have  a  dear 
wife  and  child !" 

"  Captain,  I  never  complain.  The  will  of  God 
is  sufficient  for  me,  I  have  no  wife  and  child,  you 
say.  It  is  tnie  :  but  there  are  those  in  Rome  who 
one  day  not  long  ago,  saw  a  mother  and  four  beau- 
tiful children  led  to  death  for  Christ's  sake,  and 


a  poor  soldier  grieves  now  for  them — for  them ! 
do  I  say?  no,  no,  but  for  himself  that  he  is  left 
behind.  Oh,  Captain,  they  were  my  own  dear 
ones." 

Manlius  threw  himself  at  the  feet  of  the  soldier 
down  whose  furrowed  cheeks  the  big  tears  were 
coursing 

"  Oh,  my  Captain,  this  is  too  much  !  Do  arise," 
the  sergeant  said. 

'•  I  humble  myself  before  thee,  Terentius,  for 
thou  art  worthy  of  it.  The  husband  and  father 
of  martyrs!  Terentius,  from  this  night  we  are 
brothers  !  Call  me  no  more  Captain, — call  me, 
Manlius ! 

"  Dear  Captain—" 

"  Manlius,  I  say,"  interrupted  the  officer  rising 
to  his  feet. 

"  Dear  Manlius,  then,  do  not  forget  that  I  am 
but  an  humble  legionary,  without  learning  or 
polish." 

"  I  tell  you,  Terentius,  you  are  superior  to  me 
in  every  thing  that  is  truly  worthy,  so  say  no  more 
about  it.  And  now,  dear  friend,  ought  we  not, 
as  a  matter  of  prudence,  return  to  our  post  ?" 

"I  was  just  about  to  propose  such  a  course, 
Manlius,"  answered  the  sergeant.  "  A  little  pru- 
dence is  never  out  of  place." 

So  the  two  friends  returned  to  their  guard  ere 
their  absence  had  been  noticed. 

And  it  was  well  for  both  that  they  did  so.  They 
had  hardly  returned,  when  a  messenger  arrived 
from  the  commandant,  ostensibly  with  a  note  for 
Manlius,  but  in  reality  to  act  as  a  spy  on  his  ac- 
tions. The  missive  merely  directed  the  Captain 
to  exercise  more  than  ordinary  vigilance  that 
night  as  there  were  rumors  of  some  disturbance. 
Manlius  saw  the  ruse  at  once,  but  prudently  re- 
frained from  the  least  remark. 

But  where  were  our  poor  fugitives  in  the  mean- 
time? Hurrying  away  to  the  "  Cave  of  the  Olives" 
through  the  open  country,  for  the  place  of  refuge 
was  more  than  a  league  from  the  city.  It  was  by 
the  river's  bank,  and  happily,  was  part  of  a  good 
Christian's  property.  The  entrance  was  at  the  wa- 
ter's .edge,  yet  so  covered  with  foliage  and  vines 
that  it  could  not  be  observed  from  the  riyer. 
[to  be  contixued.] 


A  servant  girl,  on  leaving  her  place,  was  ac- 
costed by  her  master  as  to  her  leaving.  "  Mistress 
is  so  quick  tempered  that  I  cannot  live  with  her," 
said  the  girl.  "  Well,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  you 
know  it  is  no  sooner  begun  than  it  is  over."  "Yes, 
sir;  and  no  sooner  over  than  begun  again." 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  ANIT^MNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE  MOST  REV.   ABCHBISHOP  SPAXDING. 

XII,  —  The  Sub  Tuxjm  Pilesidium,  and  the 
Memoraue. 

Tb«ee  two  Prayers  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  are 
warmly  cherished  by  Catholics,  and  are  often  on 
their  lips.  They  are,  in  fact,  so  well  known,  that 
it  would  seem  almost  useless  to  explain  them,  or 
even  refer  to  them.  Yet,  like  many  other  things 
which  are  trite,  because  we  have  grown  familiar 
with  them,  they  have  many  beauties  which  do 
not  appear  on  the  surface,  and  which,  from  re- 
peated use,  are  often  lost  sight  of  The  former 
is  more  usually  recited  at  the  end  of  other  prayers 
or  occupations;  the  latter  on  all  occasions  of 
need  and  danger.  Both  implore  the  intercessory 
protection  of  the  Virgin  in  a  tone  of  the  utmost 
confidence,  blended  with  filial  love  and  devoted- 
ness. 

The  Sttb  Tutjm  Pr^sidicm  is  an  Anthem  of 
the  Church,  being  the  Antiphon  to  the  nvnc 
dimittis  of  Complin  in  the  the  Little  OflBce  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  Memorare  is  not  an 
official  Prayer  of  the  Church,  but  is  highly  prized 
by  many  Catholics,  who  ascribe  it  to  the  great 
Saint  Bernard.  Whether  Saint  Bernard  really 
composed  it  or  not,  appears  to  be  involved  in 
doubt.  After  a  somewhat  diligent  search,  we 
have  been  una1)le  to  find  it  in  his  published 
works,  in  so  many  words  and  in  its  present  form; 
though  we  found  many  expressions  of  kindred 
nature,  breathing  a  similar  spirit  of  filial 
confidence  in  the  intercession  of  the  great 
Mother  of  God — our  own  dear  Mother  in 
Heaven.  The  bare  fact  of  its  not  occurring  in 
the  printed  works  of  Saint  Bernard  does  not  ap- 
pear to  us  to  be  a  conclusive  evidence  that  he 
was  not  the  author  of  it ;  for  it  may  very  well  be 


supposed  that  this,  and  other  smaller  composi- 
tions or  fragments,  may  have  been  omitted  in  the 
collection.  However  this  may  be,  tiie  popular 
tradition  seems  to  be  sufficiently  well  founded,  as 
to  the  substance  of  the  prayer,  from  the  fact  that 
it  at  least  embodies  the  spirit,  if  not  the  identical 
words,  of  the  great  champion  of  the  Virgin  in 
the  twelfth  century. 

Both  these  Prayers  are  variously  translated 
in  our  different  Manuals  of  devotion,  and  we  do 
not  recollect  having  seen  a  single  rendering  with 
which  we  were  entirely  satisfied,  or  which  em- 
bodied the  full  force  and  beauty  of  the  original 
Latin.  Thus,  the  word  prcesidium  is  usually 
translated  patronage ;  whereas  it  implies  some- 
thing more — the  idea  of  active  protection  and  de- 
fense. It  represents  the  Christian,  struggling 
with  temptations  and  dangers  in  this  land  of  his 
exile,  flying  confidently  to  the  Virgin  as  to  a  fort- 
ress of  strength —  a  tower  of  David  and  of  Ivory — 
well  capable  of  shielding  from  peril  all  who  fly 
to  its  sheltering  walls  for  protection,  because 
these  are  impregnably  fortified  by  her  Son,  who 
is  "God  blessed  forever."  Of  course,  it  is  clearly 
understood,  and  is  sufficiently  implied  in  the 
Prayer  itself,  that  the  whole  power  of  the  "Glori- 
ous and  Blessed  Virgin"  to  help  and  deliver  is 
derived  from  her  Son  Jesus,  than  whom  "there 
is  no  other  name  given  to  men  whereby  they  may  * 
be  saved."  No  Christian,  however  rude  or  sim- 
ple-minded in  his  faith,  is  in  any  danger  of  los- 
ing sight,  for  a  moment,  of  this  essential  funda- 
mental principle  of  Catholic  faith ;  in  accordance 
with  which  each  invocation  of  the  Virgin  is  a 
distinct  recognition  of  the  one  mediatorship  of 
salvation  of  Christ,  from  whom  alone  she  has 
borrowed  all  her  wondrous  beauty  and  derived 
her  well  nigh  boundless  power  of  intercession. 
Any  other  sentiment  opposed  to  this  principle 
were  rank  heresy,  and  even  downright  blasphemy, 
according  to  the  most  elementary  teachings  of  all 
Catholic  theology.  The  principle  is  always  im- 
plied in  every  prayer  to  the  Virgin,  and  it  is  not 
at  all  necessary  to  express  it  in  every  instance. 
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The  Sub  Tutm  PR-EsrorrM  may  be  rendered 
thus: 

"  We  fly  to  thy  protection,  O  holy  Mother  of 
God !  Despise  not  our  supplications  in  our  ne- 
cessities ;  but  deliver  us  from  all  dangers,  O  glo- 
rious and  Blessed  Virgin !" 

"What  we  have  above  remarked  may  be  also  ap- 
plied to  the  Memorare.  This  is  the  heart  peti- 
tion, full  of  faith  and  confidence,  of  the  weary 
child  of  earth  to  the  tender  Mother  in  heaven, 
asking  for  special  favors  without  any  misgiving 
or  fear  of  denial.  As  well  might  you  attempt  to 
criticise  the  language  employed  by  the  fond  and 
confiding  earthly  child  appealing,  in  its  glowing 
heart-language  and  trusting  filial  love,  to  the 
tender  earthly  mother,  as  carp  at  the  fervid  tone 
of  this  prayer  to  the  heavenly  Virgin  Mother  by 
her  confiding  pilgrim  child  on  earth.  In  neither 
case  are  we  called  on  to  expect  or  exact  any  great 
logical  precision  of  language  or  severe  weighing 
of  expressions.  All  this  is  sufficiently  under- 
stood, and  according  to  the  French  expression,  va 
sans  dire. 

As  we  have  already  intimated,  no  two  trans- 
lations of  the  JVIemorare  which  we  have  seen, 
are  exactly  alike,  and  not  one  of  them  is  entire- 
ly true  to  the  original,  whose  simple  beauty  can 
scarcely  be  reproduced  in  any  other  language. 
According  to  our  view,  the  key  of  the  whole 
Prayer  is  the  word  piis.fima,  the  first  epithet  ap- 
plied to  the  Virgin,  which,  in  its  original  and 
true  meaning,  implies  the  tender  relationship  that 
subsists  between  the  parent  and  the  child.  This 
is  its  primary  meaning,  even  when  it  refers  to 
man's  relation  to  God,  who  is  our  Father  in 
heaven.  In  the  Memorare  it  is  variously  trans- 
lated mod  pious,  most  merciful,  most  gracious,  most 
compassionate,  and  m^st  tender.  We  wholly  dis- 
card the  first,  as  not  conveying  the  true  meaning, 
and  of  the  rest  we  prefer  the  two  which  are  last, 
especially  the  last  one.  Perhaps  the  combination 
tenderly  compassionate,  or  motherly,  would  be  better 
than  any  other  form  of  expression.  We  will 
adopt  this  last,  and  present  a  literal  rendering; 
not  omitting  the  antithetical  allusion,  contained 
in  the  phrases  divine  Word  and  our  words,  which 
occur  toward  the  close : 

"  Remember,  Oh  most  motherly  Virgin  Mary, 
that  it  is  unheard  of  from  all  ages,  that  any  one 
flying  to  thy  protection,  imploring  thy  aid,  or 
beo-cing  thy  prayers,  was  ever  forsaken!  In- 
spired with  such  confidence,  I  fly  to  thee.  Oh 
Virgin  of  virgins,  my  Mother ;  I  come  to  thee ;  I 
stand  before  thee,  a  weeping  sinner !     Do  not.  Oh 


Mother  of  the  Word,  despise  my  words,  but 
bounteously  hear  and  hearken  (to  my  petition) ! 
Amen." 

The  past  is  a  perfect  and  most  consoling  guar- 
anty for  the  present  and  the  future.  As  thou, 
Oh  sweet  Heavenly  Mother,  hast  never  been 
known  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  cries  of  thy  chil- 
dren in  the  past,  so  I  have  the  most  unbounded 
confidence  that  thou  wilt  not  refuse  my  present 
prayer,  poured  out  with  a  filial  reverence  and 
trustfulness,  by  one  who  is  indeed  a  weeping  sin- 
ner, but  who  ^K  claims  to  be  thy  child,  and 
who,  with  unwavering  trust,  invokes  the  Mother 
of  the  eternal  Word,  who  is  his  own  dear  Mother 
as  well,  to  hear  and  favorably  receive  his  poor 
halting  words  of  supplication  and  trusting  love ! 


[to  bb  contintjed,] 


A.  B. 


For  the  Atz.Vabia. 

THE  KESUEEEOTION.       • 

BY  MARIE. 

All  hail  to  the  glory  and  gladness  of  day — 
Transfiguring  Earth  in  its  magical  ray  ! ' 
Exult,  O  ye  Nations !  the  shadow  hath  fled. 
And  life  waketh  fair  in  the  realms  of  the  dead ! 
The  sunlight  dispels,  with  its  roseate  glow, 
The  phantoms  that  filled  the  long  night-time  with 

wo — 
And  the  tempest  that  blighted  a  world  in  its 

wrath. 
The  anguish  that  wailed  o'er  its  conquering  path, 
Tlieir  discord  is  hushed — for  a  radiant  form 
Flung  the  bright  bow  of  peace  o'er  the  way  of  the 

storm; 
And  the  spell  of  its  brightness  hath  silenced  the 

might 
Of  the  demons  that  rode  on  the  blasts  of  the 

night. 
O  fair  dawn  of  Easter!     O  beauty  benign ! 
Whose  glory  celestial  forever  shall  shine. 
Thy  life -spring  hath  gushed  from  the  gloom  of 

the  grave, 
From  the  tomb  of  the  Victor  who  suffered  to  save ; 
Love  kindled  thy  splendor,  and  gilded  thy  gleam. 
Fulfilling  the  promise  that  brightened  Earth's 

dream ; 
The  long-brooding  darkness  forever  is  past ; 
The  light  long  awaited  forever  shall  last. 
O'er  the  realms  of  a  world,  lo!  its  magic  is  shed. 
Bringing  strength  to  the  stricken  and  life  to  the* 

dead. 
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O'er  the  hamlet's  low  roofs,  and  the  city's  proud 

■walls; 
O'er  Scythian  tents,  and  Athenian  halls ; 
O'er  desolate  deserts, — o'er  valleys  that  smile, — 
Where  the  lotus  flings  beauty  and  bloom  o'er  the 

Nile; 
Where  the  "  white  cliffs"  of  Britain  rise,  girded 

with  foam; 
Where,  throned,  by  her  Tiber  sits  glorious  Rome; 
Where  the  far  Southern  Sea  slumbers,  shining  and 

calm. 
Enchained  by  the  spell  of  its  islands  of  balm  ; 
Where,  safe  in  his  Alp-home,  the  vulture  looks 

forth; 
Where  the  ice-seal  is  laid  on  the  lips  of  the  North ; 
Where  silence  hath  built,  'mid  the  cedars,  her 

nest. 
And  majesty  reigns  in  the  forest- walled  West ; 
O'er  all  the  vast  home  of  the  children  of  clay. 
Redemption  hath  lavished  the  wealth  of  its  ray. 
Exult,  then,  O  Nations !  sweet  Easter  bells,  ring ! 
Let  gladness  her  anthems  triumphantly  sing; 
Let  the  altar  be  decked  for  the  jubilant  rite  ; 
Let  the  tapers  shed  o'er  it  their  halo  of  light ; 
Let  the  odor  of  incense,  the   bright  blossom's 

breath. 
Waft  praise  to  the  Risen — the  Conqu'ror  of  death  I 
To  Him  who  hath  loosened  the  bonds  of  the  slave, 
Illumed  the  dark  valley,  and  gladdened  the  grave. 
For  no  terrors  can  lurk  in  the  pathway  once  trod 
By  the  Master  of  Heaven,  Earth's  Saviour  and  God ! 


SAINT  MONICA— MAT  TOUETH. 

THREE  PHASES  OF  CHRISTIAN  LOVE.  By  Lady 
Herbert ;  Lawrence  Kehoe :  New  York. 

A  friend  has  had  the  kindness  to  send  us  the 
beautiful  work  of  Lady  Herbert ;  and  though  the 
publisher  has  not  yet  forwarded  us  a  copy,  we  de- 
part from  our  rule,  and  notice  this  republication 
of  the  life  of  St.  Monica,  that  the  readers  of  the 
Ave  Maria  may  not  be  contented  with  the  short 
sketch  of  her  life,  but  may  procure  the  work  from 
Mr.  Kehoe. 

Tbe  publisher  has  not  only  shown  good  judg- 
ment in  the  selection  he  has  made,  but  has  also 
given  the  book  a  dress  worthy  of  the  stibject. 
Three  lives  are  given  in  the  book  ;  of  St.  Monica, 
the  model  of  the  wife  and  widow ;  of  Mile. 
Victorine  de  Galard  Terraube,  the  model  of  la- 
dies living  in  Christian  society,  and  of  the  vener- 
able Augustine  Eulalie  Devos,  the  pattern  of  re- 
,ligious. 

Space  and  our  object  limit  us  to  the  first  life — 
that  of  St.  Monica,  the  mother  of  St.  Augustine. 


The  opening  of  the  first  chapter  takes  us  to  a 
mountain  slope  at  some  distance  from  the  ruins 
of  Carthage : 

"  It  was  on  this  mountain-side,  in  the  year  332, 
that  a  lady  named  Faconda  gave  birth  to  a  little 
girl,  during  a  time  of  danger  and  difllculty,  which 
in  that  era  of  revolution  overwhelmed  so  many 
of  the  noblest  Roman  families.  She  and  her 
husband  had  remained  Catholics  when  their  na- 
tive town  had  fallen  almost  universally  into  the 
Donatist  heresy,  and  this  circumstance  added  to 
the  isolation  from  their  family  and  friends,  which 
political  convulsions  had  caused.  Little  else  is 
known  of  their  previous  lives ;  but  at  the  time  of 
their  babe's  birth,  who  received  at  the  baptismal 
font  the  name  of  Monica,  they  appear  to  have 
been  in  straitened  circumstances  for  their  position 
in  life,  with  numerous  servants,  but  small  means 
to  keep  up  appearances.  The  little  Monica  was 
thus  early  inured  to  privations  of  various  kinds; 
and  to  this  training  she  probably  owed  that  just 
appreciation  of  the  value  of  earthly  possessions, 
and  that  longing  for  a  heavenly  inheritance, 
which  became  in  after  life  her  marked  character- 
istics. The  year  of  her  birth  was  signalized  by 
being  likewise  that  of  Saint  Jerome,  who  first  saw 
the  light  at  Stridon  in  Dalmatia.  Saint  Gregory 
of  Nazianzen,  Saint  Basil,  Saint  Gregory  of  Nyssa, 
Saint  Hilary  of  Poictiers,  Saint  Martin  of  Tours, 
and  a  host  of  other  saints,  were  preparing  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  Christian  world  for  the  fight 
which  each  was  to  wage  for  the  faith,  and  under 
the  banner  of  their  Lord.  The  Church  was  rising 
from  the  catacombs,  and  Saint  Sylvester  on  the 
papal  throne,  and  Saint  Athanasius  in  the  episcopal 
see  of  Alexandria,  were  nobly  maintaining  their 
ground  against  the  heresies  of  the  day.  In  speak- 
ing of  her  early  education.  Saint  Monica*  often 
dwelt  not  only  on  her  mother's  tender  care,  but 
on  that  of  an  old  servant  who  had  been  her  fath- 
er's nurse." 

We  refer  to  the  book  itself  for  the  interesting 
details  of  the  childhood  of  Monica,  and  take  it 
up  again  at  the  year  348  : 

"  She  was  then  sixteen,  and  had  just  made  her 
first  Communion.  To  great  natural  gifts  and 
personal  beauty  were  added  a  modesty  which 
charmed  all  who  came  in  contact  with  her.  Her 
parents  wished  to  give  her  the  rich  apparel  suit- 
able to  her  rank,  but  she  invariably  refused  all 
such  presents,  contenting  herself  with  the  simple 
white  robe,  without  trimmings  or  other  orna- 
ments, worn  by  young  Christians  in  those  days, 
and  of  which  we  see  so  many  paintings  in  the 
catacombs. 
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"  Thus  passed  the  early  years  of  our  saint,  vrhcn 
the  time  came  for  her  settlement  in  life ;  and  this 
pure  and  holy  child,  by  the  inscrutable  de- 
crees of  Providence,  was  given  in  marriage  to  a 
man  in  no  way  worthy  of  her,  a  Pagan,  of  noble 
birth  indeed,  but  small  means,  of  violent  temper 
and  dissolute  habits,  and  for  whom  she  is  said  to 
have  entertained  a  positive  repugnance.  Who 
can  fathom  the  reasons  which  induced  her  parents 
to  bring  about  a  union  fraught  with  such  unhap- 
piness  and  danger  to  their  daughter?  It  resem- 
bled the  old  punishment  of  the  heathens,  who 
used  to  fasten  a  living  to  a  dead  body  and  shut 
them  both  up  in  one  room !  It  is  impossible  to 
understand  their  motives,  except  on  the  supposi- 
tion that  God  overruled  their  judgment  in  order 
to  purify  by  suflfering  the  body  and  soul  of  her 
who  was  to  be  the  mother  of  so  great  a  saint. 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  that  after  a 
time  Monica  accepted  the  hand  of  Patricius, 
believing  that  by  this  heroic  sacrifice  she  could 
thereby  save  a  soul ;  and  after  many  prayers,  not 
one  of  which  was  oifered  in  vain,  she  plighted 
her  troth  at  the  altar  with  a  calm  dignity  and  a 
tender  modesty  which  touched  even  to  tears  all 
those  who  took  part  in  the  ceremony. 

"  Saint  Monica  had  hitherto  always  lived  in  a 
Christian  home.  She  did  not  even  guess  at  the 
miseries  of  a  family  in  which  God  did  not  pre- 
side, and  where  passions,  xmrestrained  by  princi- 
ples, make  a  very  hell  upon  earth.  Her  mother- 
in  law  was  still  alive,  and,  as  if  to  make  her 
position  the  more  insupportable,  Monica  was 
compelled  to  live  with  her.  A  Pagan  like  her 
son,  she  resembled  him  also  in  character;  violent, 
imperious,  and  bitter,  she  added  to  these  quali- 
ties a  jealousy  which  knew  no  bounds.  The 
servants  were  on  a  par  with  their  masters.  Not 
daring  to  treat  their  young  mistress  with  per- 
sonal violence,  they  revenged  themselves  on  her 
by  the  vilest  calumnies ;  and,  to  curry  favor  with 
the  mother,  did  not  scruple  to  malign  in  every  pos- 
sible way  the  character  of  her  daughter-in-law." 

For  many  years,  even  after  the  birth  of  Au- 
gustine she  suftered  in  the  house  of  her  husband, 
but  her  patience,  and  unalterable  sweetness  of 
temper,  overcame  the  malice  of  her  pagan  perse- 
cutors.    The  mother-in-law  was  the  first  to  yield  : 

"'She  recognized,'  says  Saint  Augustine,  'the 
falsehood  of  the  calumnies  set  on  foot  by  the  ser- 
vants, and  exposed  them  to  Patricius,  who  caused 
them,  in  consequence,  to  be  severely  chastised. 
After  this  punishment,  the  old  lady  publicly  an- 
nounced that  whoever  dared  come  to  her  with 


stories  against  her  daughter-in-law  would  obtain 
a  like  recompense.  From  that  moment  not  a 
word  was  said,  and  Saint  Monica  lived  ever  after 
on  most  affectionate  terms  with  her  mother-in-law, 
no  cloud  ever  arising  to  mar  the  understanding 
established  between  them.' " 

All  know  the  maternal  solicitude  with  which 
St.  Monica  educated  her  children — St.  Augustine, 
her  eldest  son,  was  born  in  354  : 

"Her  second  boy  was  named  Navigius,  a 
timid,  gentle,  and  pious  but  sickly  child,  living 
a  quiet  hidden  life  of  prayer  and  devotion  to  his 
mother,  and  who  became  later  the  father  of  Saint 
Augustine's  favorite  nephew  Patricio,  deacon  of 
his  church,  and  of  two  girls,  who  both  became 
spouses  of  Jesus  Christ.  After  these  two  sons, 
whom,  as  Saint  Augustine  magnificently  expresses 
it,  'she  conceived  in  her  womb  for  a  temporal 
life,  and  in  her  heart  for  an  eternal  one,'  Monica 
had  a  little  girl,  to  whom  she  gave  the  name  of 
'Perpetua,'  which  was  that  of  the  Martyr  Saint 
of  Carthage.  Of  her  history,  unfortunately,  little 
is  known,  but  that  she  was  brought  up  by  her 
mother  in  every  good  and  pious  sentiment ;  that 
she  married,  then  became  a  widow,  and  being 
without  children,  went  and  kept  her  brother 
Augustine's  houie  until  the  day  of  his  ordina- 
tion. After  that,  he  would  have  no  woman  under 
his  roof,  not  even  his  sister.  She  then  devoted 
herself  to  a  religious  life,  and  became  superior  of 
one  of  the  Convents  founded  by  Saint  Augustine. 
From  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  her  life  was  so  holy 
that  the  great  Doctor  always  gave  her  the  name 
of  '  the  saint.'  " 

It  is  impossible  to  read  without  emotion  of  the 
prayers  and  tears  of  St.  Monica  for  her  son  Au- 
gustine, who  forgetting  her  early  instructions, 
give  himself  up  to  a  life  totally  unworthy  of  the 
great  qualities  given  to  him  by  God.  And  that 
great  saint  and  doctor  of  the  Church  always  ac- 
knowledged that  to  his  mother  he  owed  his  con- 
version : 

"  This  conversion  has  appeared  to  the  Church 
such  a  miracle  that  she  has  commemorated  it  by 
a  solemn  festival,  as  she  has  done  that  of  Saint 
Paul,  and  the  day  chosen  is  the  one  immediately 
following  the  feast  of  our  saint.  The  last  hymns 
of  the  oflSce  of  Saint  Monica  mingle  with  those 
which  rejoice  over  the  conversion  of  her  son,  and 
thus  are  they  blended  together  to  all  time  on  the 
altars  of  the  Church. 

"Augustine's  first  thought  had  been  to  rush  to 
his  mother ;  he  threw  himself  into  her  arms ;  he 
covered  her  with  kisses  and  tears;   the  barrier 
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•which  had  so  long  existed  between  them  was 
broken  down  forever ;  and  in  that  one  long 
mute  embrace,  the  flgony  of  years  rolled  away 
from  the  mother's  heart.  At  last,  he  felt  the 
value  of  her  tears.  He  repeated  it  in  every  shape 
and  way,  to  the  very  last  day  of  his  life.  'It  is 
to  ray  mother,'  he  exclaims,  '  that  I  owe  all.'  '  If 
I  am  Thy  child,  O  my  God,  it  is  because  Thou 
gavest  me  such  a  mother.'  '  If  I  prefer  the  truth 
to  all  other  tilings,  it  is  the  fruit  of  my  mother's 
teaching.'  '  If  I  did  not  long  ago  perish  in  sin 
and  misery,  it  is  because  of  the  long  and  faithful 
tears  with  which  she  pleaded  for  me.'  And  so  on 
for  ever  all  through  his  'Confessions.'  " 

We  close  with  the  words  of  Monseigneur  Sibour 
to  the  ladies  of  the  Association  of  Christian 
Mothers : 

"'Ladies,'  he  exclaimed,  'if  you  wish  to  be- 
come reaf"  Christian  mothers,  fix  your  eyes  on 
Saint  Monica  ;  follow  in  her  steps.  If  you,  too, 
mourn  over  the  wanderings  of  your  sons,  do  not 
despair.  Imitate  her:  invoke  her  aid.  It  is  im- 
possible but  that  she,  who  suffered  so  much  on 
earth  from  the  same  cause,  should  not  be  touched 
by  your  sorrows,  and  obtain  for  you,  in  the  con- 
version of  your  own  children,  the  happiness 
which  she  herself  received  from  our  Lord.  Only 
persevere ;  use  the  means  which  she  used ;  offer 
the  sacrifice  of  your  prayers,  your  tears,  your 
penances,  for  the  sins  of  your  boys ;  so  that  the 
day  may  come  when,  with  your  last  breath,  you 
will  be  able  to  say  joyfully  with  her,  '  Why 
should  I  stay  longer  here  ?     My  task  is  done  P ' " 


pio  ]sroNO. 

From  the  "  Life  of  Pio  Nono  by  Mon.  St.  Aubry." 

[Translated  from  the  French,  and  arranged  for  the  Atb  Ma- 
BiA,  by  Mbs.  Akma  n.  Dobsey.] 

[We  feel  that  we  express  the  unanimous  senti- 
ments of  our  pious  readers,  when  we  say  that  we 
are  under  peculiar  obligations  to  the  gifted  au- 
thoress of  the  charming  sketch  of  Pio  Nono. 

At  a  time  when  this  great  figure  of  our  age  is  gazed 
upon  with  such  intense  interest  by  the  whole 
civilized  world,  there  is  no  living  name  we  love 
more  from  our  inmost  heart  to  present  again  and 
again  to  the  veneration  of  our  friends.  Within 
a  short  time  our  Catholic  periodicals  will  be  full 
of  interesting  reports  from  our  numerous  American 
visitors  now  crowding  the  Eternal  City.  They 
will  all  see  the  great  Pontiff  King ;  and  if  any 
one  write  th  it  he  has  elsewhere  in  his  life  con- 
templated a  more  venerable,  a  more  admirable 


and  heavenlike  countenance,  then  we  confess  we 
must  have  lost,  ourself,  all  idea  of  what  consti- 
tutes a  sublime  figure  here  upon  earth.  The  im- 
pression we  received  at  his  feet  in  September  last 
is  created,  we  honestly  believe,  in  all  the  visitors 
admitted  to  the  august  audience.  In  connection 
with  these  remarks,  we  copy  the  following  beau- 
tiful extract  from  the  first  conference  of  the  cele- 
brated Father  Felix  opening  his  Lenten  series  at 
Notre  Dame  in  Paris.  The  illustrious  orator  has 
selected  "  the  object  and  nature  of  art"  for  the 
theme  of  his  lectures,  and  from  his  startling  exor- 
dium he  was  led  to  portray  the  magnificent  tab- 
leau of  Pius  IX  which  we  subjoin : 

"  Oh,  tell  me,  have  you  once  in  your  life  seen 
the  countenance  of  a  Saint  ?  Have  you  seen  ce 
je  ne  sais  quoi,  that  ineffable  celestial  air  with 
which  holiness  marks  the  forehead  of  its  elect,  as 
the  seal  of  God  upon  man's  flesh?  Have  you 
seen  Joan  of  Arc  in  the  virginal  halo  of  her  he- 
roism ?  Have  you  seen  Vincent  of  Paul  in  the 
serene  glory  of  his  charity?  Have  you  seen  Louis 
XVI  in  the  royal  majesty  of  his  resignation? 
Have  you  seen  Francis  de  Sales  with  the  aureole 
of  his  incomparable  meekness  ? 

Here,  gentlemen,  allow  me  to  turn  your  atten- 
tion in  the  direction  of  Rome,  and  while  I  point 
to  the  highest  elevation  upon  earth,  to  the  most 
moving  figure  that  can  be  perceived  on  the  hori- 
zon of  living  history,  let  me  ask  you  :  Have  you 
seen  Pius  IX  ?  Have  you  visited  this  august, 
aged  man,  cet  auguste  vieillard,  now  the  most  per- 
fect personification  of  moral  grandeur,  the  truest 
representation  of  God  upon  this  earth  ?  *  *  * 
at  last  you  have  discovered  in  the  distance, 
through  the  clouds  hovering  above  his  head,  the 
sublime  and  meek  countenance  of  the  Pontiff- 
King  bearing  on  his  brow  the  majesty  of  a  mis- 
fortune commensurate  with  his  dignity  and  of 
a  virtue  not  inferior  to  his  misfortune?  Is  it 
not  true  that  this  aged  man  disarmed,  ce  vieil- 
lard desarme,  who  now  sits  before  you,  as  the 
greatest  spectacle  of  the  moral  world,  carries  with 
him  something  which  in  spife  of  ourselves,  draws 
us,  captivates  us  and  forces  even  from  his  ene- 
mies the  homage  of  an  irresistible  admiration  ? 
So  sublime  and  so  moving  is  the  apparition,  that 
to  show  you  something  more  sublime  and  more 
moving,  I  have  only  to  ask  you — Have  you  be- 
held the  countenance  of  Jesus  Christ  ? — Have  you 
seen  Him,  not  as  the  elect  contemplate  Him  in 
the  Beatific  Vision,  but  as  we  may  imagine  Him, 
in  the  glory  of  history ;  and  also,  as  we  may  ad- 
mire  Him  in  the  artistic   masterpieces  of  past 
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ages,  expressed,  interpreted  and  transfigured  by 
the  genius  of  the  greatest  masters  ?  Is  it  not  true 
that  from  this  figure,  at  the  same  time  liuman 
and  liivine,  there  emanates  sometliing  irresist- 
ibly attractive  and  victorious,  which  gives  us  the 
intelligence  of  the  sacred  Word, — Cum  exaltatus 
fuero omnia trahfim  ad  meip»um — ''If  I  be  lifted  up 
from  the  earth  I  will  draw  all  things  to  myself  "j 

PART  II. 

Before  having  discovered  his  vocation  for  the 
priesthood  the  young  Count  jSIastaif-Feretti  had 
devoted  himself  to  the  hospital  of  Tata  Giovanni. 
IJut  after  receiving  the  high  dignity  of  the  priest- 
hood he  did  not  disdain  to  devote  himself  entirely 
to  the  purpose  of  carrying  out  the  pious  and  use- 
ful plans  of  the  poor  bricklayer.  He  took  up  his 
abode  in  the  hospital,  that  living  under  the  same 
roof  with  his  children — as  he  affectionately  styled 
these  poor  orphans — be  might  better  understand 
their  needs.  All  his  income  was  consecrated  to 
this  benevolent  object.  They  show  there  to  this 
day  the  cell  where  he  slept  for  seven  years,  and 
the  chair  on  which  he  sat  every  evening  when  he 
gave  instruction  to  these  friendless  ones,  whom  he 
had  adopted  through  charity. 

But  the  time  arrived  when  he  was  to  be  sepa- 
rated from  them.  Mgr.  Muri,  who  had  been  ap- 
pointed by  the  Pontifical  Government  as  Apos- 
tolic Nuncio  to  Chili,  that  he  might  regulate  and 
re-establish  the  ecclesiastical  affairs  of  that  coun- 
try, which  had  fallen  into  great  disorder  during 
the  revolutions  and  public  confusion  in  South 
America,  made  application  for  the  Abb6  MastaY 
to  accompany  him,  which  request  the  Pope  grant- 
ed. When  the  Abb6  Masta'f  announced  his  in- 
tended departure  to  the  inmates  of  Tata  Giovan- 
ni the  scene  that  ensued  was  touching  in  the  ex- 
treme. The  poor  orphans  implored  their  Father 
not  to  abandon  them ;  they  clung  to  his  garments, 
embraced  his  hands, — and  those  who  could  not 
get  near  him  sought  to  detain  him  by  calling  him 
by  the  most  endearing  names  their  affection  and 
grief  could  suggest.  Weeping  he  embraced  them, 
and  said  with  much  emotion:  "I  would  never 
have  believed  that  our  separation  could  have 
been  so  sad." 

Happy  for  thee,  O  priest  of  Grod,  if  thou  hadst 
never  met  with  griefs  more  bitter ! 

Docile  to  the  voice  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  he 
tore  himself  away  from  the  tender  embraces  of 
these  orphan  children — left  them,  and  crossed  the 
ocean.  During  the  two  years  that  he  lived  in 
South  America  he  visited  many  missions,  thus  ac- 
*  Mgr.  Ganme :    Les  trois  Rome.    Vol.  II,  p.  400. 


complishing  the  designs  of  God  and  preparing 
himself,  without  knowing  it,  to  become  the  chief 
pastor  of  all  Christendom. 

One  day,  when  he  was  on  his  way  by  sea  from 
Valparaiso  to  Lima,  in  a  Chilian  schooner,  a  vio- 
lent storm  suddenly  arose.  The  pilot  being  igno- 
rant, or  inexperienced,  the  little  vessel  was  in 
danger  of  being  dashed  to  pieces  on  the  rocks, 
when  a  boat  manned  by  negroes,  under  the  com- 
mand of  a  fisherman  named  Bako,  came  to  their 
succor.  Bako  came  on  board  the  schooner,  took 
the  place  of  the  pilot  at  the  helm,  and  guided  it 
so  well — thanks  to  the  knowledge  he  had  of  these 
coasts — that  they  were  soon  safely  lauded  at  the 
little  port  of  Arica.  The  next  day  the  Abb6 
Mastai  Feretti  hastened  to  thank  his  preserver, 
who  lived  with  his  family  in  a  small  hut  on  the 
sea  shore.  He  left  with  him  his  purse^^ontaining 
four  hundred  piasters.  But  his  gratitude  did  not 
stop  here.  He  never  forgot  Bako ;  and  after  his 
elevation  to  the  Pontificate  he  sent  him  his  por- 
trait and  a  sum  equal  to  the  first.  From  that  day 
Bako  prospered.  The  Pope  remembered  the  poor 
fisherman  constantly  in  his  prayers  and  daily  be- 
sought Almighty  God  to  bless  his  deliverer.  The 
first  sum  of  money  given  him  by  the  Abb6  Mastai 
seemed  to  increase  tenfold  in  his  hands,  and  all 
his  affairs  were  prospering.  Profoundly  grateful 
in  his  turn  Bako  distributed  the  second  gift  that 
he  received  in  alms  to  the  poor  of  that  region,  in 
the  name  of  Pius  IX,  and  placed  the  portrait  of 
his  Holiness  in  a  chapel  which  he  had  fitted  up  in 
an  apartment  at  the  top  of  his  house,  which  over- 
looked the  sea.  There  old  Bako  relates  his  hap- 
piness to  travelers  who  visit  him,  and  who  kneel 
before  his  little  altar  with  him  to  pray  for  Pius 
IX  and  the  Church. 

On  his  return  to  Rome  the  Abb6  Mastat-Feretti 
was  admitted  into  the  prelacy  and  named  by  Leo 
XII  President  of  St.  Michael's. 

This  vast  establishment  is  situated  on  the  right 
hand  side  of  the  Tiber,  opposite  Mount  Aventine. 
It  was  originally  designed  by  Innocent  X,  its 
founder,  as  an  asylum  for  children  who  were 
abandoned  by  their  parents  ;  but  the  liberality  of 
his  successors  caused  the  building  to  be  enlarged 
by  additions,  which  were  devoted  to  other  chari- 
ties, without  however  interfering  with  the  object 
of  its  first  design.  Gradually  it  became  a  refuge 
and  asylum  for  every  class  of  human  misery.  In- 
nocent X  collected  there  one  hundred  children 
who  had  been  abandoned  by  their  unnatural  par- 
ents. Innocent  XII  tripled  the  number.  Clement 
XI  opened  at  St.  Michael's  a  special  asylum  for 


AVE    MAIilA. 


279 


infirm  old  men,  Clement  XII  erected  another  for 
unfortuaate  women  who  desired  to  return  to  the 
paths  of  virtue.  Pius  VI  opened  an  asylum  for 
the  daughters  of  St.  John  Lateran. 

As  it  is  a  refuge  for  every  form  of  human  mis- 
ery, St.  Michael's  is.  also  a  school  where  every  va- 
riety of  labor  is  professionally  taught,  and  where 
those  who  have  the  necessary  talents  are  instruct- 
ed in  the  fine  arts  by  competent  masters.*  The 
predecessors  of  Mgr.  jMastaT  had  somewhat  relaxed 
the  fostering  care  so  necessary  for  the  maintenance 
of  an  institution  of  this  character,  and  the  conse- 
quence was  that  when  he  took  the  management  of 
its  affairs  he  discovered  that  it  was  in  a  state  ap- 
proaching bankruptcy  and  threatened  with  a 
speedy  downfall.  But  so  efficiently  did  he  fulfill 
the  duties  of  his  position,  as  President  of  Saint 
Michael's,  that  every  thing  soon  began  to  wear  a 
better  aspect.  The  deficit  was  filled  up  and  all  the 
necessary  reforms  were  carried  out  without  the 
slightest  infringement  on  the  charitable  plans  of 
the  institution.  On  the  contrary,  struck  with  the 
injustice  of  the  system  in  operation  heretofore, 
which  applied  the  fruits  of  the  labor  of  the  ap- 
prentices to  the  use  of  the  hospital,  granting  each 
one  only  the  sum  of  thirty  piasters,  Mgr,  Masta'i 
adopted  a  more  liberal  course,  by  which  the  ap- 
prentices received  a  large  share  of  the  profits  of 
their  labor.  But  instead  of  allowing  them  to  dis- 
sipate their  salary  without  profit  to  themselves, 
he  made  a  regulation  which  obliged  each  pupil 
to  deposit  his  earnings  in  a  bank,  in  his  own 
name,  by  which  means  they  were  provided  with 
a  small  capital  when  the  time  came  for  them  to 
leave  Saint  Michael's. 

A  few  months  sufficed  to  prove  the  vrisdom  of 
Mgr,  Mastal's  administration  of  the  affairs  of  his 
difficult  position ;  and  Leo  XII,  impressed  by 
these  proofs  of  his  ability,  called  him  to  the  Arch- 
bishopric of  Spoleto.  Five  years  later,  at  the 
close  of  1832,  Gregory  XVI  transferred  him  from 
the  See  of  Spoleto  to  that  of  Imola.  I  cannot 
here  refrain  from  relating  a  circumstance  whicli 
seems  to  belong  properly  to  this  history. 

In  the  midst  of  the  insurrection  of  1831  and '33 
the  Archbishop  had  saved  his  people  from  the 
horrors  of  a  civil  war.  In  the  meanwhile  a  band 
of  insurgents,  vanquished  and  pursued  by  the 
Austrians,  presented  themselves  at  the  gates  of 
Spoleto  and  demanded  a  refuge  and  bread.  The 
Archbishop  left  the  city  with  all  speed,  and  seek- 
ing an  interview  with  the  Austrian  general  be- 

*  The  most  renowned  artists  of  our  day,  Mercarl,  Calamata 
and  Taccemeid,  are  from  St.  Michaere. 


sought  him  to  pursue  the  fugitives  no  farther, 
they  having  promised  to  lay  down  their  arms. 
He  obtained  the  favor  he  asked,  and  returning  to 
the  city  ho  made  known  to  the  rebels,  who  had 
revolted  against  their  Pontiff  and  king,  the  mag- 
nitude of  their  crime.  He  disarmed  them  by  the 
sweetness  and  force  of  his  words,  and  saved  them 
from  their  own  passions  as  well  as  from  the  fury 
of  the  Austrian  general.  But  the  insurgents  had 
accomplices  in  the  city,  who  were  soon  discovered 
by  the  police.  The  agent  of  police,  who  had 
made  out  a  list  of  their  names,  inflated  with  his 
success  came  and  showed  it  to  the  Archbishop  ex- 
pecting to  receive  his  thanks  for  such  zeal, 

"  My  brave  man,"  said  tjie  Prelate  to  him,  "  you 
understand  nothing  of  your  profession  nor  of 
mine.  When  the  wolf  comes  to  devour  the  lambs 
the  shepherd  prevents  it."  And  the  astonished 
official  at  the*  same  moment  saw  the  list  of  names 
disappear  in  the  flames. 

This  news  soon  reached  the  Vatican,  and  the 
Archbishop  was  summoned  to  the  presence  of  the 
Pontiff,  Gregory  XVI,  who,  it  is  said,  appeared 
irritated  by  the  event.  I  cannot  answer  for  the 
truth  of  this ;  but  it  is  very  certain  that  a  short 
time  afterwards  Mgr.  Mastaf  was  transferred  to 
the  See  of  Imola,  which  was  one  of  much  more 
importance  than  that  of  Spoleto.  Some  years 
later,  in  the  secret  consistory  of  the  23d  of  De- 
cember, 1839,  Gregory  XVI  named  the  Archbish- 
op, Bishop  of  Imola,  as  Cardinal  in  petto,  and  it 
was  proclaimed  in  the  consistory  of  the  14th  of 
December,  1840.  If  I  could  here  relate  all  that 
Mgr.  MastalFeretti  did  whilst  he  was  in  the  ad- 
ministration of  the  See  of  Imola  and  that  of  Spo- 
leto, and  describe  the.  humble  and  touching  acts 
that  he  condescended  to  perform  for  the  poor  and 
suffering  members  of  his  apostolate,  the  interest 
of  this  history  would  be  much  hightened  ;  but  I 
must  refrain  from  doing  so  as  it  does  not  belong 
to  the  present  design  of  my  subject.  "  The  Church 
is  my  mother !"  exclaims  one  of  her  most  devoted 
sons.  A  soul  is  to  the  Church  what  a  child  is  to 
its  mother.  Aye,  even  more  precious,  for  there 
are  sometimes  found  mothers  who  are  so  unnatu- 
ral as  to  abandon  their  offspring;  but  she  pursues 
them  with  her  love  and  care  from  their  birth  to 
the  grave.  She  forgets  all  her  anguish  and  trav- 
ail to  rejoice  when  a  new  soul  is  confided  to  her 
care,  and  watches  day  and  night  over  it.  What 
would  be  a  troublesome  task  for  a  hireling  is  an 
occupation  full  of  joy  and  interest  to  her.  Her 
tenderness  for  her  newly  bom  child  isjj 
ble.    She  keeps  unwearied  vigils 
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poreally  and  spiritually,  and  devotes  herself  as 
assiduously  to  the  care  of  forming  this  tender  soul 
and  preserving  its  innocence  as  though  entirely 
detached  from  all  things  else.  She  lived  and  de- 
sired only  to  make  it  live  for  Heaven.  But  if  this 
soul,  whose  purity  she  has  defended  with  such 
jealous  care  and  ceaseless  vigilance,  proves  false 
to  the  tenderness  of  which  it  has  been  so  long  the 
object,  and  strays  into  the  paths  of  vice,  an  un- 
speakable grief  invades  the  maternal  heart  of  the 
Church.  Notwithstanding  all  love  is  stronger 
than  grief;  the  mother  still  loves  the  tarnished, 
stained  and  disfigured  soul  of  her  child  and  fol 
lows  it,  that  she  may  win  it  back,  consecrate  it, 
and  restore  it,  by  her  care,  to  its  pristine  beauty. 
The  parable  of  the  good  shepherd  going  in  search 
of  a  stray  sheep,  and  bringing  it  back  to  the  fold, 
is  an  abridged  history  of  the  Church.  No  Bishop 
better  illustrated  in  his  acts  the  touching  parable 
of  the  good  shepherd  than  the  Cardinal  ]Mastal- 
Feretti  in  the  administration  of  his  diocese  of 
Imola.  Having  called  to  Imola  the  Sisters  of 
Charity,  to  whom  popular  gratitude  has  given  the 
name  of  "  Sisters  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul."  he  con- 
fided to  their  care  the  hospitals  and  other  chari- 
table institutions  of  the  city, — opened  an  asylum 
for  poor  and  friendless  females,  whoso  poverty 
and  homelessness  placed  them  in  danger  of  losing 
their  virtue ;  founded  the  house  of  the  good  shep- 
herd for  penitent  women ;  richly  endowed  several 
hospitals  and  rendered  instruction  easy  of  access 
to  the  poor  children  of  both  sexes. 

These  endowments,  with  many  others  of  the 
like  kind,  soon  exhausted  the  purse  of  the  holy 
Bishop.  But  the  resources  of  his  charity  were 
inexhaustible.  It  sometimes  happened  that  the 
Cardinal  Mastaif  had  given  away  his  last  coin. 
But  even  then  he  never  sent  away  empty-handed 
the  poor  who  came  to  him  for  assistance.  One 
day  when  the  demands  of  charity  had  reduced 
him  to  this  state  of  destitution  a  poor  woman 
came  to  beg  alms  of  him.  He  looked  around  and 
saw  a  silver  dish  cover  which  he  placed  in  her 
hands,  saying:  "Go  with  it,  my  poor  child,  to 
the  pawnbroker's,  and  when  I  am  able  I  will  re- 
deem it."  The  servant  who  had  the  care  of  the 
Cardinal's  plate  missed  the  dish  cover,  and  going 
to  the  Cardinal  he  complained  that  a  thief  had 
stolen  it  and  that  he  must  be  found  out  and  ar- 
rested. The  Cardinal  smiled,  and  the  man,  fully 
aware  that  his  charity  spared  nothing,  understood 
that  the  missing  piece  of  silver  had  been  bestowed 
in  nima^n  gomc  poof  person. 

^^taCbd.  to  his  clergy  as  to  his  people  the 


Bishop  of  Imola  received  into  the  Diocesan  Sem- 
inary young  men  without  fortune,  who  were  there 
educated,  free  of  exi>ense.  He  also  founded  and 
endowed  a  house  as  a  home  for  old,  infirm  clergy- 
men. He  formed  a  library,  drew  up  the  rules  for 
the  regulation  thereof,  and  presided  himself  at 
the  reunions,  which  were  held  once  a  month  at 
the  Episcopal  Palace. 

The  death  of  the  Pontiflf,  Gregory  XVI,  which 
took  place  on  the  1st  of  June,  1846,  placed  before 
the  Bishop  of  Imola,  who  was  at  that  time  a  Car- 
dinal of  the  Church  of  Rome,  new  duties.  The 
Holy  College  were  obli^d  to  provide  a  successor 
to  fill  the  vacancy  in  the  Holy  See  at  a  moment 
when  they  heard  in  the  distance  signs  which  men- 
aced an  approaching  storm.  To  the  care  of  what 
pilot  should  they  confide  the  ship  of  St.  Peter? 

[to  be  CONTINUED.l 


M  EXPLANATION  AND  DEFENSE  OP  THE 

CATHOLIC  DOCTBINE  OP  THE  SAO- 

EIFICE  OP  THE  MASS. 

BY    CliONFKRT. 

The  Mass  Foretold. 

Malachy,  chap.  1,  v.  7,  &c. :  "To  you,  O 
Priests,  who  despise  my  name  and  have  said, 
wherein  have  wedespised  thy  name?  you  offer  pol- 
luted bread  on  my  altar  and  you  say,  wherein  have 
we  polluted  thee?  In  that  you  say,  the  table  of 
the  Lord  is  despised.  ...  v.  18.  I  have  no  pleasure 
in  you,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts,  and  I  will  not  re- 
ceive A  GIFT  at  Youu  hands.  11.  For,  from  the 
rising  of  the  sun  to  the  going  down  thereof  my 
name  is  great  among  the  Gentiles,  ...  and  in 
every  place  there  is  sacrifice,  and  there  is  oflfered 
to  my  name  a  clean  oblation  ;  for  my  name  is 
great  among  the  Gentiles.  12.  And  you  have 
profaned  it  in  that  you  say  the  table  of  the  Lord 
is  defiled ;  and  that  which  is  laid  thereupon  is 
contemptible  with  the  fire  which  devoureth  it 
Shall  we  accept  it  at  your  hands,  &c.  ?" 

From  this  prophecy  we  easily  establish  the 
truth  of  the  two  following  propositions : 

1st.  Th«  Lord,  speaking  by  tfie  mouth  of  the 
Prophet,  absolutely  foretells  the  existence  in  the  New 
Law  of  a  true  and  proper  Sacrifice. 

2d.  This  prophecy  has  its  perfect  OTid  oklt 
fulfillment  in  tlie  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  as  understood 
and  offered  by  the  Catholic  Church. 

We  shall  prove  these  two  propositions  sepa- 
rately ;  and  firstly : 
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The  Lord,  sj^dklng  hi/  tlie  iiiouih  of  the  Prophet, 
ABSOLUTELY  foretells  the  exittence  in  the  Neto  Law 
of  a  true  and  proj^r  Sacrifice. 

I.  That  this  passage  is  prophetic  and  does 
not  regard  any  oblaticjn  then  in  existence  is  ad- 
mitted by  all.  It  speaks  of  a  ^'clean  oblation"  "which 
would  be  offered  "  in  every  place  from  the  rising 
to  the  setting  sun,"  which  would  be  accompanied 
by  the  glorification  of  the  Lord's  name  through 
the  Gentile  world,  and  would  succeed  to  the  Jewish 
sacrifices.  Such  a  description  could  not  be  given  of 
any  oblation  then  in  use:  not  of  the  (1.)  Jeicinh 
sacrijlces,  because  they  were  not  otfered  in  every 
place,  were  not  accompanied  with  the  glory  of  the 
Lord's  name  throughout  the  Gentile  world,  did 
not  succeed  themselves.  Such  an  oblation  cannot 
be  identical  for  the  same  reasons  with  (2.)  the 
offerings  of  the  faithful  few,  who,  like  Job  and 
Tobias,  though  cast  among  the  Pagans,  glorified 
the  Lord  as  they  knew  Him  ;  nor  can  it  be  (3.) 
the  same  as  the  sacrifices  of  the  Pagan  j>riests  ;  for 
it  is  described  to  be  a  clean  oblation — so  pure  that 
it  cannot  be  corrupted  by  the  wickedness  of 
priests,  or  people.  It  cannot,  therefore,  be  any 
sacrifice  then  in  existence ;  for,  the  Jewish  oflFer- 
ings  were  rejected,  because  they  were  capable  of 
being  thus  polluted ;  and  the  Gentile  offering* 
were  an  abomination  to  the  Lord.  Hence  the 
passage  is  prophetic,  and  regards  some  oblation 
not  then  in  existence. 

II.  It  is  an  absolute  prediction  to  be  certaijily  ful- 
filled in  the  New  Law.  It  is  (1.)  absolute;  for  there 
is  no  condition,  no  restriction  made;  it  is  as  surely 
to  come  into,  as  the  Jewish  worship  was  to  pass 
out  of,  being ;  and  is  so  fixed  in  the  course  of 
time  and  providence  before  the  prophetic  vision 
that  it  is  represented  as  a  thing  present,  a  fact 
already  accomplished.  That  it  was  (2.)  to  be 
surely  fulfilled  in  the  New  Law  follows  from  the 
reasons  already  assigned.  It  is  put  beyond  ques- 
tion by  the  authority  of  Christ  that  this  prophecy 
regards  the  new  dispensation.  He  has  shown  the 
fulfillment  in  his  own  person  and  in  that  of  Saint 
John  the  Baptist  of  parts  of  it.  It  flows  through 
the  three  chapters  of  Malachy  in  one  unbroken 
current.  We  must  therefore  conclude  that  in  the 
passage  above  quoted  there  is  contained  an  un- 
conditional promise  of  a  clean  eolation  in  the  New 
Law. 

IIL  What  is  the  nature  of  this  oblation  ?  There 
are  two  lines  of  interpretation  :  one  opinion  as- 
serts that  the  clean  oblation  is  only  a  spiritual, 
or  metaphorical  offering;  the  other  maintains 
that  it  is  a  true  and  proper  sacrifice.     Those  who 


understand  it  metaphorically  are  not  agreed 
among  themselves  as  to  the  meaning  of  the  meta- 
phor. (1.)  Many  of  them  embrace  in  its  signifi- 
cation all  spiritual  acts  of  worship;  others  narrow 
it  to  a  particular  class  of  internal  offerings,  such 
as  the  acts  of  prayer,  of  thanksgiving,  &c.  (2.)  A 
few  say  that  the  clean  oblation  signifies  the  Gen- 
tiles, who  were  offered  and  sacrificed  to  God  by 
having  their  bad  passions  and  practices  cut  away 
by  the  Gospel  sword  which  converted  them !  (3.) 
And  some  have  gone  to  the  absurd  length  of  un- 
derstanding it  of  the  offerings  made  in  the  early 
Church  for  the  altar  and  the  poor.  There  is  no 
unity  among  the  opponents  of  the  Catholic  in- 
terpretation. "It  is  a  metaphor!"  they  proclaim; 
this  is  the  sign-board  on  which  they  have  in- 
scribed their  opinions.  But  when  we  come  to 
decipher  them  we  find  their  "  name  to  be  legion," 
and  that  they  point  in  all  directions  but  the 
right  one ;  that  is,  to  the  Catholic  interpretation, 
which  understands  the  "  clean  oblation"  to  be  a 
true  and  proper  sacrifice.  By  proving  this  to  be 
the  only  admissible  interpretation  we  shall  have 
established  our  proposition,  and  cut  off  at  the 
same  time  the  straggling  army  of  interpretations 
by  which  the  adversaries  assail  it.  This  proof 
flows  from  three  sources  in  the  text;  firstly, 
from  the  name  by  which  the  oblation  is  desig- 
nated, and  the  immediate  context  in  which  it  is 
found ;  secondly,  from  the  qualities  it  is  repre- 
sented to  possess ;  and  thirdly,  from  the  duties  it 
was  to  perform : — 

Argu-ment  prom  the  Word. 
Firstly,  from  the  name.  The  word  in  the  orig- 
inal Hebrew  translated  "gift"  in  v.  10,  is  identical 
with  that  translated  "oblation"  in  v,  11.  It  is 
the  noun  mincha.  So  that  the  verses  run  in  the 
language  of  the  prophet,  "  I  shall  not  receive  a 
mincha  from  your  hands ;  for  in  every  place  is 
offered  to  my  name  a  clean  mincha."  AH  are 
agreed  that  the  word  mtncha  in  the  first  place  is 
used  in  a  generic  sense  for  sacrifice.  It  must 
therefore  be  taken  to  mean  the  same  thing  in  the 
second  place  if  there  be  nothing  in  the  context  to 
force  upon  it  a  different  meaning.  The  only 
thing  that  can  be  suggested  as  exercising  this  in- 
fluence over  it  is  the  adjective  '^  clean."  But  this 
word  has  another  duty  to  perform.  It  is  not  op- 
posed to  the  external  character,  but  to  the  un- 
clean manner  of  the  mincha  offered  by  the  Jewish 
priests.  There  is  nothing  in  the  context,  there- 
fore, to  necessitate  a  metamorphosis  in  the  mean- 
ing of  the  word  mincha.  This  argument  is 
strengthened  by  the  fact  that  the  same  word  oc- 
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curs  four  or  five  times  in  these  few  chapters  of 
Malachy,  and  admittedly  means  a  true  and  proper 
sacrifice  in  three  of  them.  Why  must  it  have  a 
wholly  different  signification  only  in  those  two 
places,  which  allude  to  the  mincJui  of  the  New 
Dispensation  ?  Again,  the  accumulation  of  this 
passage  of  words  peculiarly  expressive  of  external 
sacrifice  gives  our  argument  additional  force:  "and 
in  every  place  there  is  sacrifice,  and  there  is  offered 
...a  clean  oblation"  —  the  words  '^ mcrijic-e" 
"offered"  '^oblation"  suggest  the  idea  of  sacrifice 
proi^erly  so  called.  According  to  the  Septuagint 
version,  (on  which  Protestants  lay  so  much  stress) 
the  verses  are  much  stronger,  viz :  "  Incense  is 
burned  (lighted,  consumed,  sacrificed,  «fcc.)  and  a 
clean  oblation  is  offered,  «fcc."  The  expression 
"  incense  is  burned,"  cannot  be  understood  meta- 
phorically: therefore  neither  can  the  "clean 
oblation." 

Secondly:  Independently  of  the  context  the 
meaning  of  the  word  mlncha  is  known  from  an 
examination  of  the  passages  of  the  Old  Testament, 
in  which  it  occurs.  These  passages  number  up- 
wards of  two  hundred  ;  and  show  that  when  used 
without  restriction  of  its  meaning  by  the  context 
the  word  always  signifies  a  true  and  proper  sacri- 
ficei  Radically  it  means  a  gift,  or  present.  But 
it  was  appropriated  to  the  flour  sacrifice  of  the 
Jews  in  opposition  to  another  word  signifying 
Jwstia,  or  the  sacrifice  of  animals.  When  placed 
by  itself,  however,  without  contrast  with  this 
latter,  or  some  similar  word,  it  usually  extended 
its  signification  and  stood  for  every  kind  of 
proper  sacrifice.  These  passages  prove  that  it 
was  never  taken  in  a  metaphorical  sense  except 
where  that  sense  was  forced  on  it  by  some  restriction 
or  addition  in  the  context :  and  in  such  instances 
the  trope  was  founded  on  the  likeness  between 
the  external  sacrifice,  from  which  the  name  was 
borrowed,  and  the  internal  offering,  to  which  it 
was  transferred.  The  same  figure  is  observable 
in  the  application  of  the  English  word  "sacrifice." 
For  instance, 

"  The  feelings'  sacrifice  is  hard  to  make." 
Any  person  thence  concluding  that  the  meaning 
of  the  word  sacrifice  is  always  figurative  would 
fall  into  the  mistake  of  those  who  interpret  min- 
cha  metaphorically.  The  word,  therefore,  when 
used  without  restriction  of  its  meaning  meant, 
according  to  established  usage  in  the  ecclesias- 
tical terminology  of  the  Jews,  a  true  and  proper 
sacrifice.  In  the  passage  under  consideration 
there  is  no  such  restriction,  or  addition  trans- 
ferring it  from  the  literal  and  ordinary  to  the 


figurative  and  excejitioual  significa^on.  Thence 
it  means  in  this  passage  of  Malachy — a  tnae  and 
proper  sacrifice.  For,  in  the  language  of  Horace, 
usage  is  the 

"Modus  et  norma  loquendi," 
the  test  and  standard  of  language ;  the  test  by 
which  its  meaning  must  be  tried,  the  standard  by 
which  it  must  be  measured  out  by  those  using  it, 
if  they  be  not  deceived  themselves,  nor  wish  to 
deceive  others  in  its  meaning.  No  one  will  im- 
piously dare  to  assert  that  the  Omniscient  "  Lord 
of  Hosts,"  who  spoke  by  the  mouth  of  Malachy, 
was  deceived  in  the  established  signification  of 
the  word  mincha,  or  wished  to  deceive  others  by 
attaching  a  new  and  private  meaning  to  it. 

[to   be   CONTINTTED.] 


THE  WHITE  PEIAESj    OE,    MAEY  AND 
THE  OEDEE  OF  OITEAUX. 

by  rev.  axexis  renotjx. 

[continued.] 

I  come  at  length  to  the  most  prominent  person- 
age of  the  group, — to  the  leader  of  this  little  peo- 
ple of  God.  He  is  a  man  of  feeble  constitution, 
of  a  mild  and  noble  aspect,  with  a  fine  stature 
and  majestic  port ;  his  learning  is  impressed  with 
modesty  and  sweet  serenity ;  his  features  are 
delicate,  and  at  the  same  time  energetic;  his 
dark-blue  eyes,  lively  and  penetrating,  trans- 
parent crystals,  reflect  one  of  those  beautiful 
and  thoroughly  Christian  souls  of  the  ages  of 
Faith,  living  statues  from  out  the  mould  of  the 
Gospel.  Attentively  considering  him,  you  will 
easily  conjecture  that  he  is  the  son  of  some  illus- 
trious family  of  Champagne,  who  had  been  edu- 
cated and  nurtured  in  a  magnificent  castle,  midst 
the  high  but  deeply  religious  society  of  those 
times. 

The  preoccupations  of  a  great  enterprise,  his 
labors,  his  macerations,  even  whilst  reducing  the 
flesh,  could  not  divest  him  of  a  noble  mien,  which 
his  former  life  had  given  him.  His  resplen- 
dent forehead  indicates  a  religious  genius  des- 
tined to  reform  the  disorderly  spirit,  or  the  en- 
feebled discipline  of  an  institute  or  society. 

A  lock  of  flaxen  hair  rests  on  his  brow.  An 
upright  and  generous  heart,  enemy  of  subterfuge 
and  pusillanimity,  palpitating  with  divine  love, 
dwells  in  his  breast.  He  is  of  mature  years ;  thirty- 
two  springs  have  received  the  perfume  of  this 
soul  trained  in  the  strengthening  atmosphere  of 
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the  desert;  tbirty-tbree  winters  have  left  on  his 
heart  only  the  freshness  of  innocence  and  the  en- 
ergy for  accomplishing  momentous  designs.  At 
the  age  of  fifteen,  according  to  the  chronicles,  of- 
fering to  tlie  Lord  the  virginal  llower  of  bis 
youth,  he  irrevocably  consecrated  himself  to  God. 
Ermengarde,  his  mother,  notwithstanding  the 
grief  of  the  separation  and  the  weight  of  the  sac- 
rifice, had  consented  to  this  precocious  vocation, 
for  she  was  fully  aware  that  her  cherished  son 
was  chosen  by  the  Mother  of  God  for  a  sublime 
destiny.  One  day,  previous  to  bis  birth,  the  Bles- 
sed Virgin,  resplendent  with  brightness  and  mag- 
nificently adorned,  accompanied  by  angels  singing 
celestial  melodies  on  tlieir  golden  harps,  deigned 
to  appear  to  this  privileged  mother,  and  smiling  on 
her,  the  Queen  of  Heaven  presented  her  a  ring, 
enriched  with  diamonds,  saying:  "O!  Ermen- 
garde, I  want  the  son  thou  art  bearing ;  keep  him 
for  me ;  let  him  be  my  bridegroom  !  Here  is  the 
pledge  of  our  betrothal !  The  token  of  my  al- 
liance with  thy  son!"  And  Mary  disappeared, 
leaving  the  jioor  mother  ravished  with  admi- 
ration. She  could  not  believe  her  eyes,  and 
fearing  to  be  the  victim  of  some  mental  aber- 
ration, or  the  sport  of  the  "spirit  of  dark- 
nes.s"  illuminated  for  an  instant,  she  was  deeply 
troubled.  But  the  Blessed  Virgin,  perceiving  her 
affliction,  was  moved  to  pity,  and  reappeared  at 
different  times  in  a  dream,  reiterating  the  prom- 
ises made  in  the  first  apparition.  Robert  is  thus 
born  the  bridegroom  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  to 
whom  he  was  ever  faithful.  Mary,  on  her  part, 
took  the  utmost  care  of  her  cherished  child, 
obtaining  for  him  the  choicest  and  most  beau- 
tiful virtues — for  she  destined  him  to  be  the 
founder  of  her  order  of  predilection,  the  Father 
of  her  beloved  White  Friars. 

As  we  have  seen,  Robert,  at  first,  though  quite 
young,  took  the  habit  of  the  Benedictines,  in  the 
monastery  of  St.  Pierre  of  Celle.  Notwithstand- 
ing his  tender  age,  (says  a  writer  of  the  Order) 
he  devoted  himself  to  prayer  and  rigorous  morti- 
fication in  order  to  prevent  and  subdue  the  first 
attacks  of  concupiscence.  Like  a  lamp  replen- 
ished with  limpid  oil,  he  consumed  himself  be- 
fore the  altar  of  bis  God,  and  spread  around  him 
the  radiant  lustre  of  a  holy  life.  He  submitted 
his  flesh  to  the  spirit  and  his  soul  to  God,  contin- 
ually offering  to  the  God  of  bis  youth  (continues 
the  narrator)  an  agreeable  homage.  He  then 
made  his  solemn  profession,  promising  to  God, 
with  heart  and  lips,  to  observe  all  his  life  the 
rule  of  St.  Benedict,  the  Patriarch,  the  Legislator 


of  the  Western  Monks.  He  promised,  and  he  un- 
derstood perfectly  the  extent  and  the  rigor  of 
his  word.  During  many  years,  he  had  studied 
and  meditated  that  holy  rule,  inspired  by  God's 
spirit,  and  approved  and  recommended  by  several 
Popes,  who  had  practiced  it  themselves,  particu- 
larly St.  Gregory  the  Great.  This  rule  civilized 
a  portion  of  Europe,  formed  great  men  and 
saints  by  thousands.  Besides,  he  saw  it  observed 
with  exactitude  at  Celle,  and  he  wished  in  em- 
bracing it  before  God  and  the  relics  of  the  saints, 
on  the  day  of  bis  profession,  to  become  one  of  its 
most  submissive  disciples. 

Robert,  who  knew  so  well  and  commenced 
so  young  to  overcome  himself  and  hold  his  will 
constantly  under  the  yoke  of  divine  obedience, 
was  soon  judged  worthy  to  command  his  breth- 
ren and  guide  them  in  the  way  of  Heaven. 
He  fully  realized  the  hopes  they  had  founded  on 
his  piety  and  his  talents.  Youthfulncss  was  hap- 
pily blended  with  the  moderation  and  the  judg- 
ment of  mature  years,  in  the  person  of  the  young 
Abbot  of  twenty  summers;  his  paternal  adminis- 
tration and  the  prosperity  which  the  monastery 
of  Celle  enjoyed,  rapidly  extended  his  reputation 
abroad.  The  Monks  of  Molesmes,  who  had 
degenerated  from  the  virtue  of  their  ancestors 
through  the  relaxation  which  bad  glided  into 
their  cloister,  made  several  attempts  to  obtain  this 
excellent  superior.  At  last  their  wishes  were  acce- 
ded to,  and  with  the  young  Abbot  Robert,  spirit- 
ual blessings  and  temporal  prosperity  entered 
into  their  monastery.  One  of  his  tiret  acts,  on  ar- 
riving, was  to  consecrate  the  church  to  the  Virgin 
Mary,  his  beloved  bride,  and  promote  the  devo- 
tion to  this  got>d  mother  among  the  monks. 
Robert  was  truly  in  heart  a  devoted  son  of  Mary, 
and  doubtlessly  a  preceding  experience  had 
taught  him  the  truth  of  these  words  of  the  Wise 
man  applied  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  by  the  Church 
in  her  Canticles :  *'  There,  where  I  enter  and  reign, 
all  graces  come  with  me." 

However,  the  time  of  fervor  and  fidelity  was 
not  of  long  duration  in  Robert's  new  family;  a 
bad  leaven  bad  remained  in  the  community  which 
nearly  spoiled  the  whole  of  the  manna ;  thtjse 
among  the  monks  who  were  formerly  relaxed,  and 
who  had  adulterated  by  pernicious  indulgences 
the  purity  of  the  Benedictine  rule,  anxiously 
sought  to  shake  off  the  wholesome  yokeof  refor- 
mation. A  secret  revolt,  at  first,  was  soon  fol- 
lowed by  an  open  one.  A  faction  was  formed 
against  the  holy  Abbot — divisions  midst  the 
brothers. — Alas!  scenes  of  dispute  in  the  chap- 
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ter !  Ruflled  self-love,  that  blunderer  in  the  best 
causes,  joined  to  the  love  of  comfort  and  the 
conveniences  of  life  caused  union,  peace,  and  hap- 
piness to  disappear  from  this  unhappy  family. 
Several  times,  Robert,  by  his  prudence  succeeded 
in  calming  the  sedition  and  smothering  the 
worldly  desires  of  the  poor  rebels.  But  this  out- 
ward tranquillity  did  not  continue ;  the  ill-disposed 
had  gained  new  proselytes  and  the  chosen  little 
band  of  good  and  faithful  monks  could  no  longer 
observe  the  rule  in  its  pristine  vigor,  nor  struggle 
against  the  torrent  of  the  revolted  party.  They 
were  overwhelmed  by  the  number,  and  incapable 
of  opposing  violence  to  violence,  a  separation 
was  decided  upon  as  being  the  last  remedy  and 
the  one  most  congenial  to  the  holy  Abbot's  charit- 
able disposition.  We  have  seen  when  the  sepa'a- 
tion  took  place,  and  the  events  above  mentioned 
explain  the  divers  sentiments  which  we  have 
found  in  the  morning  travelers.  They  are  men 
of  honor  and  integrity;  they  have  vowed  to  God 
to  be  true  Benedictines  and  they  are  going  to  fol- 
low freely  and  without  restraint  the  noble  im- 
palse  of  their  generous  hearts,  their  holy  passion 
for  penance,  watchings  and  sacred  chants ;  they 
are  wearied  of  divisions,  of  conflicts ;  they  are 
going  to  repose  in  some  hospitable  desert  under 
the  eye  of  God.  Such  are  the  fond  hopes  that 
fill  them  with  joy;  but  bitter  fears  assail  them, 
and  cast  a  momentary  cloud  which  seems  to  dis- 
pel their  most  sanguine  anticipations.  God  per- 
mits the  just  souKobe  subject  to  these  fluctua- 
tions of  hope  and  fear,  but  He  will  not  always 
leave  her  in  that  state,  says  the  royal  prophet. 
Ifbn  dabit  in  ceternum  fluctuationem  justo.  Char- 
ity, that  queen  of  religious  virtues,  perhaps  has 
been  wounded  by  their  flight ;  pride  has  led  them 
into  illusions ;  they  who  were  so  innocent  of  the 
evil  committed ;  their  Abbot  is  mild  and  good,  he 
is  a  saint,  but  he  is  young,  and  has  he  not  acted 
through  an  impulse  of  inexperienced  youthful- 
ness?    Thus,  doubts  occasionally  disquiet  them. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Religious  Receptions  akd  Pkofessions. — 
February  28th,  at  St.  Catharine's  Academy,  San 
Francisco,  Cal.,  the  following  Sisters  made  their 
final  vows :  Sister  Catharine,  (Miss  Hanrahem ;) 
Sister  Cecilia,  (Miss  Sylva  de  Lucca;)  Sister 
Alicia,  (Miss  Alice  Dumphy.) — 8an  Francisco  Mon. 

March  19th,  at  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  Right  Rev. 
Bbhop  Grace  gave  the  Religious  habit  to  Miss 
Augusta  Smith;  in  religion  Sister  Mary  Gertrude. 
— Northwestern  Chronicle. 


March  21st,  at  St.  Walhurg's  Convent,  Coving- 
ton, Ky.,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Carrell  gave  the  Re- 
ligious habit  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Benedict  to 
Miss  Mary  Berg,  (Sister  Justina ;)  Miss  Antonia 
Strahl,  (Sister  Bernardina.) 

March  26th,  at  the  Convent  of  the  Sisters  of 
Mercy,  Providence,  R.  I.,  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of 
Hartford,  Conn.,  gave  the  white  veil  to  the  fol- 
lowing young  ladies:  Miss  Mary  Cantwell,  (^Sis- 
tor  M.  Beatrice  Liguori ;)  Miss  Margaret  Scully, 
(Sister  M.Cyprian  Stanislaus;)  Miss  Margaret 
Dunne,  (Sister  M.  Ephraim  Kotska ;)  Miss  Annie 
Walsh,  (Sister  M.  Cyril  Philomena ;)  Miss  Mary 
Hanigan,  (Sister  M.  Louis  Josephine ;)  Miss  Mary 
Shea,  (Sister  M.  Ritie  Philomena;)  Miss  Mary 
Burns,  (Sister  Mary  Calista  Patricia;)  Miss  Kate 
Burns,  (Sister  Mary  Damien  Xavier.) 

Ordinations. — On  the  13th  of  April,  at  Annap- 
olis, Md.,  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Spalding 
conferred  Holy  Orders  on  the  following  named 
gentlemen :  Rev.  Andrew  Saner,  of  Baltimore, 
Md. ;  Rev.  John  Safting,  of  Pitt.burg,  Pa. ;  Rev. 
Nicholas  Firle,  Cumberland,  Md. ;  Rev.  Charles 
O'Donoghue,  Rochester,  N.  Y. ;  Rev.  Henry  Kuper, 
Baltimore,  Md. ;  Rev.  Joseph  Colonel,  New  York 
City;  and  Rev.  John  B.  Blanchet,  of  New  Orleans, 
all  members  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Most 
Holy  Redeemer. — Bait.  Mirror. 

On  the  6th  of  April,  at  Montreal,  the  following 
Orders  were  conferred  by  His  Lordship,  the 
Bishop  of  Montreal :  Subdiaconate,  M.  M.  James 
Salmon,  of  Montreal,  and  Bernard  Sheridan,  of 
Hartford,  Con.  Diaconate,  Rev.  M.  M.  David  S. 
Ramsey,  and  J.  B.  Beauchamp,  of  Montreal. 
Priesthood,  Rev.  M.  Jules  Rioux,  of  Montreal. 

In  the  church  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Notre  Dame, 
Ind.,  Messrs.  Daniel  J.  Spillard  and  William  Ruth- 
man  were  ordained  Subdeacons  by  Rt.  Rev.  John 
Henry  Liiers,  Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne. 

Obituaries. — Died,  March  6th,  at  the  College 
of  Holy  Cross,  Boston,  Rev.  Jas.  McDonough,  S.  J. 

Died,  here,  on  Maunday  Thursday,  in  the  Pro- 
fessed House,  our  dear  Brother  Patrick,  in  the 
71st  year  of  his  life,  and  the  24th  of  his  profession. 
Privileged,  humble  Religious !  His  burial  took 
place  on  Good  Friday,  at  the  hour  consecrated  by 
the  laying  of  Jesus  in  the  Sepulcher.  He  was  the 
first  member  admitted  in  this  country  into  the 
Congregation  of  Holy  Cross.  For  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  century  he  persevered  with  us  through 
many  a  privation  and  trial,  ever  edifying  and  de- 
voted; we  loved  him  and  feel  his  loss, — will  not 
our  friends  pray  that  he  may  rest  in  peace  ? 
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May,       Ma  -  ry  Queen  of      May. 


MAEY  QUEEN  OP  MAY. 

From  the  wild  Savannah's  breast, 
From  the  Indian's  humble  tent, 

Comes  the  hymn  of  peace  and  rest 
Ere  the  sun  his  course  has  spent — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 

ChoTUS. — From  the  ruins  of  Karnac  grand, 
By  the  Nile's  mysterious  wave, 
Through  the  gray  old  Pharoah  land 
Swells  the  hymn  with  power  to  save. 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 
Where  the  Aztec  temple  stood 

In  the  mist  of  ages  past. 
By  the  mountain  side  and  wood. 
Thrills  the  song  by  gloomy  waste — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 

Chorus. — Where  the  mighty  Congo  rolls, 
O'er  its  golden  Afric  lands, 
By  its  tangled  banks  and  shoals, 
Wake  sweet  echoes  soft  and  grand — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 

From  the  cradle  of  our  race, 

By  Ararat's  rocky  brow, 
Where  the  past  hath  left  no  trace. 
Hark !  the  sweeter  faith  of  now — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 
C'iorua. — From  the  bills  of  Palestine, 

Where  the  Holy  One  once  wept, 
Crimsoned  by  His  Blood  divine. 

Comes  that  hymn  of  faith  still  kept — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 


By  Tyre's  ruins  and  scattered  powers. 
Crumbling  'neath  the  breath  of  time. 

From  fair  Athens'  moss-crowned  towers, 
Comes  that  hymn  of  joy  sublime — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 

Chorus. — Where  the  waters  of  the  West 
Madly  plunge  o'er  the  abyss 
Of  Niag'ra's  arch  crowned  crest, 
Mingles  there  the  hymn  of  bliss — 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 

Where  the  wide  Pacific  sea — 
Emblem  of  the  Mother's  soul — 

Murmurs  its  deep  harmony. 
Swells  with  its  eternal  roar — 

Mary  Queen  of  May. 

Chorus. — Old  and  young  take  up  the  strain, 

Grouped  before  the  Jlother's  shrine  ; 
Millions  join  the  sweet  refrain 

From  the  morn  'till  the  days'  decline. 
Mary  Queen  of  May. 


Stabat  Mater. — The  new  English  version,  by 
Mrs.  Anna  H.  Dorsey,  of  this  most  beautiful  hymn, 
in  No.  15  of  the  Ave  Maria,  was  marred  by  an 
error  in  the  second  stanza.    The  stanza  reads  thus : 

Oh  how  deep  was  her  affliction, 

Martyr  of  man's  dereliction, 

Mother  of  God's  begotten  One, 

Thus  to  see  His  form  extended, 

And  each  bleeding  wound  distended, 
Ilcr's  each  pang  that  smote  her  Son. 
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OHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


"THEOLA;"  A  TALE  OP  EAELY  TIMES. 

BY  MARIAPHIL08. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

The  "  Cave  of  the  Olive"  had  been  long  known 
to  the  Christians  as  a  place  of  retreat.  It  had 
happily  been  discovered  by  the  proprietor  of  the 
surrounding  lands,  who  was,  as  has  been  re- 
marked, a  good  Christian,  Thither  on  the  event- 
ful night  which  saw  the  capture  of  the  holy 
bishop,  the  Lady  Thecla,  her  child  and  several 
attendants  fled.  As  the  water  of  the  river  en- 
tered a  few  yards  into  the  mouth  of  the  cavern, 
it  could  only  be  approached  by  boat.  This  was 
always  in  attendance,  so  that  the  poor  fugitives 
had  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  an  entrance. 

About  thirty  or  forty  Christians,  with  a  few 
priests,  were  there  when  they  arrived.  The  an- 
nouncement of  the  blessed  pastor's  capture  fell 
upon  the  assembly  like  a  thunderbolt.  Weeping 
and  wailing  resounded  on  all  sides.  Some  threw 
themselves  upon  the  ground  in  an  extremity  of 
grief.      « 

"  Oh  dear  father !  loving  pastor ;  gone  from  us 
forever !" 

Such  was  their  cry. 

"  Not  gone  forever,  oh  faithful  ones,  we  shall 
meet  him  again  soon ;  his  merits  are  full ;  our 
loss  is  his  gain." 

So  spake  the  priests. 

But  louder,  deeper,  more  poignant  was  their 
cry: 

"  Oh,  dear  father !  'loving  pastor !  gone  from  us 
forever !" 

And  then  priests  and  people  wept  bitterly. 

At  two  o'clock  Mass  was  said.  The  cool  morn- 
ing air  went  sighing  through  the  cave,  fanning 
many  a  feverish,  anxious  brow  and  making  the 
candles  flicker  upon  the  humble  altar.  All  pres- 
ent approached  the  Holy  Communion  that  they 
might  be  united  with  that  Infinite  Heart  that  is 
the  strength  and  consolation  of  the  martyrs. 

The  sacrifice  was  ended,  the  thanksgiving 
finished  when  the  guard  who  stood  on  the  watch 
at  the  mouth  of  the  cave  came  and  informed 
them  that  a  boat  load  of  Christians  were  ap- 
proaching from  the  opposite  side  of  the  river. 

How  anxiously  their  pale  faces  peered  out  from 
the  cave  upon  the  waters  sparkling  beneath  the 
rays  of  the  moon.     A  boat  was  coming ;  the  cross 


at  the  bow  calmed  every  fear.  The  sacred  sign 
had  told  the  guard,  and  now  the  lookers-on,  that 
some  more  of  the  afflicted  of  Christ  were  ap- 
proaching. The  great  column  of  silver  that  the 
moon  threw  across  the  waters  was  darkened  with 
the  boat.  And  its  rays  fell  upon  the  sign  of 
Man's  Redemption ! 

Quickly,  calmly,  the  oars  dipped  the  rippling 
waters,  and  the  boat  approached. 

"  Corpus !"  spoke  the  watchman. 

"  Numen  Imperatoris,"  responded  a  harsh  voice. 

The  Christians  were  betrayed!  A  rush  was 
made  from  the  cave,  but  many  helpless  ones  were 
left,  and  Thecla  and  her  child  were  amongst  them. 

"What  is  the  meeting  for?"  asked  a  thin, 
crouching  figure  who  led  the  soldiers. 

"That  the  true  God  may  be  glorified,"  an- 
swered a  female  voice.     It  -was  the  Lady  Thecla. 

"  Ha !  you  here !  Then  the  gods  have  served 
me  to-night.  Madame,  and  the  rest  of  you,  yield 
yourselves  prisoners !" 

Raucus  laid  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  Thecla. 

"Back,  wretch,"  exclaimed  the  noble  lady; 
"  dare  not  to  insult  me  with  your  polluting  touch  !" 

"  He,  he,  he, — ah  ! — madam,  I'm  sorry,  but  busi- 
ness before  pleasure,  you  know.  My  own  feelings 
are  opposed  to  matters  of  this  kind,  but  I  am  a 
public  officer ;  he,  he !  and — in  fact,  madame,  you 
are  my  prisoner." 

Raucus  laughed  a  hideous  laugh. 

And  the  Lady  Thecla  was  led  oflF  a  captive. 

But  her  child  had  been  taken  oflF  by  one  of  her 
servants. 

"  The  tables  are  turned  now,  madame,"  hissed 
Raucus,  as  the  lady  was  chained  to  a  seat  of  the 
boat.  "  Do  you  not  think  that  I  am  a  perfect  re- 
mem'oerer  ?" 

"  There  is  one  more  perfect,  Raucus,"  answered 
the  lady,  quickly. 

"Who?" 

"  God  !"  answered  she,  solemnly. 

Raucus,  in  spite  of  himself,  felt  a  strange  fear 
in  the  presence  of  the  "strong  woman."  But  he 
rallied : 

"Do  you  not  think,  madame,  it  would  have 
been  better — " 

"  Peace,  poor  creature,  peace,  I  pray  you.  Be 
assured  you  or  your  fortunes  never  cross  my  mind. 
I  have  matters  of  importance  to  think  of.  So 
please  speak  no  more ;"  oh,  how  queenly  spoke 
the  Christian  in  chains  and  how  the  pagan  cap- 
tor crouched  before  her ! 

"I  would  have  you  know,  my  dainty  dame,  that 
I  will  crush  your  proud — " 
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Again  the  lady  interrupted  bim. 

"  Ye  others,  who  are  here,  witnesses  of  my 
chains  and  insults,  must  at  least  possess  some 
human  feelings.  ]Mayhap,  ye  have  well-beloved 
wives  at  home,  waiting  anxiously  your  return.  I 
appeal  to  you  all  for  protection  from  this  man, 
for,  Christian  though  I  am, — which  in  your  eyes 
is  a  crime, — ^yet  I  am  a  Roman  lady." 

How  sweetly  the  womanly  appeal  trembled 
over  the  burnished  waters. 

"  Now,  may  the  gods  cut  me  into  inches  if  I 
stand  this,"  exclaimed  an  honest,  bluflf  soldier, 
dropping  his  oar.  "Master,"  continued  he,  to 
Raucus,  "  right  is  right,  and  it  is  unmanly  and 
mean, — ^I  care  not  what  comes  of  it — it  is  unman- 
ly and  mean,  I  say,  to  insult  a  Roman  lady." 

"  It's  unmanly  and  mean,  master,"  growled  the 
others. 

Raucus,  though  trembling  with  rage,  prudently 
said  nothing.  He  was  a  coward,  like  every  mnn, 
pagan  or  Christian^  who  persecutes  or  ill-treats 
woman. 

"  I  thank  ye,  my  friends,"  said  the  lady,  and 
then  she  was  borne  oflf  quietly  across  the  waters. 
*        ******* 

The  Captain's  watch  was  over  and  he  was  re- 
turning to  his  desecrated  mansion  in  company 
with  Terentius  when  the  heavy  tramp  of  a  guard 
was  heard  coming  down  a  side  street.  Terentius 
ran  to  the  comer  and  saw — Thecla  and  her  cap- 
tors— the  lamb  in  the  midst  of  wolves.  He  re- 
turned to  Manlius  : 

"  Come,  Manlius,  let  us  conceal  ourselves  in  this 
passage !"  whispered  Terentius,  grasping  the  arm 
of  his  captain  convulsively. 

"  Terentius,  Terentius,  why  that  emotion  ?  Te- 
rentius, I  feel  a  strange  sickness  at  my  heart ! 
There  is  something — Merciful  God !" 

The  strong  man  would  have  fallen  had  not  his 
companion  caught  him.  For  the  Lady  Thecla, 
covered  with  chains  and  wet  with  the  water,  and 
the  dews  of  night,  passed  before  his  eyes,  in  the 
midst  of  a  rude  soldiery. 

For  an  hour  the  captain  lay  as  one  dead.  Then 
he  revived, — but  consciousness  to  him  was  more 
than  death. 

"  Oil  Manlius,"  the  sergeant  wept. 

"  Weep  not,  good  Terentius, — dear  Terentius, — 
our  father  Irenieus  died  yesterday  and  his  proph- 
ecy will  be  fulfilled.  Oh,  well  do  I  remember 
his  words,  dear  Terentius :  '  Daughter  of  Jesus 
Christ,  chosen  one  of  Heaven,  the  sacrifice  is  for 
thee,  and  the  triumph,  in  that  day  whicli  thou 
knowest  not.     I  shall  not  see  it,  for  my  hour  is 


near  at  hand.  Angels  shall  sustain  thee  and  the 
cousolation  of  God  shall  be  given  thee.  For, 
thou  shalt  be  an  example  and  an  encouragement 
to  many.' " 

"  Let  us  pray  to  our  sweet  mother  in  Heaven, 
Manlius,"  whispered  the  sergeant. 

They  fell  ui).)n  their  knees  on  the  cold  pave- 
ment and  prayed  in  some  such  words  as  the  Church 
afterwards  beautifully  embodied: 

"Hail,  holy  Queen!  Mother  of  Mercy!  Our 
Life — our  sweetness  and  our  Hope !  To  Thee  do 
we  cry,  poor,  bauished  children  of  Eve  !  to  Thee 
do  we  send  up  our  sighs,  mourning  and  weeping 
in  this  valley  of  tears.  Turn,  then,  Most  Gracious 
Advocate,  Thine  eyes  of  pity  upon  us,  and  after 
this,  our  exile,  show  unto  us  the  Blessed  Fruit  of 
Thy  womb,  Jesus.  Oh,  most  clement, — oh,  most 
pious, — oh,  most  sweet  Virgin  Mary." 

"  Oh,  most  clement, — oh,  most  pious, — oh  most 
sweet  Mother,  pray  for  Thecla, — pray  for  Angeli- 
cus, — pray  for  me  !" 

And  the  sobbing  petition  went  out  on  the 
morning  air  and  filled  the  place  with  such  sweet 
echoes  that  the  shepherds  would  have  sought 
another  star  had  they  heard  them. 

[to  be   CONTtNUED.l 


For  the  Avb  Maria. 

OPFEEINGS  TO  THE  QUEEN  OF  MAY  PEOM 
THE  OHILDEEN  OP  MAEY. 

FiKST  Offering — Love  of  our  Blessed  Mother. 

Mother  of  Purity,  "  Star  of  the  Sea," 

Our  hearts  in  life's  springtime  we  offer  to  thee ! 

May  the  flowrets  that  bloom  in  thy  garland  to-day 

Be  types  of  our  love  for  thee,  Queen  of  bright  May ! 

As  the  orient  Sun  in  his  splendor  is  seen, 

So  these  hearts  glow  with  love  for  thee,  Mary,  our 

Queen ; 
As  increasing  in  brightness  he  travels  on  high, 
May  our  love,  Blessed  Mother,  increase  e'er  for 

thee. 
As  the  orb  of  the  day  sinks  calm  in  the  west, 
In  death  let  our  souls  on  thy  bosom  find  rest ! 
Let  the  light  of  theii'  love,  unobscured  by  life's 

even, 
Ever  glow  in  its  luster  for  thee.  Queen  of  Heaven ! 


"  Although  Mary  loves  all  men  as  her  children, 
yet  she  recognizes  and  loves  especially  those  who 
most  tenderly  love  her,"  says  Saint  Bernard.  "  I 
love  those  who  love  me."     (Proyerbs  viii.) 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE  MOST  KEY.   AKCHBISHOP  SPALDINO. 

XIII. — The  Ave  Maris  Stella. 

The  Muses  have  been  fervently  invoked,  and 
the  soul  of  the  highest  and  noblest  poesy  has 
been  freely  poured  out,  in  exquisite  Hymns  to  the 
beautiful  and  glorious  Virgin  Mother  of  God  in 
the  Flesh.  And  why  should  it  not  be  so  ?  Is 
poetry  to  waste  all  its  sweetness  on  this  desert 
earth,  and  to  send  up  none  of  its  fragrant  incense 
to  heaven?  Are  its  strains  to  be  monopolized  by 
the  transient  beauties  and  glories  of  this  lower 
world  of  shadows  and  darkness,  to  the  exclusion 
of  those  of  the  heavenly  sphere  lighted  up  by  a 
Sun  which  is  never  obscured  by  clouds,  and  which 
knoweth  no  setting'  Are  its  notes  to  chant  only 
earthly  and  carnal  love,  which  is  so  very  fleeting 
and  so  much  mixed  up  with  bitterness ;  and  are 
they  never  to  soar  aloft  to  that  theme  of  a  celes- 
tial love,  won  and  extorted  by  transcendent 
and  abiding  heavenly  beauty  and  loveliness? 
were  it  so,  poetry  would  leave  the  highest  and 
noblest  portion  of  its  mission  unfulfilled;  and 
with  clogged  and  clipped  wings  the  grovelling 
muse  would  hover  near  the  earth  and  never  soar 
aloft  into  the  pure  air  and  beautiful  unclouded 
sunlight  of  heaven. 

Not  so  has  the  Church  of  God  thought  or  acted. 
She  has  invoked  the  genius  of  all  the  Fine  Arts 
to  aid  her  in  celebrating  the  praises  of  God  and 
the  glories  of  His  Saints;  and  nobly  has  genius, 
in  all  its  varied  departments  of  Art,  responded 
to  her  call.  The  elevation  and  grandeur  of  the 
theme  have,  in  fact,  evoked  genius,  and  prompted 
and  inspired  its  noblest  efforts  in  every  walk, 
from  painting  and  sculpture,  to  poetry,  music  and 
architecture.  Where  else,  in  the  whole  range  of 
Art,  Pagan  or  Christian,  will  you  find  the  par- 


allels to  the  sublime  creations  of  Raphael  and 
Angelo,  of  Murillo  and  Valasques,  of  Dolci  and 
Maratti,  of  Lambillote  and  Cherubini !  Who  is 
there  so  cold  and  dull  of  feeling  as  not  to  have 
been  transfixed  with  admiration  by  the  Madonnas 
ot  Raphael  and  Murillo ;  as  not  to  have  been 
transported  with  emotion  and  love  by  the  Memorare 
of  Lambillote ! 

In  the  walk  of  sacred  poetry,  with  which  we 
are  now  more  immediately  concerned,  we  have 
the  Hymns  of  the  Breviary  and  Missal,  which  for 
simple  grandeur,  terse  solidity  of  thought,  noble 
dignity  of  style,  and  a  sweet  pathos  which  goes 
straight  to  the  heart,  are  probably  unrivalled  by 
any  composition  in  this  department.  Many  of 
them  have  not,  indeed,  the  faultless  versification 
and  flowing  rhythm  of  Pagan,  and  of  that  portion 
of  Christian  poetry  which  imitates  the  Pagan; 
they  are  not  decked  out  in  the  meretricious  orna- 
ments of  sensuality,  so  well  calculated  to  arouse  the 
passions;  they  have  not  an  imagery  so  rich,  varied, 
or  highly  wrought :  but  they  have  excellencies 
more  solid  and  of  a  much  higher  character.  They 
appeal  to  the  better  nature  of  man ;  they  lift  him 
above  himself;  they  point  him  to  models  of 
beauty  far  exceeding  any  thing  which  this  world 
can  offer ;  and  they  stimulate  in  him  the  noble 
and  sublime  ambition  to  win  heaven,  with  its 
crown  of  never  fading  glory,  before  which  all  the 
laurels  of  the  earthly  hero  pale,  and  are  of  no 
account.  In  a  word,  this  higher  poetry  is  instinct 
with  inspiration  from  on  high,  and  it  reflects  a 
brilliant  but  steady  light  from  above  on  the  dark- 
some way  of  our  pilgrimage  here  below.  It  does 
more.  It  opens  heaven  itself,  with  all  its  tran- 
scendent glory,  to  the  rapt  eye  of  the  Christian 
poet,  transports  him  thither,  making  him  breathe 
a  new  atmosphere  and  live  a  new  life. 

Among  all  these  Hyran.s,  those  to  the  Virgin, 
if  less  grand  and  stately,  abound  with  the  most 
varied  and  pleasing  imagery,  and  are,  perhaps, 
the  most  soothing  and  beautiful.  They  contain 
such  strains,  simple  and  touching,  as  a  good 
child  would  be  supposed  to  address  to  the  best  of 
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mothers,  whose  beauty  fascinates  him,  and  whose 
goodness  wins  his  utmost  confidence. 

Among  these  Hymns,  so  replete  with  child-like 
confidence  and  gushing  filial  affection,  the  Ave 
Maris  Stella  is  one  of  the  most  touching  and 
impressive.  We  subjoin  a  very  fair  translation 
of  it— as  translations  go— into  English  poetry, 
from  the  Lyra  Catholiea  : 

Gentle  Star  of  Ocean  ! 

Portal  of  the  sky ! 
Ever  Virgin  Mother 

Of  the  Lord  most  High  I 

Oh !  by  Gabriel's  Ave, 

Uttered  long  ago, 
Eva's  name  reversing, 

Stablish  peace  below ! 

Break  the  captive's  fetters ; 

Light  on  blindness  pour ; 
All  our  ills  expelling, 

Every  bliss  implore ! 

Show  thyself  a  Mother  I 

Offer  Him  our  sighs, 
Who  for  us  Incarnate 

Did  not  thee  despise  I 

Virgin  of  all  virgins ! 

To  thy  shelter  take  us ! 
Gentlest  of  the  gentle. 

Chaste  and  gentle  make  us ! 

Still  as  on  we  journey, 

Help  our  weak  endeavor, 
Till  with  thee  and  Jesus, 

We  rejoice  forever ! 

Through  the  highest  heaven, 

To  the  Almighty  Three, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

One  same  glory  be ! 

Life  is  like  a  stormy  sea,  on  which  we  are 
tossed  by  the  gales  of  the  passions,  and  are  al- 
most constantly  threatened  with  shipwreck.  As 
the  distressed  mariner,  driven  from  his  course  by 
adverse  winds  and  in  danger  of  being  cast  upon 
some  hidden  rock  or  treacherous  shore,  or  of 
foundering  amidst  the  boiling  billows,  instinct- 
ively turns  his  eyes  heavenward  in  quest  of  some 
guiding  star  to  light  his  way,  so  we,  when  tossed 
on  the  waves  of  temptation,  instinctively  comply 
with  the  exhortation  of  Saint  Bernard,  look  up 
to  tbs  Star  and  invoke  Mary — Respice  Stellam,  in- 
voca  Mariam  !  She,  from  her  bright  seat  in  the 
heavens,  shines  out  as  a  bright  particular  Star, 
amidst  the  darkness  and  the  storm,  and  cheers  us 


with  her  mild  but  steady  light,  like  that  of  the 
mother's  smile  upon  her  babe.  That  light  is  in- 
deed borrowed  from  the  Sun,  but  it  is  none  the 
less  beautiful,  and  even  all  the  more  gentle  and 
fascinating  for  this  very  reason. 

As  we  gaze  upon  that  Star,  sweet  memories 
cluster  around  our  hearts  and  inspire  us  with 
confidence  and  love.  We  recall  the  grand  Ave  of 
Gabriel ;  we  remember  that  Mary  is  the  second 
Eve,  whose  obedience  is  to  retrieve  the  misfor- 
tunes caused  by  the  disobedience  of  the  first ;  we 
bethink  ourselves  that,  through  her  Son,  she  was 
to  break  the  fetters  ot  the  captive,  to  pour  light 
into  the  eye  of  the  blind,  to  remove  all  ills  and 
bring  all  blessings ;  we  sweetly  remember,  too, 
that  she  is  our  own  dear  Mother,  who  is  to  sym- 
patize  with  us  in  all  our  sorrows,  and  to  be  our 
powerful  mediatrix  with  her  Son,  who  vouchsafed 
to  be  all  her  own ;  we  think  of  her  surprising 
gentleness  and  purity,  and  we  confidently  entreat 
her  to  obtain  the  same  virtues  for  us  her  children. 

From  the  past  and  present,  we  turn  cheerfully 
and  hopefully  to  the  future ;  and  implore  of  that 
gentlest,  sweetest  Mother  to  watch  over  our  jour- 
ney on  earth,  to  guard  us  from  danger,  to  steady 
our  weak  limbs,  and  finally  lovingly  conducting 
us  with  her  own  Mother's  hand,  to  lead  us  to 
heaven,  where  we  may  forever  more  rejoice  and 
exult  with  her  and  her  Son,  and  may  unite  our 
voices  with  the  myriads  of  angels  and  redeemed 
in  chanting  for  all  eternity  the  praises  of  the  glo- 
rious Three  in  One. 

The  figure  of  Mary  as  the  Star  of  the  Sea  is  a 
favorite  one  with  mariners  in  all  Catholic  coun- 
tries. We  close  this  paper  with  a  Portuguese 
Hymn  illustrating  this  beautiful  idea,  which  we 
borrow  from  the  same  excellent  source — the  Lyra 
CjthoUca : 

Star  of  the  wide  and  pathless  sea ! 

Who  lovest  on  mariners  to  shine. 
These  votive  garments  wet,  to  thee 

We  hang,  within  thy  holy  shrine  I 
When  o'er  us  flashed  the  surging  brine, 

Amid  the  warring  waters  tossed, 
From  earthly  aid  we  turned  to  thine. 

And  hoped,  when  other  hope  was  lost ! 
Ave  Maris  Stella ! 

Star  of  the  vast  and  howling  main ! 

When  dark  and  lone  is  all  the  sky. 
And  mountain  waves,  o'er  ocean's  plain. 

Erect  their  stormy  heads  on  high : 
When  matrons  by  the  hearthstone  sigh. 

They  raise  their  weeping  eyes  to  thee ; 
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The  Star  of  Ocean  heeds  their  cry, 
And  saves  the  foundering  bark  at  sea ! 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 

Star  of  tlie  dark  and  stormy  Sea ! 

When  wreaking  tempests  round  us  rave, 
Thy  gentle  Virgin  form  we  see, 

Bright  rising  o'er  the  hoary  wave; 
The  howling  storms,  that  seem  to  crave 

Their  victims,  sink  in  music  sweet; 
The  surging  seas  recede,  to  pave 

The  path  beneath  thy  glistening  feetl 

Ave  Maris  Stella  I 

Star  of  the  desert  waters  wild. 

Who,  pitying,  hearest  the  seaman's  cry. 
The  God  of  mercy,  as  a  Child, 

On  that  chaste  bosom  loved  to  lie; 
While  soft  the  chorus  of  the  sky 

Their  hymns  of  tender  mercy  sing, 
And  Angel  voices  named  on  High 

The  Mother  of  the  heavenly  King ! 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 

Star  of  the  deep,  at  that  blessed  name, 

The  waves  sleep  silent  round  the  keel. 
The  tempests  wild  their  fury  tame, 

That  made  the  deep  foundations  reel ; 
The  soft  celestial  accents  steal, 

So  soothing  through  the  realms  of  woe, 
That  suffering  souls  a  respite  feel 

From  torture  in  the  depths  below ! 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 

Star  of  the  mild  and  placid  seas ! 

Whom  rainbow  rays  of  mercy  crown, 
Whose  name  thy  faithful  Portuguese, 

O'er  all  that  to  the  depths  go  down, 
With  hymns  of  grateful  transport  own ; 

When  gathering  clouds  obscure  their  light. 
And  heaven  assumes  an  awful  frown, 

Tlie  Star  of  Ocean  glitters  bright ! 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 

Star  of  the  deep !     When  Angel  lyres 

To  hymn  thy  holy  name  essay. 
In  vain  a  mortal  harp  aspires 

To  mingle  in  the  mighty  lay! 
Mother  of  God !  one  living  ray 

Of  hope  our  grateful  bosoms  fire ; 
When  storms  and  tempests  pass  away. 
To  join  the  bright  immortal  choirs! 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 
A.  B. 
[to  bb  contintjed.] 

<■> 

Olonfbrt's  excellent  article  on  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Maes  is, 
to  onr  resrret,  no  less  than  to  our  readcip',  crowded  out  this 
wsek.    Next  week  It  will  be  contlnaod.— Ed. 


3?IO    NO  NO. 

Trom  the  "  Life  of  Pio  Nono  by  Mon.  St.  Aubin." 

[Translated  from  the  French,  and  arranged  for  the  Atb  Ma- 
BiA,  by  Mrs.  Anna  H.  Dobsey] 

PART  III. 

When  the  Cardinal  MastaY-Feretti  was  on  his 
way  to  Rome,  his  carriage  halted  for  a  few  mo- 
ments at  Fossombrone,  the  Episcopal  city  of 
Urban  and  Pesara,  and  was  soon  surrounded  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  place,  who,  always  eager  to 
gaze  upon  the  Princes  of  the  Church,  were  now 
still  more  excited  by  the  sight  of  the  Roman  pur- 
ple, and  expressed  aloud  their  anxiety  to  know 
.who  was  likely  to  succeed  Gregory  XVI  ?  Whilst 
the  crowd  continued  to  press  with  indiscreet  cu- 
riosity around  the  carriage  to  gaze  upon  the  face 
of  this  Cardinal,  who  in  a  few  days  would  con- 
tribute by  his  vote  to  give  a  Head  to^the  Church 
and  a  Sovereign  to  the  Papal  States,  their  simple 
hearts  were  so  won  by  the  sweetness  and  majesty 
which  shone  forth  in  his  countenance,  and  by 
the  benignity  and  grace  of  his  whole  aspect,  that 
they  hoped  and  prayed  in  their  hearts  that  he 
would  be  the  elect ;  and  while  they  were  thus 
praying  and  giving  whispered  expression  to  their 
hopes,  a  white  dove  darted  through  the  air  and 
perched  upon  the  coach.  The  crowd  hailed  this 
as  an  omen  favorable  to  their  hopes,  and  with  one 
accord  shouted :  "  Behold  our  Pope !  Long  live 
our  Pope  !"  Neither  the  noise  nor  the  animated 
merriments  of  the  people  seemed  to  alarm  the 
dove ;  and  even  when  some  attempted  to  frighten 
it  away,  it  could  not  be  dislodged.  The  people 
saw  in  this  incident  a  sign  which  presaged  the 
election  of  a  Pope ;  and  still  more  enthusiastic, 
shouted  vociferously:  "Long  live  our  Pope." 
Somewhat  affected  by  this  incident,  the  Cardinal 
pursued  his  route,  praying  ardently  that  Al- 
mighty God  would  avert  from  him  a  burthen 
which  would  be  beyond  his  strength. 

The  conclave  assembled  on  the  14th  of  June, 
1846.  The  fifty-four  Cardinals  who  were  present 
on  the  first  day,  remembering  that  the  conclave 
which  had  assembled  fifteen  years  previous,  after 
the  death  of  Pio  VIII,  had  continued  its  sittings 
sixty  four  days — the  election  having  been  con- 
tested in  a  lively  manner  between  the  French 
and  A.ustrian  party,  determined,  in  order  to  avoid 
the  delay,  and  above  all  to  escape  in  this  election 
of  the  Head  of  the  Church,  all  political  influ- 
ences, and  to  seek  only  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
good  of  souls :  not  to  give  time  to  the  powers  to 
nominate  their  candidates  and  exercise  the  pres- 
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sure  of  tbeir  influence  upon  the  forthcoming  elec- 
tion,— an  influence  which,  owing  to  concealed 
causes,  acts  as  a  clog  upon  the  electoral  liberty. 
The  Cardinal-Prince  Altieri  nominated  the  first 
Cardinal — the  Cardinal  MastaY-Feretti,  who  in 
the  first  ballot  received  a  mnjority  of  votes.  At 
each  succeeding  ballot  the  Archbishop-Cardinal 
of  Imola  gained  several  additional  votes.  On 
Monday,  the  15th,  there  were  but  few  present 
who  doubted  that  he  would  be  elected  by  an  ac- 
cession of  votes  as  the  electipn  proceeded.  Sub- 
ject of  hope  for  all ;  subject  for  fear  and  fright 
for  him  alone,  who  passed  the  night  in  praying 
and  supplicating  Almighty  God  to  spare  his 
weakness. 

The  next  day,  the  Cardinal  MastaT  being  ap- 
pointed to  open  the  ballots,  he  read  his  own  name 
on  every  strip  of  paper  that  he  unfolded,  and  be- 
fore he  completed  his  task,  the  result  of  the  elec- 
tion was  quite  apparent  to  him.  The  Cardinal 
stood  silent  and  motionless  with  affright  at  the 
sight  of  the  heavy  burthen,  which  he  thought 
those  who  overrated  his  strength  sought  to  im- 
pose upon  him.  At  length  his  emotions  found 
voice,  and  he  exclaimed :  "  W^  brethren,  have 
pity  on  me !  have  pity  upon  my  weakness !  I  am 
not  worthy  !"  But  knowing  well  that  God  was 
in  the  midst  of  the  conclave  governing  their 
choice  in  the  election  of  His  Vicar  upon  earth,  he 
submitted,  and  bade  adieu  in  his  own  heart  to 
his  dear  diocese,  where  he  had  passed  the  last  few 
and  happy  year.<i.  He  obeyed  the  voice  which 
said  to  Peter :  "  Feed  my  lambs."  He  saith  to 
him  the  third  time :  "  Simon,  son  of  John,  lovest 
thou  me  ?"  Peter  was  grieved  because  he  said 
to  him  the  third  time  :  "  Lovest  thou  me  ?"  And 
he  said  to  Him :  "  Lord !  Thou  knowest  all 
things!  Thou  knowest  that  I  love  Thee."  He 
said  to  him :  "  Feed  my  lambs."  Since  the  will 
of  God  was  thus  made  manifest,  he  submitted, 
and  breathed  no  regret  for  his  sweet  refuge  at 
Imola;  he  hesitated  no  longer  to  assume  the 
helm  of  the  ship  of  Peter,  and  commit  himself 
to  the  stormy  waves  which  had  buffeted  it  for  so 
many  ages.  Absorbed  in  these  emotions,  he  fell 
upon  his  knees  and  adored  Him,  who  in  His 
great  and  inscrutable  designs,  had  chosen  him  as 
the  visible  Head  of  His  Church  upon  earth. 
Those  who  in  this  supreme  hour  still  doubted  his 
acceptance  of  the  Tiara,  withdrew  reverently 
while  he  communed  with  God.  When  the  Pope 
elect  arose  from  his  knees  and  signified  his  de- 
sire to  speak  with  the  Cardinal  Macchi — the  Dean- 
Cardinal  Micara  being  ill — he  came  forward  and 


asked  him  "  if  he  would  accept  the  Supreme  Pon- 
tificate ?" 

"  I  will  submit,"  he  replied,  "  with  love,  to  the 
will  of  God,  and  take  the  name  of  Pius  IX."  In 
selecting  this  name,  it  is  said  he  was  influenced 
by  the  remembrance  of  the  kindness  of  Pius  VII, 
who  had  appointed  him  a  member  of  the  Guard 
Ndbile,  and  afterwards  presented  him  with  a  com- 
mission in  La  Milice  Sacree.  It  is  but  natural  to 
suppose  that  such  recollections  would  have  their 
influence  on  a  nature' so  noble  as  his,  in  an  hour 
like  this ;  but  who  can  tell  what  was  passing 
in  the  soul  of  the  elect  one,  while  the  sacred 
college  contemplated  him  prostrate  before  God, 
imploring  Him  to  give  His  servant  strength 
to  accomplish  His  divine  will.  When  his  soul, 
borne  on  the  wings  of  prayer,  ascended  to  the 
highest  heaven,  time  and  space  being  anni- 
hilated, and  united  herself  to  God  and  par- 
ticipated in  His  presence,  from  which  sublime 
height  the  newly  elect  saw  perhaps  at  a  glance 
all  the  diflBcult  career  before  him,  the  grievious 
evpntsthat  we  have  known  since,  and  that  are  yet 
to  transpire ;  and  when  he  had  the  names  of  so 
many  glorious  Pontiffs  to  chose  from,  of  those  who 
had  preceded  him  in  the  chair  of  Peter,  he  adopt- 
ed, without  hesitating  an  instant,  the  name  of 
the  last  martyred  Pope,  Pius  VII,  who  had  pre- 
ceded him  in  the  See  of  Imola  and  the  chair  of 
Peter,  and  having  assumed  his  name  felt  ready 
also  to  succeed  him  in  his  martyrdom. 

After  Mgr.  de  Legne,  who  filled  the  oflfice  of 
notary  to  the  Apostolic  See,  had  read  the  genu- 
ine act  of  the  election,  and  his  acceptance,  the 
Cardinals  Riario-Sforza  and  Bernetti  accompanied 
Pius  IX  to  the  Sacristy,  where  they  invested  him 
with  the  Pontifical  robes.  He  was  then  con- 
ducted to  the  chapel  of  the  Quirinal,  where  he 
received  the  first  obedience  of  the  Cardinals,  and 
where  Mgr.  Riario-Sfoi-za  placed  on  his  finger  the 
ring  of  the  Fisherman. 

The  next  day — Wednesday,  17th  of  June — the 
cannon  of  St.  Angelo  announced  to  the  city  of 
Rome  that  the  conclave  had  given  a  Pope  to 
Christendom ;  and  Cardinal  Riario-Sforza  ap- 
peared on  the  balcony  of  the  Quirinal,  and  made 
known  to  the  Roman  people  the  exaltation  of 
Pius  IX.  "I  am,"  said  he,  "the  bearer  of  joyful 
news  to  you  ;  we  have  for  our  Pope  his  Eminence, 
Giovanni-Maria  MastaiFeretti,  who  has  taken 
the  name  of  Pius  IX."  The  first  impression 
caused  by  this  announcement  was  that  of  surprise, 
the  people  having  only  heard  the  names  of  Cardi- 
nal Lambruschini  and  Cardinal  Gizzi,  spoken  of 
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as  candidates,  were  amazed  when  it  was  announced 
to  them  that  the  Bishop  of  Imola,  whom  they  had 
not  seen  in  Rome  for  twenty  years,  was  elected, 
and  thought  their  ears  must  have  deceived  them. 
The  Cardinals  came  out  on  the  balcony,  leaving 
a  space  in  front  which  would  in  a  few  moments 
be  occupied  by  the  new  Pope.  The  anxiety  was 
intense.  When  he  appeared  the  people  gave  one 
look  and  saw  in  his  benign  face  a  revelation  of 
his  great  and  tender  heart,  and  while  they  gazed 
on  his  dignified  person,  and  beautiful  counte- 
nance which  seemed  to  be  illuminated  with  the 
triple  rays  of  power,  tenderness  and  divine  wis- 
dom, a  simultaneous  cry  burst  from  their  lips : 
"  We  have  a  Pope.  He  is  our  Father.  He  loves 
us !"  The  hurried  throbbing  of  his  own  heart 
acknowledged  the  title  that  with  such  a  sponta- 
neous outburst  they  had  given  him,  for  it  is  only 
the  paternal  heart  that  beats  responsive  to  the 
cries  of  its  children.  lie  forgot  the  terror  with 
which  the  thought  of  the  supreme  charge  of 
Christendom  had  at  first  inspired  him.  He 
thought  of  nothing  but  these  children,  their 
needs,  their  interests,  their  claims  on  his  care ; 
and  all  the  powers  of  his  soul  were  instantly 
stirred  in  their  behalf.  With  his  face  bathed 
in  sweet  tears,  he  lifted  his  arms  towards  Heaven, 
then  stretched  them  out  over  the  joyful  multitude 
to  bestow  on  them  his  first  Apostolic  Benediction, 
while  they  continued  to  repeat :  "  We  have  a 
Pope.  He  is  our  Father!  He  loves  usf"  And 
this  festival  on  earth  resembled  a  festival  in 
Heaven,  so  divested  did  it  seem  of  all  human  pas- 
sions and  discordant  elements. 

Four  days  after,  on  Sunday,  the  31st  of  June,  '46, 
Pius  IX  was  crowned  in  the  Basilica  of  St.  Peter. 

In  order  to  add  to  the  joy  of  this  event,  Pius 
IX  allowed  fifty -three  marriage  portions  of  fifty 
Roman  crowns  each  to  the  fifty-three  parishes  of 
Rome  and  its  environs,  and  a  thousand  marriage 
portions  of  ten  crowns  each  to  the  provinces  of 
the  Pontifical  States.  He  distributed  in  alms 
six  thousand  Roman  crowns,  and  redeemed  the 
pledges  which  the  poorer  population  had  been 
compelled  by  their  necessities,  to  place  in  the 
hands  of  the  pawn-brokers  of  the  city.  He  paid, 
from  his  own  purse,  the  debts  of  all  those  prison- 
ers who  were  detained  in  confinement  by  their 
creditors  in  the  capitol.  But  a  feeling  of  deep 
grief  mingled  itself  with  his  paternal  joy.  "  The 
touching  demonstrations,  of  which  he  was  the  ob- 
ject, did  not  possess  the  power  to  make  him  for  a 
moment  forget  those  afiiicted  families  who  could 
not   participate  in  the  general  joy,  because  they 


were  deprived  of  domestic  happiness  by  the  ab- 
sence of  some  one  of  their  number — a  brother — a 
son  or  a  husband — who  was  suffering  the  penalty 
of  some  offence  perpetrated  in  a  moment  of  mad- 
ness against  society  or  the  sacred  rights  of  their 
Sovereign.  He  thought  with  compassion  of  these 
young  and  inexperienced  persons,  who,  carried 
away  by  the  deceitful  hopes  which  sprang  from 
political  disorders,  were  more  misled  than  the 
misleaders.  He  extended  the  hand  of  forgive- 
ness to  them,  and  offered  to  these — his  erring  chil- 
dren— his  forgiveness,  being  well  persuaded  that 
they  truly  repented,  and  only  desired  an  oppor- 
tunity to  prove  their  sincerity.  He  besought 
them  to  adjure  forever  those  civil  hatreds  which 
were  always  the  cause  of  political  agitations,  and 
to  embrace  in  the  stead  of  these  dark  passions, 
that  peace  by  which  God  desires  that  the  children 
of  the  same  Father  should  be  united  !"*  And  in 
his  clemency  he  extended  the  benefit  of  that  am- 
nesty even  to  those  whom  he  seemed  to  except. 
There  would  certainly  have  been  injustice  in  con- 
founding even  in  a  general  pardon,  crimes  of  an 
unequal  dye ;  and  one  exception  distinguished 
those  who  were  in  the  ecclesiastical,  civil  and 
military  service,  who  could  not  revolt  without 
at  the  same  time  proving  themselves  traitorous 
to  their  oaths.  But  if  in  the  time  past  they  had 
strayed  into  the  ways  of  crime,  Pius  IX  being 
desirous  of  including  them  also  in  the  general 
pardon,  the  government  was  instructed  to  invite 
them  to  apply  in  person  for  a  favor,  which  was,  as 

we  see,  already  granted.t 

[to  be  continued.] 


A  Consoling  Sign — Primaby  Education  in 
France. — Mr.  Duruy,  Minister  of  Public  Instruc- 
tion, publishes  in  the  Grand  MoniUur  a  report  for 
the  Emperor,  on  the  state  of  primary  education 
in  France  for  the  years  1864-5,  The  figure  of 
the  free  schools,  kept  by  religious  congregations, 
rose  from  536  to  646.  There  are  369  female  schools 
less  than  in  1863.  But  this  diminution  bears  ex- 
clusively upon  female  lay-schools,  which  have 
lost  554  establishments,  while  the  religious  teach- 
ers, (Sisters),  have  gained  285.  In  1865  there  was 
an  increase  of  853  religious  schools,  over  1863, 
viz:  114  schools  held  by  the  Christian  Brothers, 
and  737  under  the  charge  of  the  Sisters.  The  pu- 
pils taught  by  the  Sisters  form  two-thirds  of  the 
female  population  at  school  in  the  whole  empire. 


*  Act  of  the  General  Pardon  of  the  16th  of  Jnly,  1846. 

t  This  exception  applied  to  thirty-nine  persons :  Four  ec- 
clesiastics, twenty-two  officers,  and  thirteen  Bnbordinate  em- 
ployees. 
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WOMAN,  AS  DEVELOPED  IN  THE  OHUEOH. 

BY  ARRIA. 

CHAPTER  III. 
"  The  reader  of  our  day  who  explores  the  early 
annals  of  the  Church  is  in  the  condition  of  a 
dweller  in  the  valley,  suddenly  transported  to  a 
lofty  mountain  height.  The  unaccustomed  at- 
mosphere, though  clear  and  pure,  oppresses  him, 
the  sublime  scenery  astonishes  and  bewilders  his 
imagination  without  touching  his  heart.  He 
finds  himself  alone  amid  scenes  which  awake  no 
echo  from  his  past  experience,  and  which  suggest 
nothing  but  his  own  painful  isolation.  A  certain 
identity  of  feeling  is  necessary  to  insure  sym- 
pathy. It  would  then  be  impossible  for  us  poor 
materialists  that  we  are  to  understand  the  sub- 
lime enthusiasm  of  those  Christian  martyrs  if  it 
were  not  for  the  rare  and  precious  memories  of 
our  own  religious  experience.  AVe  cannot  forget 
the  hour  when  all  the  grand  possibilities  of  a 
life  of  faith  were  first  revealed  to  us ;  when  every 
thing  tender,  self-sacrificing  and  noble  seemed 
the  normal  condition  of  our  being ;  those  mo- 
ments when  even  the  memory  of  sin  and  sorrow 
was  banished  away  and  we  realized,  as  it  were, 
by  anticipation,  all  the  blessedness  of  the  saints 
in  glory;  when  we  had  glimpses  of  the  great 
white  throne  and  its  legion  of  angels,  and  heard 
haunting  strains  of  harmony  whose  echoes  have 
since  filled  with  solemn  joy  our  happiest  hours  ; 
that  moment  when  the  deepest  aspirations  of  our 
soul  for  truth,  beauty  and  love  found  their  full 
fruition  in  God.  What  Christian  possessed  of  a 
supernatural  faith  has  not  had,  through  his  inte- 
rior life,  such  visions  of  heavenly  things !  Through 
them  he  can  alone  understand  and  sympathize 
with  the  heroic  women  of  the  Church.  Their 
faith  was  given  them  by  the  working  of  miracles 
direct  from  the  hands  of  the  Apostles  themselves. 
It  was  correspondingly  strong,  deep  and  fervent. 
The  grandeur  of  their  destiny — to  die  for  the 
faith — fired  their  imaginations  and  filled  their 
souls  with  a  sublime  heroism  that  panted  for  suf- 
fering as  the  greatest  imaginable  blessing.  Their 
hitherto  life  of  ease  and  luxury  had  exalted  their 
nervous  systems  to  an  exquisite  pitch  of  sensibil- 
ity. If  luxury  enervates  and  finally  destroys  the 
muscular  power  of  the  body  it  increases  its  capac- 
ity to  enjoy  or  suffer.  The  nerves  become  like 
harp  strings,  sensitive  and  trembling  to  every 
impression.    Imagine,  then,  to  what  a  pitch  of 


ecstasy  those  sensitive  beings  must  have  been 
raised  to  endure,  as  they  did,  the  most  horrible 
tortures  with  smiles  of  joy  and  hymns  of  thanks- 
giving. Not  in  vain  had  their  Lord  declared 
His  own  victory  over  the  world,  and  theirs  also, 
sustained  by  the  Holy  Spirit.  They  indeed  tri- 
umphed over  all  the  seductions  of  sense,  the  mach- 
inations of  their  spiritual  enemy,  and  by  a  myste- 
rious grace  rose  to  the  dignity  of  martyrdom.  Not 
to  man  alone  is  due  the  foundation  of  the  Chris- 
tian Church.  Women  were  equally  instrunaental 
in  propagating  the  Gospel,  and  were  everywhere 
co-workers  with  the  Apostles.  If  the  Apostles 
were  miracles  of  abnegation  and  devotedness 
their  female  disciples  made  similar  sacrifices  of 
life,  health  and  leisure.  Their  wealtl*  was  poured 
upon  the  Church  for  the  general  welfare  of  all; 
they  retained  nothing  for  their  own  necessities 
outside  of  the  common  patrimony.  The  confes- 
sion of  faith  was  a  solemn  bond  of  union  for  this 
world,  extending  to  the  life  to  come.  The  soul 
dominated  overall  earthly  interests;  its  aspira- 
tions, its  needs,  and  its  eternal  destiny  filled  all 
their  thoughts  and  was  the  shining  goal  of  all 
their  actions.  Woman  made  greater  sacrifices 
than  man  in  embracing  the  divine  life  of  virgin- 
ity. Her  nature  is  essentially  domestic ;  for  her 
sphere,  though  equally  important,  is  in  a  measure 
limited  to  the  role  of  the  family.  Her  heart,  more 
sensitive  and  loving,  demands  objects  upon  which 
to  lavish  the  tenderness  of  her  soul.  Through 
maternity  alone  in  the  natural  order  is  the  dig- 
nity and  happiness  of  woman  secured.  By  it  she 
becomes  a  second  creator  of  the  necessary  objects 
for  the  development  and  gratification  of  all  her 
faculties.  Thus  in  renouncing  marriage  she  makes 
the  profoundest  sacrifice  of  which  her  nature  is 
capable.  She  could  not  deliberately  and  volun- 
tarily make  this  sacrifice  without  receiving  an  es- 
pecial grace — a  divine  illumination.  Henceforth 
her  life  is  truly  a  celestial  one ;  for  the  soul  reigns 
supreme  over  the  kingdom  of  sense.  God  dwells 
in  her  heart,  perpetually  united  to  it  in  a  mystical 
union  sweeter,  deeper,  more  ecstatic  than  the 
earthly  union  of  which  it  is  the  type. 

Many  declined  marriage  by  the  counsel  of  the 
Apostles  as  absolutely  necessary  to  the  preserva- 
tion of  their  faith ;  for  with  a  heathen  compan- 
ion the  practice  of  their  religion  would  have  been 
impossible.  How  attend  the  holy  mysteries,  fast 
or  pray  without  attracting  the  attention  and  con- 
sequent persecution  of  the  husband  ?  There  was 
no  compromise  in  those  days  between  the  claims 
of  our  Blessed  Lord  and  the  world.     On  the  other 
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hand,  a  great  majority  of  virgins,  high-born,  rich 
and  talented,  eagerly  embraced  the  divine  life  of 
perfection  through  a  supernatural  protection  or 
vocation  thereto.  Many  refused  the  most  advan- 
tageous marriages  when  their  lieart  and  ambition 
could  have  been  equally  gratified,  and  even  died 
to  preserve  the  virginity  they  had  consecrated  to 
Jesus  Christ.  Most  Catholics  are  familiar  with 
the  brilliant  character  of  St.  Thecla,  the  first  fe- 
male martyr,  who  was  the  dawning  star,  the  ra- 
diant precursor  of  a  shining  cloud  of  witnesses  to 
the  devotedness  and  efficacy  of  woman  in  the  es- 
tablishment of  the  Christian  Church.  This  supe- 
rior woman  was  distinguished  for  her  noble  birth, 
large  fortune  and  rare  personal  beauty  -,  but  above 
all  was  remarkable  for  her  superior  intellect, 
which  was  highly  cultivated  by  the  study  of  phi- 
losophy and  literature.  8he  largely  aided  Saint 
Paul  in  his  eastern  apostolate  and  contributed 
more  than  any  other  person  towards  his  success. 
She  was  the  first  woman  converted  from  Pagan- 
ism who  voluntarily  embraced  a  life  of  virginity. 
God,  having  destined  her  to  play  an  important 
role  in  the  Church,  gave  her,  in  overflowing 
measure,  every  grace  of  body,  mind  and  heart 
necessary  to  move,  persuade  and  influence  all 
with  whom  she  came  in  contact.  She  was  in- 
structed with  especial  care  by  the  Apostle  him- 
self, who,  delighted  by  the  lofty  originality  of 
her  mind,  revealed  to  her  in  glowing  words 
the  sublime  charm  of  a  virginal  life  devoted  solely 
to  God.  She  was  no  longer  content  to  be  a  sim- 
ple Christian,  for  on  receiving  baptism  she  at 
once  entered  upon  a  life  of  perfection  renouncing 
marriage  with  a  noble  gentleman  to  whom  she 
had  been  affianced.  From  this  time  she  attached 
herself  to  Saint  Paul  as  to  a  father  who  had  in- 
deed given  her  a  foretaste  of  eternal  life.  She 
accompanied  him  in  his  journeys,  ministered  to 
his  wants  and  to  those  of  his  companions  who  as- 
sisted in  his  apostolate.  His  success  in  Asia  was 
secured  by  the  labors  of  this  rich  and  generous 
virgin.  In  truth  she  herself  drew  many  into  the 
Church,  at  first  attracted  by  her  intelligence, 
wealth  and  noble  birth,  but  finally  their  hearts 
were  moved  by  the  constancy  and  ardor  of  her 
faith,  and  the  holiness  of  her  life  into  belief  of  a 
religion  which  produced  such  marvels.  Her 
career  was  too  marked  not  to  attract  the  attention 
and  consequent  anger  of  the  opponents  of  Chris- 
tianity. Her  perfect  and  beautiful  life  was  to 
receive  one  more  grace ;  she  had  partaken  in  the 
merit  of  Saint  Paul's  labors,  and  was  associated 
with  his  success ;  she  was  also  to  share  with  him 


his  martyr's  crown.  Her  affianced,  irritated  that 
Thecla  had  refused  his  hand  to  follow  the  sub- 
lime counsels  of  the  evangelist,  pursued  her  with 
calumnies  and  persecutions.  When  the  bloody 
edict  of  the  Emperor  arrived  in  the  provinces 
proscribing  Christianity  under  pain  of  death,  she 
was  immediately  brought  before  the  magistrate 
as  a  dangerous  person,  who,  by  the  prestige  of  her 
talents  and  position  was  drawing  the  people  to 
Christianity.  Every  art  was  used  by  her  parent?, 
relatives  and  affianced  to  shake  her  resolution. 
Even  her  judges  were  touched  with  pity  and 
sought  to  save  her  life.  But  firm  in  her  resolu- 
tion not  to  deny  Jesus  Christ,  she  overcame  the 
tears  of  her  parents,  the  entreaties  of  her  friends 
and  the  threats  of  the  magistrate.  She  triumphed 
with  the  same  facility  over  the  most  frightful 
tortures  her  tormentors  could  devise.  The  flames 
would  not  burn  her  virginal  body,  the  serpents 
were  harmless  as  doves  at  her  feet.  She  was  then 
carried  to  Antioch  loaded  with  chains,  and  there, 
in  presence  of  an  immense  multitude,  was  exposed 
to  the  lions  in  the  amphitheater.  Saint  Ambrose, 
in  a  strain  of  characteristic  eloquence,  describes 
this  beautiful  woman,  delicate  as  a  flower,  lovely 
as  un  angel,  exposed  to  the  coarse  gaze  of  the  rab- 
ble. The  lions,  more  susceptible  than  they  to  her 
marvelous  beauty  and  courage,  crouched  in  won- 
der at  her  feet,  as  if  to  pay  her  their  homage. 
They  raised  not  their  eyes  even  to  contemplate  a 
virgin  despoiled  of  her  vestments,  thus  giving 
an  examble  of  chastity  to  the  base  men  by  whom 
she  was  surrounded.  This  new  miracle  profoundly 
impressed  the  tyrants,  as  well  as  the  people  who 
witnessed  it.  They  all  regarded  her  now  with 
wonder  and  astonishment.  She  returned  to  her 
own  country,  and  after  spending  some  time  in 
solitude,  again  devoted  herself  to  the  mission  she 
had  rendered  so  celebrated  in  the  Church.  She 
died  at  an  advanced  age,  and  was  buried  in  Se- 
leucia.  This  is  a  brief  account  of  one  of  the 
noblest  of  Saint  Paul's  disciples.  "  She  was  the 
first  virgin,  the  first  spouse  of  the  Divine  Lamb ; 
the  first  fruit  of  His  precious  blood,  the  first 
prodigy  of  His  grace,  the  first  executrix  of  His 
counsels,  the  first  testimony  of  his  religion."  The 
standard  bearer  for  eighteen  hundred  years  for 
millions  of  sublime  souls  who  have  imitated  her 
example^  She  made  possible  to  her  followers 
every  grace  and  virtue  that  a  life  of  virginity  is 
capable  of  developing.  She  still  lives  in  the 
lives  of  holy  Religious  throughout  the  world 
wherever  the  Catholic  faith  is  known.  Such  is 
the  character  of   Saint  Thecla  transfigured  by 
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grace;    let  us  compare  her  for  a  moment  with 
Zenobia,  I  be  celebrated  Queen  of  Palmyra.     We 
shall  not  commit  the  injustice  of  comparing  such 
a  noble  character  as  Saint  Thecla,  one  of  the 
bright  stars  of  the   Christian   world,  with  the 
dregs  of  Pagan  society.    We  can  well  aflford  to 
take  their  best,  the  few  whose  names  have  been 
handed  down  to  us  unstained  by  vice.     Zenobia 
was  like  Saint  Thecla,  an  eastern  woman,  formed 
by  the  mingled  culture  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
She  was  instructed  in  the  sciences  by  the  cele- 
brated Longinus,  and  made  the  most  astonishing 
progress  in  her  studies.      She  spoke  the  Latin, 
Greek  and  Syrian  languages,  and  especially  pat- 
ronized learned  men.     Zenobia  has  been  famed 
for  her  dark  brilliant  beauty,  high  spirit  and  per- 
sonal bravery,  for  she  always  accompanied  King 
Odenatus  both  in  war  and  the  chase,  and  his  mil- 
itary successes  were  in  a  great  degree  attributed 
to  her  sagacity  and  courage.     Upon  his  death  she 
assumed  the  sovereignty  under  the  title  of  Queen 
of  the  East.      She  preserved  the  provinces  be- 
queathed to  her ;  but  not  satisfied  with  her  pos- 
sessions, was  preparing  to  make  other  conquests, 
when  the  succession  of  Aurelian  to  the  purple 
led  to  a  great  change  of  fortune.     That  martial 
prince  was  displeased  that  a  woman  should  hold 
the  richest  provinces  of  the  East.    He  knew  her 
restless  ambition,  and  determined  to  blast  it  in 
the  bud.     Aurelian  made  successful  war  upon  her, 
having  defeated  her  in  two  battles,  he  beseiged 
Palmyra,  which  she  defended  with  great  bravery. 
At  length,  finding  the  city  would  be  obliged  to 
surrender,  she  quitted  it  privately,  but  the  Em- 
peror caused  her  to  be  pursued  with  such  dili- 
gence that  she  was  overtaken.     Aurelian  spared 
her  life  in  order  that  she  should  grace  his  tri- 
umph.    The  Roman  soldiers,  indignant  at  the 
heavy  losses  she  had  imposed  upon  them  by  her 
obstinate  defence,  demanded  her  life.     She  pur- 
chased it  by  basely  sacrificing  her  devoted  friend 
and  instructor,  Longinus.    To  insure  the  temporal 
prosperity  of  her  children,  she  allowed  herself  to 
be  covered  with  golden  chains,  in  token  of  her 
servitude  to  Aurelian,  and  was  thus  exposed  to 
the  gaze  of  the  Roman  populaqp.     She  did  not 
exhibit  the  lofty  spirit  and  generous  despair  of 
Cleopatra,  who  bravely  died  rather  rather  than 
submit  to  her  conquerors.      Zenobia   ignomini- 
ously  purchased  life  by  the  sacrifice  of  her  friends 
and  fame.    In  the  face  of  death  she  showed  her- 
self weak  and  cowardly,  even  without  honor  or 
justice.    With  all  the  prestige  of  her  l:)eauty,  in- 
tellect and  rank,  no  one  who  seriously  studies  the 


character  of  Zenobia  can  admire  it.  She  was  a 
chaste  wife  and  devoted  mother,  but  here  her 
virtues  end.  As  a  sovereign,  with  the  coffers  of 
an  empire  open  to  her  control,  we  do  not  hear 
of  one  disinterested  deed  either  in  public  or  pri- 
vate. The  annals  of  her  reign  show  no  hospitals 
erected  for  the  sick  and  sufiering,  no  largess  to 
the  poor,  no  labors  for  the  common  good.  With 
her  dower  of  intellect,  learning  and  wealth,  all 
her  labor  and  toil  was  directed  solely  to  her  own  ag- 
grandizement. No  thought  at  any  time  for  others; 
even  adversity  could  not  teach  her  common  jus- 
tice. She  laid  upon  her  faithful  minister,  to 
whom  she  was  indebted  for  all  the  graces  of  her 
intellect,  the  burden  of  her  ambition.  She  left 
Palmyra  a  smoking  ruin,  and  its  women  and  chil- 
nren  the  prey  of  a  brutal  soldieiy.  She  then 
graced  the  triumph  of  Aurelian,  marching  on  foot 
behind  his  chariot  through  the  streets  of  Rome, 
with  a  slave  to  hold  up  her  chains.  In  regard  of 
her  subjection,  the  Emperor  presented  her  with 
a  beautiful  villa  twenty  miles  from  the  capitol, 
and  afterwards  arranged  suitable  marriages  for 
her  children.  Thus  Zenobia  spent  the  evening 
of  her  days  in  peace  and  af&uence,  while  thou- 
sands of  her  former  subjects  wandered  homeless 
over  the  face  of  the  earth,  victims  of  their  ruler's 
pride  and  ambition.  This  is  the  character  of  a 
woman  celebrated  in  Art  for  the  loftiness  of  her 
mind  and  the  grandeur  of  her  character,  and  who 
had,  without  doubt,  the  most  positive  virtues  of 
any  celebrated  woman  of  antiquity.  But  who 
could  seriously  compare  her  with  Saint  Thecla  in 
any  real  element  of  greatness.  They  were  both 
equally  talented,  beautiful,  rich  and  accomplished ; 
but  what  a  vast  difference  in  their  lives  in  the  re- 
flected qualities  of  the  heart.  One  was  disin- 
terested, self  sacrificing  and  noble,  living  entirely 
for  the  welfare  of  others,  every  faculty  of  body, 
mind  and  heart,  devoted  to  suffering  humanity, 
the  other  was  bound  up  in  a  circle  of  narrow  in- 
terests, in  which  her  own  individuality  reigned 
supreme.  One  feared  death  with  abject  terror  as 
the  conscious  end  of  existence ;  the  other  looked 
upon  it  rather  as  a  door  of  release,  and  with 
bright  anticipations  of  coming  joy,  met  the  pale 
phantom  with  a  peaceful  smile — because  she  was 
a  Christian. 

[to  be  eONTINUED.l 

t 
Artemxjs  Waiid. — Mr.  Charles  F.  Brown  (Arte- 
mus  Ward)  received  in  his  last  moments  the  spir- 
itual services  of  the  Rev.  R.  Mount,  Catholic  Rec- 
tor of  Southampton. —  Western  iV".  Y.  Catholic. 
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THE  WHITE  EEIAES;    OE,    MAEY  AND 
THE  OEDEE  OF  CITEAUX. 

BY   KEV.    ALEXIS    ItENOUX. 

But  soon  these  painful  impressions  vanish  with 
the  morning  clouds,  and  their  souls  replete  with 
hope  and  love  praise  the  Lord. 

Robert  had  been  particularly  agitated  by  the 
most  poignant  uneasiricss.  After  the  joy  of  the 
Exodus — of  the  recent  departure  from  an  Egypt, 
where  those  true  Israelites  could  not  serve  the 
God  of  their  Fathers — after  this  natural  effusion 
of  heart,  his  timorous  conscience  addressed  him 
these  cruel  interrogatories:  "Did  God  inspire 
this  separation  ?  Has  not  the  evil  spirit,  under 
pretext  of  zeal,  driven  me  into  this  dangerous 
path  of  Reformation?  In  those  struggles,  all  the 
the  flowers  of  Monastic  virtues  have  been  trodden 
under  foot;  I  leave  a  soil  covered  with  desolation! 
What  fruit  can  it  hereafter  yield  ?  What  will 
become  of  those  Brothers  I  leave  behind  ?  They 
will,  perhaps,  remain  in  their  relaxation ;  they 
will  sink  deeper  and  deeper  into  disorder!  And 
the  hand  of  the  Almighty  weighing  heavily  upon 
them  will  demolish  to  its  foundations  that  House 
over  which  I  had  first  been  placed.  *  *  * 
Have  I  fulfilled  all  the  duties  of  a  good  shepherd 
toward  ray  indocile  sheep?"  Terrible  questions! 
which  humility  prevents  him  from  solving.  He 
then  looks  heavenward,  where  the  stars  welcome 
the  king  of  the  day,  and  then  disappear  before 
him.  His  brow  becomes  gloomy,  he  shudders 
with  the  fear  of  having  offended  God.  A  cold 
sweat  covers  his  face,  which  he  gently  wipes 
away  with  the  tassel  hanging  from  his  girdle. 

He  endeavors  to  repulse  the  gloomy  ideas  with 
which  he  is  besieged,  but  all  in  vain :  the  trial 
still  lasts.  One  of  his  children,  his  well  beloved 
John,  a  novice  of  nineteen,  frank,  and  as  pure  as 
a  seraph,  walked  by  his  side  bearing  the  Abbot's 
crosier :  this  youthful  monk,  who  had  been  edu- 
cated at  St.  Pierre  of  Molesmes,  and  who  had 
only  the  great  trees  and  rocka  of  the  forest  and 
the  fine  gardens  planted  by  the  Brothers  to  ad- 
mire, was  now  enraptured  at  the  spring  scenery 
offered  to  his  astonished  gaze.-  He  innocently 
laughed  whilst  listening  to  the  music  of  the 
Avinged  choristers  that  sweetly  sang  their  first 
carols  as  they  took  their  flight  through  the  air 
above  him.  How  gladly  would  Robert  have 
stolen  this  angelic  smile  from  from  his  ingenuous 
companion  !     But  melancholy  remained  his  por- 


tion      Betaking    himself    to    prayer,    he 

humbly  addressed  his  heavenly  Queen.  Mary 
came  to  his  relief:  she  sent  forth  a  ray  of  com- 
fort to  his  disconsolate  soul.  Robert  now  per- 
ceived that  his  vocation  was  twice  holy — not  only 
was  it  a  reformation  that  he  was  to  effect,  but  a 
new  Order  that  he  was  to  found — an  Order  en- 
tirely devoted  to  Mary :  her  future  disciples  will 
cause  her  to  be  known  and  loved  throughout  the 
world,  and  vested  in  their  white  mantles  they 
will  compose  her  court  of  honor  in  Heaven. 

In  a  sudden  transport,  a  promised  land  is 
opened  to  his  view.  It  is  a  savage  wild,  thickly 
wooded,  scarcely  acccsible  to  the  wild  beasts  of 
the  mountains.  This  picture  remains  deeply  im- 
pressed on  his  mind.  In  the  midst  of  this  forest 
is  a  small  chapel  surrounded  with  light,  and  over 
which  the  Virgin  Mary  hovers  with  protecting 
angels,  to  whom  she  entrusts  the  defence  of  this 
chosen  abode. 

Robert  understood.  The  land  which  had  been 
divinely  indicated  was  his  new  inheritance,  and 
Mary  gave  her  rustic  sanctuary  to  begin  the 
foundation. 

Thus  the  White  Friars  are  to  begin  their  work 
in  Mary's  house !  What  a  happy  omen  for  them ! 
will  it  be  astonishing  to  see  them  hereafter  so 
grateful  to  their  celestial  Foundress? 

All  is  over :  the  pious  Abbot  is  at  the  height 
of  his  joy.  His  sadness  vanishes.  He  walks  res- 
olutely. The  revelations  he  has  had  have  increased 
his  strength  a  hundred  fold. 

The  sun«gradually  rising  above  the  horizon  has 
marked  the  hour  Rf  Prime.  The  group  has  ar- 
rived before  a  large  wooden  cross  planted  in  one 
of  the  rocks  bordering  the  last  limits  of  the  forest 
of  the  Abbey.  . . .  they  halt  and  take  repose.  . . . 
Let  us  profit  by  the  delay  to  signalize  to  the  gen- 
tle reader,  one  of  those  religious  and  consoling 
usages  of  our  Catholic  France.  Ever,  on  earth, 
the  eldest  daughter  of  our  holy  Mother,  the 
Church,  she  loves  to  place  the  cross,  the  symbol 
of  hope  and  summary  of  our  faith,  on  the  path 
where  pass  the  pilgrim  and  the  poor.  This  stand- 
ard, raised  at  distant  intervals,  as  it  recalls  to  our 
minds  the  death  of  a  loving  God,  helps  us  to  bear 
the  trials  of  this  life,  and  fills  us  with  hope.  That 
cross  is  often  placed  on  a  hillock,  near  a  fountain 
shaded  by  weeping  willows.  This  sort  of  natural 
temple  seems  to  invite  us  to  prayer  and  reflection 
as  well  as  to  repose.  Every  one  passing  by  salutes 
this  blessed  emblem  of  our  salvation,  and  moth- 
ers, leading  their  little  children  along,  teach  them 
to  form  this  sign  of  salvation,  and  to  say  some 
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short  prayer.  I  cannot  recall  without  emotion 
my  youthful  days,  when  my  grandmother  (who 
was  a  mother  to  me)  would  lead  me  by  the  hand 
into  the  country.  On  our  way  we  found  several 
crosses,  raised  by  a  religious  proprietor,  or  by 
some  traveler  who  had  been  preserved  from  dan- 
ger ;  before  each  one  she  uncovered  my  flaxen 
head,  made  me  kneel  by  her  side,  bade  me  join 
my  hands  and  follow  her  prayer.  I  then  made 
the  sign  of  the  cross  and  lisped  the  Our  Father 
and  Hail  Mary.  During  this  short  station  I  saw 
tears  flowing  from  the  eyes  of  my  grand- parent, 
and  rising  I  asked  ingenuously:  "Mother,  what 
is  the  matter?  Who  hurt  youV"  For  reply,  I 
had  a  tender  caress  with  these  words :  "  My  be- 
loved boy,  the  good  Jesns  died  for  us  on  this 
cross ;  love  Him  and  pray  to  Him  every  day  of 
your  life ;"  and  I  felt  one  of  those  burning  tears 
falling  on  my  upturned  face — I  was  the  object  of 
this  tender  emotion.  My  grand-mother  had 
placed  at  the  foot  of  the  cross  the  sorrows  she  ex- 
perienced when  I  lost,  at  short  intervals,  my 
father  and  my  mother.  While  still  in  the  cradle 
she  recommended  the  orphan  to  the  disconsolate 
Mary  of  Calvary. 

Those  country  crop^es  often  border  the  whole 
valley,  or  the  ridge  of  a  high  mountain.  Here  the 
shepherds,  whilst  keeping  watch  over  their  flocks 
and  protecting  the  neighboring  villages,  send  up 
their  supplications  to  the  God  of  the  humble  and 
the  weak.  There  are  also  Mission  crosses  erected 
with  great  pomp,  after  the  exercises  of  a  retreat 
or  a  jubilee.  Those  monuments  of  faith  and  pi- 
ety bear  on  their  pedestal  of  stene  inscriptions  of 
a  sublime  simplicity: — "Christ  reigns."  "Christ 
rules  the  earth."  "Christ  will  judge  us  one  day." 
"  Hail !  Oh  cross,  our  only  hope,  because  thou 
hast  borne  the  price  of  our  ranawn."  "  On  the 
ruins  of  the  world  the  cross  alone,  at  the  end  of 
time,  will  remain." 

Oh,  sweet  reminiscences  of  home  !  How  dear 
are  you  to  me!  God  grant  that  I  may  renew 
them  in  this  distant  land  :  and  may  the  life-giv- 
ing cross  of  our  dear  Saviour  ever  reign  over  this 
country, 

I  have  learned  with  pleasure  that  in  Texas,  in 
which  I  write  these  lines,  there  is  a  village  of 
French  origin  where  this  emblem  of  fraternity 
and  love  holds  its  sway.  The  good  inhabitants, 
pious  Alsacians,  have  erected  it  as  a  Catholic 
standard,  a  pledge  of  preservation,  on  the  high- 
est point  of  their  country.  Woe  to  the  impious 
wretch  that  dares  to  raise  a  sacrilegious  hand 
against  this  mysterious  symbol  of  their  religion. 


One  day  an  atheist  was  already  brandishing 
his  axe  to  hew  down  the  cross  of  Castroville, 
when,  at  the  same  instant,  a  ball  in  its  eloquent 
whizzing  suddenly  disarmed  him  and  obliged 
him  to  flee.  He  learned  by  this  argument  of 
powder  and  ball,  thiit  those  pieces  of  wood  sig- 
nified something,  and  that  henceforth  he  should 
respect  the  ])ious  belief  of  a  people.  . . . 

At  the  signal  given  by  the  Abbot  the  Monks 
arranged  themselves  in  Choir  for  Divine  Office. 
They  incline  profoundly  towards  the  east,  to 
adore  the  God  whose  assistance  they  invoke  by 
the  DeuH  in  adjutorkun,  &.  This  was  an  ancient 
practice  of  the  Order,  and  is  still  preserved  in  the 
Cistercian  Monasteries. 

Feeling  the  need  of  divine  succor  they  recite 
with  great  fervor  that  part  of  the  Office  composed 
of  beautiful  prayers  alluding  to  the  rising  of  the 
sun,  and  earnestly  imploring  graces  and  blessings 
for  the  day.  The  Church,  after  humbly  ador- 
ing God,  solicits,  by  the  mouth  of  her  priests 
in  the  liturgy  of  the  breviary,  the  interposition 
of  all  the  saints  whose  memory  she  commemorates, 

A  young  Brother  presented  himself  at  the  end 
of  Prime  to  read  the  Martyrology  of  the  day. 
Prayers  being  terminated,  they  read,  instead  of 
the  Capitulum,  a  chapter  of  the  holy  Rule,  to 
which  the  Abbot  added  a  few  words  of  encour- 
agement and  affection.  He  spoke  to  them  of  the 
vision  he  had  had,  and  exhorted  them  to  banish 
all  uneasiness  from  their  hearts.  They  knew 
Where  they  were  going,  they  had  an  asylum  given 
them  by  their  benefactress;  after  the  first  labors 
of  the  establishment,  they  would  be  happy  in  the 
accomplishment  of  their  duties.  All  were  radiant 
with  joy.  They  resumed  their  march,  and  as 
the  time  of  "grand  silence"  was  passed,  the  holy 
Abbot  permitted  them  pious  conversation  the 
rest  of  the  journey. 

Our  travelers  must  have  passed  through  many 
villages  and  hamlets  to  gain  their  destination. 
Everywhere,  in  those  ages  of  faith,  men  of  God, 
men  of  prayer,  were  venerated  and  received  with 
transports  of  joy.  A  frugal  hospitality  was 
earnestly  ofl"ered  them. 

God,  who  inspired  this  journey,  God,  who 
feeds  the  little  birds  of  the  air,  had  prepared  their 
food.  They  took,  only  meagre  nutriment,  wish- 
ing from  that  moment  to  practice  the  Benedictine 
austerity. 

Mothers  brought  their  little  children  to  the 
holy  Abbot,  who,  after  the  example  of  the  Divine 
Saviour,  blessed  them  and  the  people  pressing 
around  him.     The  arrival  of  this  mysterious  cara- 
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van  of  Keligious  was  an  important  event  in  this 
newly-settled  country,  whose  inhabitants  were 
deprived  of  means  of  communication  with  each 
other.  However,  this  event  gave  rise  to  no  evil 
comments  among  tlie  villagers,  who  had  already 
a  knowledge  of  the  benefits  derived  from  the  es- 
tablishments founded  l)y  the  Monks  in  many  bor- 
oughs of  Champigne  and  Burgundy:  they  envied 
the  lot  of  the  country  that  was  to  possess  these 
holy  men.  We  will  shortly  see  how  well  founded 
was  this  holy  envy.  In  general  we  can  say,  at 
that  epoch,  as  at  the  present  day,  notwithstanding 
our  wealth,  a  monastery  was  considered  a  real 
treasure,  an  inexhaustible  source  of  spiritual  and 
temporal  blessings  for  a  country. 

Without  speaking  of  the  salutary  example 
given  by  the  life  of  penance  and  prayer  of  those 
holy  Monks,  they  cleared  away  the  forest  and 
cuitivated  the  soil,  and  a  thousand  other  blessings 
"were  bestowed  on  the  neighboring  population. 
The  Benedictine  monastery  served  at  the  same 
time  as  the  school,  the  library,  the  historical  and 
scientific  institute  of  the  country,  the  paternal 
roof  for  the  orphan,  the  asylum  for  the  poor  trav- 
eler, the  hospital  for  the  abandoned  sick,  the 
common  apothecary- shop,  wiiere  each  one  could 
come  and  draw  simple  remedies  furnished  by  Prov- 
idence and  gathered  by  one  of  the  Monks  versed 
in  the  knowledge  of  plants  and  the  art  of  com- 
bining their  qualities. 

Those  unwearied  grubbers,  those  learned  mas- 
ters of  the  middle  ages,  those  tutors  of  the 
orphan,  those  fathers  of  the  poor,  have  civilized 
Europe,  preserved  the  depot  of  sacred  and  pro- 
fane literature ;  they  christianized  the  then 
known  world.  Why  does  our  modern  ingrati- 
tude disown  their  benefits  ?  Why  do  we  not  en- 
dorse the  debt  of  our  fathers  toward  them,  and 
pay  it  to  their  successors  in  virtue  and  talent? 
Should  some  abuse  of  a  holy  institution  cause  us 
to  doubt  its  intrinsic  goodness?  An  occasional 
scandal  cause  us  to  forget  miracles  of  charity  and 
wonders  of  civilization  ?  Let  the  fanciful  and 
humorous  romancer  ridicule  the  monastic  life — 
a  life,  in  my  opinidn,  so  beautiful,  so  sublime 
when  thoroughly  understood  !  Ah  !  how  ludi- 
crous are  they  themselves  who  are  obliged  to 
employ  caricatures,  either  through  ignorance  of 
the  truth,  or  through  the  motive,  equally  low,  of 
alluring  their  readers,  by  amusing  them  at  the 
expense  of  their  conscience ! 

Whilst  I  am  deviating  from  my  narrative,  the 
pious  group  pursues  its  way  and  arrives  at  Bur- 
gundy;  it  traversed  the  small  city  of  Chatillon 


on  ^larne,  where  these  good  Religious  met  with  a 
cordial  reception  from  the  Bishop,  who  assured 
them  of  liis  favor  and  protection.  At  Dijon  the 
Duke  Odon  showed  himself  a  father  and  a  friend 
to  the  Religious  by  giving  them  his  lands  of  C"- 
teaux.  On  arriving  at  these  lands  covered  >^it!i 
brambles  and  briers,  and  perceiving  the  1  tt  e 
chapel  close  by,  Robert  recognized  the  spot  which 
heaven  had  revealed  to  him.  Ilere  they,  remain, 
and  kneeling,  sing  a  liymn  of  thank.egiving; 
shortly  they  go  to  work  clearing  the  grounds,  and 
building  with  the  trees  and  rocks  of  the  forest  a 
rustic  cloister  around  their  church.  The  good 
Monks  are  satisfied  with  the  strict  necessities  of 
life ;  they  have  so  many  urgent  duties  to  perform ; 
but  their  patience  supports  the  painful  privations 
of  a  beginning,  and  their  unwearied  activity  will 
soon  change  into  a  magnificent  abode  this  now 
frightful  solitude  of  unfruitfuloess. 
[to  be  contejukd.] 


OUR  LADY  OF  THE  OHAINS. 


A  Legend  of  the  rourteenth  Century. 


[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'AppUly.] 
VIII. 

Early  in  the  morning  of  the  following  day,  the 
8birri  led  by  Borbero,  set  up  in  the  public  square, 
the  racks,  wedges,  hammers,  and  other  implements 
of  torture.  The  neighboring  streets,  the  door-steps, 
the  windows,  and  even  the  very  roofs  were  thronged 
with  the  inquisitive,  who  in  every  age  have  always 
assembled  in  crowds,  with  barbarous  avidity,  to 
witness  spectacles  of  blood  and  death. 

Strange  dispositions  of  our  nature  !  The  sight 
of  happiness  wounds  and  fatigues  our  jealous  eyes. 
We  only  take  pleasure  in  contemplating  misfor- 
tune and  misery.  Pity  is  the  most  delicate  of  all 
our  pleasures,  it  thrills  the  tenderest  fibres  of  our 
hearts.  Whence  comes  that  secret  joy  we  feel  in 
weeping  ?  Can  it  be  that  the  spectacle  of  the  mis- 
ery of  others  flatters  the  most  natural  of  our  pas- 
sions, pride  and  egotism  ?  Do  we  not  feel  a  certain 
malignant  satisfaction  in  feasting  our  eyes  on  the 
suflFerings  of  our  kind,  and  by  a  reflection  upon 
ourselves,  do  not  their  complaints  and  groans  en- 
hance the  sweetness  of  our  felicity.  Or  is  it  only 
the  desire  to  judge  the  man  who  strives  against 
pain,  and  to  applaud  his  courage  and  his  victory? 

It  is  certain  that  the  entire  assemblage  were 
touched  by  the  constancy  which  Joseph  displayed. 
Resignation  had  put  about  his  reins  a  girdle  of 


300 


AVE    MARIA 


strength  invincible,  and  he  looked  upon  the  prep- 
arations of  the  executioners  without  emotion. 
When  called  upon  to  confess  his  crime,  he  raised 
to  heaven  his  eyes  and  fetter- loaded  arms  and 
sighed  : 

"  Holy  Virgin,  my  lady !  I  intrust  to  thee 
the  guardianship  of  my  innocence!  Strengthen 
my  courage  and  permit  not  that  torments  extort 
lying  acknowledgments  from  my  lips." 

And  he  stretched  forth  his  hands  to  the  execu- 
tioners. 

The  firmness  of  Robert  was  of  a  different  kind, 
but  it  was  not  perhaps  less  grand.  Nourished"  in 
luxury  and  delights,  softened  by  idleness,  his 
limbs  were  not  like  those  of  his  brother,  hardened 
by  the  daily  toil  of  business.  The  sting  of  pain 
entered  further  into  his  flesh  and  still  his  coun- 
tenance preserved  an  heroic  smile  till  the  end. 

It  would  have  been  well  if  Angelo  had  shown 
the  same  intrepidity.  At  sight  of  the  instruments 
of  torture  he  shuddered,  he  was  afraid,  he  recoiled. 

"  Confess,"  whispered  the  ahirri  to  him,  "  and 
you  are  saved  " 

Robert  whose  knees  the  executioners  were  bruis- 
ing, saw  his  brother's  weakness,  and  blushed. 

"  Courage,  my  brother,"  he  cried,  "  we  are  here 
■with  thee.  Be  firm,  remember  that  it  is  shameful 
to  give  way." 

But  Angelo  did  not  hear  him, 

Angelo  was  but  a  child.  Snatched  rudely  from 
the  rest  of  the  world,  left  alone  by  himself,  the 
weariness,  the  isolation,  the  darkness  of  the  prison, 
the  shame  of  the  accusation,  terror  of  the  future, 
overhung  with  uncertainty  and  threats,  'had  en- 
ervated a  character  which  the  battle  of  life  had 
not  yet  hardened^  There  is  a  demoralizing  mias- 
ma exhaling  from  the  floor  and  walls  of  a  dun- 
geon. Whilst  he  stood  most  in  need  of  consola- 
tion and  encouragement,  he  was  rigorously  sep- 
arated from  every  friendly  face,  every  smiling  lip, 
every  hand  that  might  have  grasped  his  own.  He 
had  never  been  allowed  to  meet  his  brothers.  Upon 
him  had  been  heaped  all  the  sadness  of  abandon- 
ment and  the  haunting  fancies  of  solitude. 

The  provocation  of  perpetual  espionage  imposed 
on  his  spirit  the  fatigue  of  unrelaxed  tension.  •  To 
these  afflictions  had  been  added  irritation  of  in- 
terrogatories, the  studied  doubt  of  the  judges,  the 
humiliations  of  the  trial ;  so  much  was  not  needed 
to  deject  the  courage  of  a  young  man  of  eighteen. 

During  the  first  days  a  vague  hope  at  intervals 
reanimated  his  soul.  But  his  condemnation  had 
dispelled  this  illusion.  He  fell  the  more  deeply 
into  the  gulf  of  despair. 


It  is  very  rare  that  the  counterpart  of  mental  af- 
flictions does  not  make  itself  felt  in  the  organs  of 
the  body.  The  despondency  of  his  mind  had 
plunged  Angelo  into  a  feverish  languor.  If  his 
captivity  had  been  prolonged,  he  would  have  died 
of  apprehension  and  despair 

In  this  state,  he  was  no  longer  capable  of  dis- 
tinguishing truth  from  falsehoo^vi.  He  knew  no 
longer  whether  he  was  guilty  or  innocent.  Scarce- 
ly was  he  chained  upon  the  rack  than  affrighted 
and  trembling  he  cried  out  that  he  was  ready  to 
acknowledge  all  they  desired. 

They  took  him  down  and  led  him  before  the 
magistrate.  The  poor  youth  had  no  longer  any 
consciosness  of  what  he  was  saying  so  confused 
were  his  ideas.  A  «ft«rr/ placed  behind  liim  dic- 
tated his  answers,  and  every  time  that  he  appear- 
ed to  hesitate,  the  judge  turned  so  threatening  a 
look  upon  him  that  he  repeated  mechanically  all 
that  was  whispered  to  him. 

When  they  had  obtained  from  his  pusillanimity 
a  deposition  such  as  they  desired,  they  led  him 
back  to  his  prison.  His  two  brothers,  who  per- 
sisted in  protesting  their  innocence,  had  their  arms 
and  legs  broken. 

[to   be   CONTimiED.] 


BISHOP  TIMON,  or  BUFPALO. 

On  Tuesday  evening,  April  16th,  Bishop  Ti- 
mon's  soul  passed  a^ay  from  this  earth.  The 
Western  Neio  Toi'k  Catholic — his  late  official  paper 
says  of  him : 

"  He  had  reached  his  72d  year,  and  had  been 
during  the  past  two  years  suffering  from  erysipe- 
las, which  had  been  contracted  by  him  while  at- 
tending the  death-bed  of  a  Religious,  and  which 
had  within  the  last  few  days  assumed  a  shape 
that  betokened  certain  dissolution. 

"  The  Bishop,  almost  up  to  the  day  of  his  death, 
preached  sermons,  delivered  lectures,  and  ad- 
ministered confirmation  in  every  part  of  his 
populous  diocese.  Last  Sunday,  before  he  was 
compelled  to  keep  his  bed,  although  feeling 
weak,  he  preached  for  over  half  an  hour  at  Mass, 
after  the  blessing  of  the  palms,  and  also  attended 
the  divine  service'  in  the  evening.  Monday 
morning  he  tried  to  be  up  as  usual  at  the  com- 
munity prayers  in  his  house,  and  said  Mass  in 
the  chapel,  in  his  residence,  with  much  trouble, 
but  the  hand  of  death  was  upon  him  and  he  was 
soon  obliged  to  yield. 

"  On  Tuesday  he  was  much  worse,  but  as  on 
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several  previous  occasions  he  had  seemed  at 
death's  door,  hopes  were  entertained  that  he 
would  recover. 

"Towards  evening,  liowever,  his  situation  be- 
came critical,  and  at  half  past  eight  o'clock  he 
died,  his  last  moments  being  peaceful  and  pain- 
less. Bishop  Lynch,  of  Toronto,  and  Bishop 
Farrell,  of  Hamilton,  with  several  of  the  clergy 
from  different  parts  of  the  diocese,  being  in  at- 
tendance on  him.  The  Catholics  of  the  entire 
country  will  be  pained  at  the  announcement  of 
his  death. 

"  Bishop  Timon  was  a  native  of  Pennsylvania, 
but  spent  his  early  years  in  Baltimore.  He  pur- 
sued his  theological  studies  with  Lazarists,  at  the 
"  Barrens,"  Mo.,  and  became  an  able  and  edifying 
member  of  their  order.  Even  when  Sub-Deacon 
he  preached  missions  in  Missouri  and  Southern 
Illinois,  assisting  Missionary  Priests  of  his  own 
order.  When  ordained  to  the  order  of  Priesthood 
he  traveled  through  the  same  regions  until  his 
name  became  '  a  household  word.'  He  also  labor- 
ed in  Mississippi,  Arkansas  and  Louisiana.  He 
was  also  appointed  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Texas, 
which  he  attended  with  the  Apostolic  zeal  for 
many  years,  at  the  same  time  attending  to  his 
ordinary  duties  as  Visitor  of  his  order." 

The  wonderful  growth  of  the  Catholic  Church 
in  this  country  may  be  measured  by  his  term  of 
bishopric.  Twenty  years  ago,  when  the  See  was 
erected,  and  he  named  as  Bishop,  there  were  but 
sixteen  priests  in  it,  and  but  sixteen  churches — and 
these  churches  were,  many  of  them,  only  very 
humble  and  temporary  structures.  At  the  time 
of  his  death  his  Diocese  numbered  one  hundred 
and  ten  priests,  and  about  two  hundred  churches 
and  chapels.  Besides,  there  are  several  Hospitals, 
six  Orphan  Asylums,  eta  The  Western  Catholic 
says  of  the  early  times : 

"The  Diocese  was  established  on  the  23d  of 
April,  1847,  by  our  venerable  and  saintly  Pope 
Pius  IX,  with  the  following  limits :  All  that  part 
of  the  State  of  New  York  which  lies  west  of  the 
eastern  limits  of  Cayuga,  Tomkins  and  Tioga 
counties.  The  Very  Rev.  John  Timon,  then  vis- 
itor of  the  Congregation  of  the  mission,  in  this 
country,  was  named  the  first  Bishop.  He  was 
consecrated  in  the  Cathedral  of  Xew  York  by 
Bishop  Hughes,  assisted  by  Dr.  Walsh,  Bishop  of 
Halifax,  and  Dr.  McCloskey,  Bishop  of  Albany; 
Dr.  P.  P.  Ken  rick.  Bishop  of  Baltimore,  preached 
the  consecration  sermon. 

"On  the  17th  of  October,  Sunday,  Feast  of  the 
Maternity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  Bishop 


Timon  was  consecrated.  He  immediately  named 
the  Rev.  Bernard  O'Reilly  his  Vicar  General,  and 
wrote  to  BufTiilo,  stating  that  he  would  be  there 
on  the  22d,  and  on  the  20th  he  started,  accompa- 
nied by  Bishops  Hughes,  Walsh  and  McCloskey, 
and  the  Very  Rev.  B.  O'Reilly.  On  the  22d 
Bishop  Timon  said  his  first  Mass  in  this  diocese, 
in  St.  Patrick's  Church,  Rochester,  at  eight  o'clock 
that  morning,  preached  and  gave  his  blessing  to 
a  large  assembly  of  the  faithful,  who,  at  such 
short  notice,  had  already  met  to  welcome  their 
Bishop. 

"  The  Right  Rev.  gentlemen,  who  accompanied 
Bishop  Timon,  fatigued  by  the  night  journey 
from  New  Y^ork,  wished  to  remain  in  Rochester 
until  the  next  day,  particularly  as  the  weather 
was  very  unpleasant.  Bishop  Timon  thought  the 
wish  reasonable,  requested  them  to  remain,  and 
rejoin  him  next  day,  but  having  sent  word  that 
he  would  be  in  Buflfalo '  by  the  train  that  left 
Rochester  at  3  p.  m.  of  the  22d,  he  felt  himself 
strictly  bound  to  keep  his  appointment.  The 
other  Rt.  Rev.  and  Rev.  gentlemen  then  gener- 
ously resolved  to  accompany  him.  The  trains 
moved  slowly ;  an  incident  further  retarded  them, 
so  that  they  reached  Bufi'alo  after  sunset,  but  an 
immense  crowd  awaited  them.  A  procession  was 
formed  of,  it  is  supposed,  about  ten  thousand  per- 
sons, who  escorted  tue  Bishop  to  the  residence 
which  had  been  prepared  for  him. 

"  The  Bishop  on  his  arrival  in  Buffalo  had  no 
house  to  live  in. 

"  Bishop  Timon's  lift  was  one  of  hard  labor, 
and  of  little  rest.  His  piety  was  of  a  kind  that 
made  a  great  impression  on  non-Catholics — by 
whom  he  was  held  in  general  veneration.  Cath- 
olics recognized  him  as  a  hard-working  Bishop. 
He  has  now  gone  to  his  reward,  and  may  the 
Lord  deal  with  him  in  mercy.  His  obsequies  had 
been  arranged  for  Tuesday,  April  23d.  Great  evi- 
dences of  respect  have,  in  the  meantime,  been 
showed  his  memory,  in  all  parts  of  his  Diocese." 
— New  York  F^reeman's  Journal. 


Devotion  to  the  Holt  See. — The  Courrier  de 
la  Vienne  (France)  states  that  two  fathers  of  fam- 
ilies of  that  department,  regretting  not  to  be 
able  to  place  themselves  or  their  sons  at  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Pope,  have  each  addressed  a  500fr. 
note  to  the  Bishop  of  Poitiers,  to  be  applied  to 
the  maintenance  of  a  Pontifical  Zouave.  A  mother 
from  the  same  neighborhood  has  also  sent  to  the 
Pope  l.OOOfr.  to  represent  her  two  boys,  at  pres- 
ent too  young  to  serve. 
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CHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMEUT. 


For  the  Ave  Maria. 

OPFEEINGS  TO  THE  QUEEN  OF  MAY  PEOM 
THE  CHILDEEN  OP  MAEY. 

Second  Offering. — Piett. 
Virgin  most  pious,  on  this  day 
"We  hail  thee,  glorious  Queen  of  May, 
And  place  within  thy  diadem 
A  holy,  pure,  and  peerless  gem. 
The  gem  that  now  we  proifer  thee, 
Bright  Queen,  is  earnest  piety. 
Oh,  may  it  be  our  guide,  our  light, 
To  point  our  path  by  day,  Ijy  night. 
May  every  thought  and  act  e'er  be 
For  God  and  for  Eternity. 


"  THEOLA  i"  A  TALE  OP  EAELY  TIMES. 

BY  MARIAPHILOS. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  Lady  Thecla  sat  in  her  prison  cell,  and 
the  stars  of  God  seemed  to  be  smiling  down  a 
benediction  upon  the  pale  face  turned  upwards 
to  them.  She  had  passed  the  ordeal  of  a  trial, — 
she  had  triumphed  and  the  end  was  to  come  to- 
morrow. 

"Tomorrow  night, — to-morrow  night,"  she 
breathed.  "Is  it  possible?  What  glimpses,  even 
now,  in  this  little  cell,  I  catch  of  a  something  un- 
utterable, entrancing !  To  see  my  God ! — my  God  ! 
To  be  wafted  away, — away,  over  that  boundless 
ocean  of  EXivine  Essence,  ever  in  ecstacy — ever 
absorbed  in  the  Beatific  Vision  of  its  inscrutable 
depths  !  I, — I,  poor,  weak,  simple  Thecla!  to  be 
so  blessed !  To  hear  the  sounding  of  harps,  as  of 
many  waters,  rolling  up  to  the  throne  in  waves  of 
delicious  harmony  !  To  see  the  white-robed  myr- 
iads of  God's  Temple.  To  see  Mauy  !  To  see 
Jesus!     Can  it  be?" 

She  paused  awhile,  and  then  said  : 

"  Back, — back,  earthly  thoughts !  Dear  Man- 
lius, — sweet  child  Angclicus,  do  not  come  as  shad- 
ows over  the  sun  that  is  dawning  its  eternal  day 
in  my  soul.  And  yet,  oh  my  God,  how  hard  it 
is  to  leave  them !  Surely,  dear  Lord,  Thou  wilt 
not  blame  me  for  saying  that.  Thou  hast  said : 
'  Can  a  mother  forget  the  child  of  her  womb  ?' 
Oh,  dear  Lord,  even  on  the  point  of  possessing 
Thee,  I  cannot  forget." 


And  a  voice  spoke  to  her  soul :  "  Do  not  forget, 
child,  but  remember  that  loss  for  a  time  is  posses- 
sion for  eternity." 

Then  the  Lady  grew  calmer. 

Suddenly  the  captive  heard  the  sound  of  feet 
creeping  stealthily  along  the  low  corridor  of  the 
dungeon.  Thecla  listened  anxiously,  and,  after 
commending  herself  to  God,  approached  the  door 
at  which,  by  this  time,  the  person  or  persons  had. 
stopped.  The  noise  of  a  key  caused  her  to  retire 
to  a  dark  corner  of  her  cell.  The  ponderous  door 
swung  open  with  a  harsh  creak,  and  three  men 
appeared.  First,  the  jailor  with  a  small  lamp; 
next  a  tall  man  with  some  burden  under  his 
cloak  ;  the  third  was  a  soldier. 

"  Madame,"  whispered  the  jailor,  raising  his 
lamp  and  looking  around  the  cell. 

The  Lady  Thecla  came  forvvard  expecting  to 
meet  enemies.  The  tall  man  turned  around  and 
delivered  his  burden  to  the  soldier.  Then  ho 
held  out  his  arms,  speechless,  in  agony. 

"Oh,  blest  be  God!  Dear,  dear  Manlius," 
screamed  the  Lady  Thecla,  clasping  him  about 
the  neck  with  a  terrible  energy. 

"Not  so  loud,  lady, — please  not  so  loud,"  said 
the  jailor,  drawing  his  sleeve  across  his  eyes. 
"It  will  compromise  me — it  will  destroy  me,  if 
they  hear  you." 

The  Lady  Thecla  grew  instantly  still,  but  never 
relaxed  her  hold  of  her  husband. 

"Thecla!  my  wife,  my  own! — Great  God!" 
The  soldier's  breast  heaved,  and  mighty  sobs  came 
from  his  heart.  Oh,  it  is  dreadful  to  see  a  strong 
man  cry. 

The  jailor  placed  his  lamp  on  the  floor  and 
quietly  withdrew.  The  soldier,  with  the  burden 
in  his  arms,  stood  in  the  shade. 

"  To-morrow, — nay,  today,  Thecla."  It  was  all 
he  could  say. 

"  But,  Manlius,  Angel icus, — where  is  my  child?" 
The  mother  did  not  forget. 

The  soldier  came  forward  with  his  burden.  It 
was  Angelicus,  calmly  sleeping. 

Oh  !  the  rapture  of  the  poor  mother  when  she 
pressed  her  little  one  to  her  heart  and  kissed  him 
over  and  over  again.  Angelicus  awoke,  and  turn- 
ing his  eyes  to  his  mother's  face,  a  great  content- 
ment stole  over  his  features. 

"Dear  mamma,"  wiiisiJcred  the  child.  Then 
he  fell  asleep  again,  his  curly  head  resting  con- 
fidingly on  her  breast. 

"  He  is  very,  very  weary,  my  child,"  sighed  the 
lady,  looking  with  an  expression  of  ineffable  love 
at  his  pale,  sweet  face.  She  seemed  to  forget  her 
husband,  every  thing,  at  that  moment. 
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Then  they  all  knelt  down,  but  no  words  passed 
their  lips.  The  cry  of  the  heart  pierces  the  heav- 
ens when  the  loud  thunders  of  the  mightiest  mon- 
arch are  unheard. 

The  Lady  Thecla  raised  her  child  upon  her 
arms,  and  this  is  what  her  heart  said : 

"Graciou<  God!  Your  will  gave  him — your 
will  takes  me  from  him  !  O,  my  Jesus !  let  him 
come  with  me,  though  not  through  the  dark  val- 
ley of  pain  and  humiliations,  even  as  L  Mary, 
my  Mother!  thou  didst  lose  a  Chi^;  pity  me, 
and  pray  that  this  little  one  of  my  heart-  may 
come  with  me." 

And  the  martyr-mother's  prayer  was  heard. 

The  parting  moment  arrived !  Who  could  tell 
the  bitter,  bitter  anguish  of  that  hour !  Who 
could  speak  the  awful  agony  of  the  husband, 
wife,  mother  and  child,  separated  forever  on  this 
earth !  People  talk  of  religion  deadening  the 
natural  feelings.  Yes  ;  to  elevate  them  to  a  su- 
pernatural order,  where  every  emotion  of  the 
heart  is  exquisitely  felt. 

"■You  will  pray  for  me,  for  our  child,  Thecla," 
moaned  the  noble,  sorrow-stricken  man. 

"  Yes,  dearest  Manlius,"  Thecla  answered. 

"  That  I  may  not  be  long  left  after  you." 

"  That  you  may  not  be  left  long,  dearest." 

"  And  our — our  child  !"  The  soldier,  who  had 
faced  death  a  thousand  times  on  the  battle  field, 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and,  turning  to 
the  wall,  wept  aloud. 

"He,  too,  Manlius,  will  come  soon,  God  will 
hear  our  prayer.  Grieve  not,  dear  Manlius  ;  you 
tear  my  heart  to  pieces.  Oh,  tell  me,  husband  of 
my  heart, — tell  me, — would  you  wish  me  to  go 
back  when  the  crown  is  almost  within  my  grasp? 
Would  you  wish  me  to  go  back  to  you  and  our 
child  when  Jesus  demands  the  sacrifice  ?"  The 
lady  clasped  her  han  Is  and  awaited  ;  and  the  an- 
swer came.  Turning  around,  all  traces  of  sorrow 
gone,  his  noble  features  lit  up  with  an  unearthly 
faith,  Manlius  lifted  up  his  hands  and  said  : 

"Gracious  Jesus!  the  answer  is  Thine.  No, 
no,  never  !  Go  on,  Thecla, — go  on,  elect  of  God  ! 
Go  on,  over  the  grave  of  my  hopes;  over  my 
blighted  life;  over  my  soul's  deepest,  tcnderest 
affections ;  over  my  shattered,  bleeding  heart ! 
Go  on,  dearest,  and  may  the  strength  of  God  and 
the  resignation  of  Mary  be  given  thee  when  the 
hour  of  sacrifice  arrives  !" 

Oh,  the  angels  of  God  never  struck  a  sweeter 
note  than  the  melody  of  the  glorious  soldier's 
words ! 

Little  Angelicus  now  awoke  and  began  to  prat- 


tle as  if  at  home.  "  Where,  dear  mamma,  is  Cor- 
vinus  ?  Where  is  my  nice  rose  bush,  and  perhaps, 
dear  mamma,  there  may  be  another  rose  on  it  for 
my  Mother  in  heaven  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  child,"  answered  the  martyr-mother, 
"  there  is  a  rose,  and  God  will  soon  take  it  for 
Himself.     But  it  is  not  on  your  bush." 

"  And  where  is  it,  mamma?"  asked  he. 

"  In  my  arms,  Angelicus,"  answered  the  lady. 
And  the  child  wondered  very  much. 
[to  bb  continued.] 


OUK  MOTHER'S  MESSAGES. 

Solitude  of  Naz-iueth,  May  Day. 

Behold  the  month  of  May,  with  its  sunshine 
and  flowers,  its  singing  birds  and  balmy  breezes ! 
It  comes  a  messenger  of  joy  to  all.  Yet  it  brings 
us  more  than  sunshine  and  flowers  to  feed  our 
joy — for  if  nature  proclaims  it  the  month  of  May, 
our  religion  whispers,  while  our  hearts  repeat,  be- 
hold! the  Month  of  Mary!  And  does  it  not 
seem,  dear  children,  as  if  God  wished  to  aid  our 
feeble  efforts  to  honor  His  holy  Mother,  in  thus 
wreathing  all  nature  with  her  brightest  garlands, 
like  some  great  temple  in  which  to  celebrate  this 
thirty  days'  festival  in  Mary's  honor. 

How  lovingly  will  we  enter  into  this  heavenly 
design.  Thus  in  listening  with  delight  to  the 
little  birds'  joyous  carols,  we  will  tune  them  all 
to  Mary's  praise,  or,  better  still,  mingle  our  voices 
to  theirs,  in  sweet  canticles,  of  love.  We  will 
cull  with  an  ever  new  pleasure  the  bright  May 
flowers,  springing  up  on  every  side,  because  they 
will  tell  us,  each  in  its  own  mute  language,  some- 
thing of  Mary's  matchless  virtues.  The  blue- 
eyed  violet  will  speak  to  our  hearts  of  her  humil- 
ity; the  little  snow-drop  will  reflect  her  purity; 
the  bright  May-rose  her  undying  love.  But  why 
should  I  thus  betray  the  secrets  of  the  flowers  ? 
Question  them  all,  dear  children.  If  you  only  do 
so  with  a  loving  heart,  each  will  tell  you  its  own 
story  of  Mary's  beauty.  But  we  must  not  be  sat- 
isfied with  what  they  may  tell  us;  they  must 
speak  to  our  Mother  also  of  her  childrens'  love  by 
becoming  our  daily  offering — like  that  dear  child 
Angelicus,  of  whom  we  have  so  lately  read,  our 
most  beautiful  and  most  precious  blossoms  must 
find  a  place  at  the  foot  of  her  statue.  Oh!  I  trust 
that  where  flowers  may  be  had  the  altais  of  Mary 
will  never  want  their  fragrant  bouquets  of  fresh 
May  blossoms.  But  you  must  remember,  dear 
children,  that  when  the  flowers  whisper  to  you 
of  Mary's  virtues,  they  bid  you  at  the  same  time 
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to  strive  to  make  those  virtues  yours — if  you  wish 
the  fragrance  of  your  flowers  to  rise  like  sweet 
incense  to  Mary's  throne,  they  must  be  wafted 
there  by  your  fervent  prayers. 

And  why  so  much  love  for  the  Virgin  Mary? 
do  I  hear  some  of  my  little  listeners  demand? 
Why?  Ah!  because  she  is  our  Mother!  Yes, 
Mary  is  our  Mother !  How  I  long  to  have  you 
understand  but  half  the  sweetness  that  these 
words  contain.  How  happy  would  I  be,  if,  when 
Mary's  honor  was  at  stake,  your  young  hearts 
would  be  all  on  fire ;  while  her  very  name  would 
•  call  a  bright  smile  to  your  lips,  and  cause  your 
eyes  to  sparkle  with  joy,  and  when  asked  why 
you  loved  Mary  thus,  you  would  answer,  like 
dear  Saint  Stanislaus,  "Why  do  I  love  Mary?  be- 
cause she  is  my  Mother  I" 

And  what  time  more  propitious  for  this,  than 
during  the  month  of  May,  when  all  resounds  with 
accents  of  Mary's  praise.  However,  my  little 
friends  must  not  think  that  our  devotion  to 
Mary  should  consist  in  hymns  and  glories.  Oh 
no !  grateful  as  is  to  Mary  this  humble  tribute  of 
our  love,  I  know  of  another  wreath  far  more  ac- 
ceptable to  her  heart.  It  is  the  fervent  recitation 
of  the  Rosary,  dear  children,  that  mystical  crown 
the  clients  of  Mary  so  love  to  place  at  the  feet 
of  their  dear  patroness.  Surely,  during  this 
month  at  least,  you  will  all  find  time  to  say  at 
least  a  third  part  of  the  Rosary  every  day,  which 
as  you  know  constitutes  a  chaplet.  The  "  Gol- 
den Wreath"  will  teach  you  how  to  meditate  at 
the  same  time,  on  the  sweet  mysteries  which,  un- 
der this  homage,  are  so  dear  to  Mark's  heart.  I  am 
afraid  you  will  find  me  very  exacting,  dear  chil- 
dren, if  I  claim  from  your  charity  the  last  decade 
of  your  daily  chaplet.  And  yet  if  you  only 
dreamt  of  the  dear  grace  I  would  only  solicit  of 
our  Mother,  by  your  fervent  prayers,  you  would 
not  refuse  me,  I  know.  Some  day,  I  trust,  and  in 
thanking  you  for  your  prayers,  I  will.be  able  to 
gratify  your  curiosity  in  revealing  to  you  the 
grace  obtained. 

I  need  not  recommend  you  to  assist  with  con- 
stancy and  fervor  at  the  daily  exercises  of  the 
Month  of  Mary  ;  your  own  hearts  will  prompt  you 
to  this.  My  little  friends  must  know  also  that 
though  the  homage  of  fervent  prayer  is  indeed 
dear  to  Mary,  the  imitation  of  her  virtues  is  dear- 
er yet,  and  this  last  ought  to  be  the  principal  ob- 
ject and  effect  of  their  prayers.  What  a  britrht 
mirror  of  the  beauty  of  Jesus,  our  dear  mother 
presents  to  our  imitation.  But  I  shall  never  have 
done  if  I  enter  upon  this  subject,  and  you  will 


hear  much  during  this  sweet  month,  of  the  pro- 
found humility,  the  immaculate  purity,  touching 
modesty  and  ardent  charity  of  our  heavenly 
Queen. 

It  is  growing  late,  dear  children,  yet  I  cannot 
leave  you  without  speaking  of  the  most  precious 
homage  that  it  is  given  us  to  pay  to  our  Mother's 
heart, — ^a  gift  so  great,  indeed,  that  had  not  our 
heavenly  Father  mercifully  deigned  to  share  with 
us  His  treasure.  He  alone  would  have  been  able  to 
offer  it.  I  refer  to  Jesus  Himself,  whom  when  by 
a  fervent  communion  you  will  have  received  in 
your  hearts,  you  may  place  on  the  bosom  of  Ma- 
ry, renewing  thus,  in  her  heart,  the  sweet  days 
of  Bethlehem.  Do  you  think  that  we  can  claim 
too  much  from  Mary's  intercession  as  a  return  for 
such  a  gift?  Such  are  the  messages  of  Jesus  and 
Mary  to  their  little  children  to  day.  And  now, 
dear  listeners,  that  I  have  accomplished  my  sweet 
task,  I  must  hasten  to  say  adieu. 


Le  Monde  relates  the  following  anecdote,  in 
which  the  apostolic  simplicity  of  the  lamented 
learned  Cardinal  Gousset  is  admirably  depicted  : 

Some  years  ago  a  wretched  workman  of  Reims 
was  on  the  point  of  death ;  a  prey  to  the  most 
violent  pains,  he  was  cursing  life,  and  he  was  de- 
termined to  close  it  without  any  priest's  assis- 
tance. His  sister,  a  virtuous  and  devout  woman, 
was  the  only  one  to  attend  him. 

"  I  beg  you,  brother,"  she  said,  "  let  me  send  for 
a  priest." 

"  No ;  no  priest  for  me,"  was  the  dry  reply. 

"  I  beseech  you,  brother,  prepare  yourself  for 
your  confession !  In  the  name  of  God !  In  the 
name  of  the  Cardinal " 

"Of  the  Cardinal?  Ah!  for  certain,  if  you 
make  that  one  stir  himself  for  me,  I  will  eo  to 
confession ;  but  there  is  not  much  fear  of  him 
putting  himself  to  that  trouble — your  Cardinal!" 

The  next  hour  the  poor  woman  was  at  the  Car- 
dinal's house.  His  Eminence,  always  accessible 
to  all,  received  her  with  his  usual  kindness,  and 
soon  learned  of  her  the  object  of  her  visit. 

"  Very  well,  my  good  woman,"  said  the  Cardi- 
nal, "There  is  only  one  thing  to  be  done:  let  us 
go  and  see  the  sick  man?  Where  does  he  live? 
Let  us  go  at  once ;  you  will  show  me  the  way.  I 
am  ready  to  follow  you." 

They  soon  reached  the  residence  of  the  poor 
patient.  "Here  is  the  Cardinal  you  have  sent 
for,  my  good  friend,"  said  the  pious  prelate.  "I 
am  glad  you  sent  for  me." 

The  rest  can  be  readily  anticipated ;  the  poor 
man  was  too  much  surprised  and  subjugated  to 
offer  any  further  resistance.  He  immediately  made 
his  confession,  and  so«m  after  died  reconciled  with 
his  God,  in  the  sweet  enjoyment  of  peace,  and 
blessing  his  good  sister  to  whom  he  owed  a  debt 
of  eternal  gratitude. 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE   MOST  REV.   ABCHBISHOP  SPAliDINO. 

XIV. — The  Litany  of  Loketto. 

The  word  Litany  is  derived  from  the  Greek, 
and  it  means  literally  svpplication;  but  ift  its 
more  extended  and  popular  acceptation,  it  im- 
plies a  reiterated  petition  for  graces,  under  vari- 
ous and  recurring  forms  of  words,  addressed  to 
God,  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  to  the  Saints; 
with  this  very  important  difference,  however,  that, 
whereas  we  ask  God  to  save  and  to  have  mercy 
on  us,  we  merely  invoke  the  intercession  with 
God  in  our  behalf  of  the  Virgin  and  the  Saints. 
These  can  aid  us  only  by  their  prayers,  which, 
being  much  more  worthy  than  ours,  are  therefore 
far  more  likely  to  find  acceptance  with  God. 
They,  moreover,  heip  us  by  their  intercession  only 
through  the  merits  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  only  Med- 
iator of  salvation ;  so  that  each  time  that  we  pi- 
ously invoke  their  assistance,  we  make  a  distinct 
recognition  of,  and  a  clear  profession  of  faith  in 
the  fundamental  principle  of  Christianity,  that 
we  can  hope  for  no  remission  of  sins,  for  no  grace, 
for  no  salvation  but  by  and  through  our  Lord 
and  Saviour.  Hence,  the  popular  objection  against 
the  frequent  invocation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and 
the  Saints,  as  being  derogatory  from  the  one 
Mediatorship  of  Christ,  falls  to  the  ground  of  it- 
self, by  the  bare  statement  of  a  plain  and  un- 
doubted fact.  The  mediatorship  of  intercessory 
prayer  by  the  Saints,  in  fact,  establishes,  sets  off, 
and  adorns  the  one  mediatorship  of  salvation, 
upon  which  it  is  essentially  based.  How  indeed 
could  the  Saints  or  the  Blessed  Virgin  save  us, 
except  in  the  only  way  in  which  they  themselves 
were  saved, — by  the  merits  and  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ?  There  are  but  three  Litanies  which  are 
approved  by  the  Church  for  her  public  service, 


those  of  Jesus,  of  Loretto,  and  of  the  Saints  ;  and 
these  alone  are  enriched  with  Indulgences.  Such 
others  as  are  only  specially  approved  by  the 
Ordinary  of  the  diocese  are  allowed,  or  rather 
tolerated,  for  private  devotion  alone,  and  no  In- 
dulgences are  attached  to  their  recitation.  This 
is  an  important  distinction,  which  should  be 
borne  in  mind. 

When  and  by  whom  the  Litany  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  was  composed,  is  not  known  with  any 
degree  of  certainty.  Like  many  other  venerable 
devotions,  it  would  appear  to  have  come  gradual- 
ly into  general  use  from  a  very  early  period  ;  its 
various  petitions  undergoing  some  changes  and 
gradual  developments  until  they  at  length  as- 
sumed the  present  form  which  they  seem  to  have 
retained,  substantially,  for  many  centuries  past. 
A  pious  tradition  avers,  that  this  Litany  was  first 
chanted  in  the  Holy  House  of  Loretto  in  Italy,  by 
the  pilgrims  who  flocked  thither  from  all  parts 
of  the  world  ;  and  that  returning  to  their  homes 
tliey  spread  the  beautiful  devotion  throughout 
their  various  countries ;  from  whose  hill-tops  and 
along  whose  valleys  the  pathetic  chant  often  rang 
forth  in  pleasing  and  touching  melody -thus 
verifying  the  inspired  Virgin's  prediction,  that 
"all  generations  should  hereafter  call  her  Blessed." 
Hence  it  was  called  the  Litany  of  Loretto. 

As  in  all  other  Litanies,  the  supplication  be- 
gins and  ends  with  the  plaintive  cry  for  mercy, 
the  Kyrie  Eleuon — "  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us !" — 
a  Greek  epithet,  adopted  by  the  Latin  Church, 
and  preserved  in  the  service  of  both,  as  an 
evidence  and  memento  of  the  early  and  long 
subsisting  union  of  both  in  the  One  great 
Catholic  Church  of  which  the  successor  of 
Peter  is  the  visible  head,  from  whose  communion 
the  Greeks,  in  an  evil  hour  for  them,  subsequently 
seceded.  Besides  the  initial  and  final  Kyrie  Elei- 
son,  the  Litany  of  Loretto  commences  with  solemn 
and  distinct  petitions  for  mercy  addressed  first 
severally  to  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  and 
tben  to  the  whole  blessed  Trinity;  and  it  termi- 
nates with  the  well  known  triple  invocation  to 
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the  Lamb  of  God,  to  hear,  and  to  have  mercy  on 
us.  When  God  is  invoked,  we  cry  for  mercy  and 
Bilvation ;  when  the  suppliant  addresses  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  the  form  of  the  petition  is  "  pray 
for  us."  The  distinction  is  so  clearly  marked 
that  n(me  who  are  not  wilfully  blind  can  possi- 
bly make  a  mistake;  and  the  current  objection  so 
persistently  urged  by  some  inconsiderate  persons 
who  charge  us  with  honoring  and  praying  to  the 
Virgin  more  than  to  God,  is  simply  unfounded, 
and  glaringly  absurd.  Of  course,  in  a  form  of 
prayer  addressed  expressly  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
the  petitions  to  her  are  naturally  more  numerous 
than  those  addressed  directly  to  God ;  but  they 
too  are  addressed  to  God,  not  directly  indeed  or 
immediately,  but  through  the  medium  of  Mary, 
who  is  simply  asked  to  pray  for  us.  To  whom 
should  she  pray  but  to  God,  through  the  merits 
of  her  only  begotten  and  dearly  beloved  Son  ? 
And  will  not  her  prayer  for  us  through  Him  be 
heard  ? 

We  cannot,  in  one  brief  paper,  go  into  details 
in  regard  to  the  beautiful  Litany  op  Loretto, 
which  is  in  itself  a  mine  of  exhaustless  riches. 
Volumes  have  been  written  to  expound  the  va- 
ried epithets,  so  suggestive,  tender,  and  exquisite, 
which  are  therein  applied  to  "  the  pure  and  holy 
one" ;  and  the  pencil  of  the  artist  has  been  put  in 
requisition  to  illustrate  them.*  All  we  can  do  is, 
to  oflfer  some  general  remarks  upon  them,  point- 
ing out  their  order,  distribution  into  groups,  and 
general  harmony  and  beauty. 

After  four  general  petitions  to  her  as  Holy 
Mary,  Holy  Mother  of  God,  Holy  Virgin  of  Vir- 
gin8,.Mother  of  Christ,  the  suppliant  pauses,  and 
is  filled  and  transported  with  the  two  great  qual- 
ities which  are  so  much  her  distinctive  character- 
istics, that  they  cannot  be  communicated  to  any 
other:  those  of  Mother  and  Virgin.  It  is  not 
enough  for  his  devotion  to  have  embodied  these 
dear  and  tender  epithets  in  the  four  general  peti- 
tions just  referred  to ;  he  must  dwell  on  them 
till  his  soul's  admiration  has  found  full  expres- 
sion, and  his  heart's  promptings  have  been  fully 
satiated.  Nine  different  times  he  invokes  her  as 
Mother,  in  a  climax  of  beautiful  epithets — we  had 
aluDst  said  pet  names — swelling  in  import  as  they 
come  to  the  great  apex  of  perfection — that  of 
Mother  of  our  Creator  and  Saviour.  Then  simi- 
lar changes  are  rung  for  full  six  times  on  her  ele- 
vated and  sublime  character  of  Virgin,  prudent, 

•  See,  amone;  others,  the  heautifully  Illustrated  octavo  vol- 
nme  by  the  Abbe  Kd.  Barttie.  entitled  Monument  a  lagloire 
de  Afirie—Litanus  dt  la  Haiute  F»«rgr«— Paris,  1853— pp.  248 
oi  Letter  Proas. 


venerable,  renowned,  powerful,  clement,  and 
faithful  to  the  end,  in  not  only  preserving  untar- 
nished, but  constantly  beautifying  this  brightest 
jewel  in  her  crown. 

Having  exhausted  his  store  of  eulogy  on  these 
two  salient  points  in  her  character,  the  fervid 
suppliant  launches  forth  into  the  regions  of  poe- 
try, and  borrows  tropes  and  metaphors  from  the 
earth  and  the  heavens  to  sound  forth  the  praises 
of  this  beauteous  Virgin  and  incomparable  Moth- 
er, with  whose  transcendent  perfections  he  is  en- 
amored. She  is  the  Mirror  oj  Jtustice,  from  whose 
radiant  surface  are  reflected  all  that  is  lovely  and 
perfect ;  the  Seat  op  Wisdom,  from  which  issue 
forth  its  loftiest  and  holiest  maxims  and  princi- 
ples ;  the  Cause  of  our  Joy,  whose  giving  birth 
to  the  Saviour  God  brought  joy  to  men  and  an- 
gels, and  caused  to  issue  forth  for  the  first  time 
from  angel  lips  the  gushing  notes  of  the  Gloria 
in  excels  is ;  the  Spiritual  Vessel — the  Vessel  of 
Honor — the  Vessel  of  singular  Devotion,  or  rather 
the  renowned  Vessel  of  Devotion,  containing  the 
most  precious  treasures  of  purity  and  holiness, 
and  giving  forth  the  sweetest  fragrance  of  every 
virtue ;  the  Mystical  Rose,  beautiful  to  the  eye, 
delicious  to  the  smell,  unfading  in  its  freshness; 
the  Tower  of  David — the  Totoer  of  Ivory,  the  glo- 
rious fortress  which  supports  and  defends  forever- 
more  the  royal  house  of  David,  in  fulfillment  of 
prophecies  made  to  him — a  Tower  strong,  com- 
pact, white,  and  shining  as  Ivory  ;  the  House  of 
Gold,  containing  treasures  as  priceless  as  they  are 
exhaustless;  the  Arh  of  the  Covenant,  exhibiting 
and  containing  the  living  and  breathing  fulfill- 
ment of  God's  Covenant  with  His  people,  that 
they  should  be  His  people,  and  He,  God  with 
them,  should  be  their  God  forever ;  the  Gate  of 
Raiven,  since  she  gave  us  Him  who  hath  the  Keys 
of  David,  and  who  openeth  heaven  to  a  fallen  and 
else  hopeless  race ;  the  Morning  Star,  since  she 
preceded  and  ushered  in,  by  her  serene  brightness, 
the  great  Sun  of  Justice ;  the  Health  of  the  Weak 
(sick),  since,  through  her  Son,  she  brought  health 
and  new  life  to  the  whole  human  race,  which  was 
before  weak  and  sick  unto  death ;  the  R(fvge  of 
Sinners,  whose  cry  to  her  in  their  repentance  and 
sorrows  she  has  not  the  heart  to  resist,  since  her 
own  beloved  Son,  for  their  sake  and  for  their  sal- 
vation, vouchsafed  to  be  born  of  her,  and  to  die 
before  her  eyes  on  the  Cross ;  the  Comfortress  of 
the  Afflicted,  for  was  she  not  herself  the  most  af- 
flicted of  women  and  of  mothers,  and  can  she  now 
forget,  or  neglect  to  console  those  who  are  now 
sharing  somewhat  in  the  bitter  and  poignant  sor- 
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rows  she  so  fully  endured  while  she  was  passing 
along  the  dreary  path  of  her  pilgrimage  and  ex 
ile?  finally,  the  Ildp  of  Christians,  for  is  she  not 
the  Mother  of  all  Christians,  who  claim  Christ 
her  Son  for  their  Brother — the  first-born  of  those 
who  sleep  in  death — and  as  such,  is  she  not  both 
able  and  willing  to  help  her  struggling  children 
who  cry  aloud  to  her,  as  to  their  Mother,  in  their 
weakness  and  deep  distress? 

Then,  soaring  higher  and  higher,  on  the  pin- 
ions of  faith  and  of  love,  the  suppliant  leaves  far 
below  him  this  dull  earth,  with  its  varied  beau- 
ties and  pleasing  imagery,  penetrates  the  heavenly 
court,  and  therein  witnesses  the  glory  of  the  Vir- 
gin Mother,  as  the  crowned  Queen  of  heaven  and 
of  earth,  crowned  by  her  own  Son,  who  in  crown- 
ing her  does  but  crown  His  own  gifts  lavished  on 
her.  His  well  Beloved,  without  measure  or  stint. 
He  is  entranced  at  the  vision  of  beauty  and  splen- 
dor which  now  meets  his  eye,  and  he  breaks  forth 
into  nine  more  epithets  of  praise  and  jubilations, 
saluting  her  successively  as  Queen  of  Angels,  Pa- 
triarchs, Prophets,  Apostles,  Martyrs,  Confessors, 
Virgins,  of  All  Saints  ;  and  finally  as  the  climax 
of  all,  under  her  latest,  brightest,  purest,  mo>t 
glorious  title — the  most  precious  and  sparkling 
diamond  in  her  jeweled  crown — Queen  Con- 
ceived WITHOUT  Original  Sin  ! 

He  can  do  no  more.  He  ceases  to  praise  the 
Virgin,  and  falling  back  from  that  heavenly  vis- 
ion on  a  deeper  sense  of  his  own  utter  unworthi- 
ness,  he  utters  three  times  the  plaintive  cry  for 
Mercy  to  the  Lamb  of  God,  and  sighs  forth  thrice 
the  Kyrie  Eleison ! 

And  so  terminates  the  Litany  of  Loretto. 

A.  B. 

[to  be  CONTXNUED.l 

Perfect  tranquility  reigns  in  Rome,  and  in  the 
provinces  of  Civita  Vecchia  and  Viterbo.  The 
provinces  of  Frosinone  and  Velletri  are  now  less 
alarmed,  since  the  measures  taken  by  the  govern- 
ment promise  to  put  an  end  to  brigandage. 

The  Holy  Father,  at  the  solicitation  of  Arch- 
bishop Manning,  has  granted  an  indulgence  of 
one  year  to  all  who  devoutly  recite  the  Oloria 
Ptttri  and  Ave  Maria  for  the  conversion  of 
England. 

On  April  6th  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Spald- 
ing held  an  ordination  at  the  Church  of  the  Re- 
de nptori^t^  Annapolis,  Md.,  and  raised  to  the  or- 
der of  priests  the  following  Rederaptorists :  Revs. 
C.  O'Donoghue,  A.  Sauer,  J.  B.  Ltifty,  H.  Cooper, 
N.  Firle,  J.  Colonel,  and  J.  B.  Blancliett. 


For  the  Ave  Mabia. 

JANUA  OCELI! 

BT  HBS.   SUSAN   B.   ELDEK. 

Golden  Gate  of  Heaven's  city ! 

Glorious  portal  of  the  sky ! 

Opening  still  with  love  and  pity, 

Before  the  pilgrim's  pleading  cry  ! 

While  we  journey  through  Earth's  shadows, 

While  we  grope  along  our  way, 

Send  thy  light  across  the  darkness, 

Lest  in  erring  paths  we  stray ! 

When  our  tired  feet  grow  weary, 
Shrinking  from  the  rugged  stones  ; 
When  our  coward  spirits  falter. 
Making  plaint  with  piteous  moans ; 
Then  the  gleaming  of  thy  pillars, 
Seen  across  the  gloom  of  night. 
Fainting  hearts  shall  cheer  and  strengthen, 
Wayward  feet  shall  guide  aright. 

Gate  of  Heaven  !  Entrance  holy ! 
Through  thee  all  the  saints  have  trod  ! 
All  the  virgins,  crowned  with  lilies, 
Have,  through  thee,  passed  up  to  God ! 
All  the  martyrs,  firm,  unfaltering. 
Walked  the  fearful  paths  of  doom. 
Seeing  only  thy  bright  portals. 
Opening  wide,  beyond  the  tomb. 

Through  thee.  Avenue  of  Mercy ! 
Passed  our  Lord  adown  the  skies; 
Through  thee  now  our  prayers,  ascending, 
Reach  His  ear  in  Paradise  ! 
All  our  human  tears  and  trials, 
Offered  at  His  pearly  gate. 
Seem  to  gain  a  higher  meaning, 
Seem  to  grow  immaculate  ! 
When  we  reach  thy  shining  presence, 
When  we  clasp  thy  golden  bars, 
Open  wide,  O  Gate  of  Mercy, 
Open  wide  thine  Arch  of  Stars ! 
Let  us  enter  at  thy  portals. 
Safe  the  peaceful  fold  within. 
Far  beyond  the  reach  of  danger. 
Far  beyond  the  touch  of  sin  ! 
Golden  Gate  of  Heaven's  city ! 
Radiant  portal  of  the  sky  ! 
When  our  pilgrimage  is  ended, 
Open  at  our  earnest  cry  ! 
Triumph  Arch  of  wondrous  beauty! 
'Neath  which  walked  the  Lamb  adored. 
May  we,  too,  through  thee  victorious. 
Laurel -crowned,  ascend  to  Grod  ! 
New  Orleans. 
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WHAT  IS  AN  HONEST  AND  VIETUOUS 
MAN? 

We  have  more  than  once  called  the  attention 
of  our  readers  to  the  famous  Soirees  de  Saint 
Petersbourg,  by  Joseph  de  Maistre,  "  a  work,"  says 
one  of  his  biographers,  "  which  had  a  prodigious 
success." 

We  refer  again  to  this  admirable  book,  which, 
for  more  than  thirty  years,  we  always  open  with 
a  new  interest,  and  which,  more  than  any  other 
French  publication,  we  would  wish  to  see  trans- 
lated into  English.  Among  a  multitude  of  rich 
passages  we  find  the  following  strictures  on  pos- 
sible, and,  perhaps,  real  sins,  and  on  easy  virtues. 
The  passages  deserve  a  place  in  the  Ave  Maria. 

Serious  minds  will  at  once  recognize  the  master- 
ly hand  that  penned  so  many  admirable  pages, 
and  whose  last  letter  to  a  friend  contained  these 
memorable  words:  "Je  finis  avec  V Europe;  c^est 
ien  aller  en  bonne  wmpagnie.  I  die  with  Europe ; 
it  is  retiring  in  good  company."  He  died,  Minister 
of  State,  on  the  25  th  of  February,  1820,  leaving 
vacant  a  seat  soon  after  to  be  occupied  by  a  Count 
Cavour  I  We  leave  it  to  our  intelligent  readers  to 
say  how  clearly,  to  the  last  hour,  our  noble  Count's 
piercing  eye  read  the  future,  and  we  return  to  our 

subject. 

The  illustrious  Count  is  engaged  in  a  series  of 

political,  philosophical  and  religious  conversations 
with  a  Senator  of  the  Russian  Empire,  and  a 
noble  French  Chevalier.  The  scene  is  laid  on  the 
bank  of  the  beautiful  Neva,  in  the  City  of  Peter 
the  Great,  where  the  Plenipotentiary  of  Victor 
Amedeus  had  a  summer  country  residence.  From 
the  fact  of  its  being  called,  by  its  noble  tenant,  a 
"Solitude,"  we  may  infer  that  in  1809,  the  vast 
limits  traced  out  for  St.  Petersburgh,  by  the  bold 
finger  of  Peter  the  First,  were  not  yet  filled  with 
houses ;  and  that  it  was  then  somewhat  as  our  own 
young  Capital,  a  City  of  ''  magnificent  distances." 

It  was,  says  our  illustrious  narrator,  close  upon 
nine  in  the  evening ;  the  weather  was  splendid, 
and  the  sun  was  going  down.  Nothing  is  more  un- 
common, and  moreenchanting,  than  a  fine  summer 
evening  in  St.  Petersburgh  The  sun,  which  in  tem- 
perate zones  precipitates  itself  towards  the  West, 
and  scarcely  leaves  behind  any  traces  of  its  pas- 
sage, seems  here  to  linger,  and  turn  around  slowly, 
and  to  regret  to  lose  sight  of  the  earth,  even  for 
a  few  hours. 

Our  three  interlocutors,  two  of  whom  belong  to 
the  Catholic  Church,  and  the  third  one  to  the 
Schismatic  Church  of  the  Czars,  are  most  honor- 


able men,  and  intimate  friends,  although  of  dif- 
ferent nations,  views  and  acquirements.  They 
seem  to  yield  instinctively,  or  by  tacit  agreement, 
to  the  Count,  their  host  and  senior,  as  to  the 
natural  judge. 

The  subject  of  the  conversation  is  on  the  justice 
of  Providence.  The  other  two  interlocutors  have 
already  expressed  their  views,  when  the  Count 
rejoins  thus:  I  hardly  know  what  chance  (sort) 
really  is,  but  I  confess  I  see  something  much  more 
unreasonable  than  what  strikes  you  both,  gentle- 
men, as  the  excess  of  unreasonableness, — it  is  the 
inconceivable  folly  that  dares  establish  an  agree- 
ment against  Providence,  on  the  evils,  (les  mal- 
Jieurs,)  of  an  innocence  which  does  not  exist. 
Where  is,  in  fact,  that  innocence  ?  Where  is  the 
just  man?  Is  he  here  around  our  table?  Good 
God  !  which  of  us  could  believe  in  such  an  excess 
of  delirium,  were  it  not  continually  before  us? 
I  often  think  of  that  passage  of  the  Bible,  where, 
by  the  mouth  of  His  Prophet,  God  says :  Scrutabor 
Jerusalein  in  lucernis:  I  shall  search  Jerusalem 
with  lamps."  Let  us  haye,  ourselves,  the  courage 
to  search  our  hearts  "  with  lamps"  and  we  shall 
no  longer  dare  pronounce,  without  a  blush  on  our 
cheeks,  the  names  of  Virtue,  of  Justice,  and  Iniw- 
cence.  If  we  commence  by  a  serious  examination 
of  what  is  in  us,  we  shall  turn  pale  as  we  cast  a 
bold  and  impartial  look  into  the  depth  of  that 
abyss  ;  for  it  is  impossible  to  know  the  number  of 
our  transgressions,  and  no  less  impossible  to  ascer- 
tain to  what  extent  such  or  such  a  criminal  deed 
has  disturbed  the  primary  order  and  deranged 
the  plan  of  the  Eternal  Legislator.  But  if  we 
take  into  consideration  the  communication  of 
crimes  existing  among  men,  viz :  of  complicity, 
counsel,  example,  approbation,  etc,  where  is  the 
sensible  man  who  will  be  able  to  look  without  a 
thrill  of  horror  upon  the  dismal  and  appalling 
influence  of  his  acts  on  his  fellow-men,  and  the 
possible  disastrous  effects  of  that  influence  ?  Rare- 
ly man  sins  alone :  rarely  does  a  crime  fail  to  beget 
another  crime.  Where  does  our  responsibility 
stop  ?  Hence  the  piercing  ray  of  light  that  shines 
out  in  so  many  places  of  the  book  of  psalms : 
"  Who  can  understand  sins  ?"  "  From  my  secret 
sins,  cleanse  me,  O  Lord,  and  from  those  of  others 
spare  thy  servant !" 

After  the  examen  of  our  sins,  another  presents 
itself  to  us,  I  mean  that  of  our  virtues ;  and  of 
the  two  this  is,  perhaps,  the  saddest.  What  more 
fearful  research  than  that  having  for  its  object 
the  small  number,  the  frailty,  the  lying  appearance 
of  our  virtues !     Before  all  things  else  their  basis 
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should  be  sounded.  Alas !  they  are  oftener  de- 
termined by  prejudice  than  by  the  consideration 
of  the  general  order  resting  on  God's  sacred  will. 
An  action  shocks  us,  not  because  it  is  criminal 
but  because  it  is  dangerous,  and  exposes  us  to 
shame.  Two  men  of  the  common  class  are  fight- 
ing with  knives  to  the  death  ;  we  call  them  two 
miserable  wretches ;  but  lengthen  their  weap- 
ons, and  cover  the  deed  under  a  semblance  of 
independence  and  nobleness,  it  will  be  a  duel  be- 
tween sjentlemcn,  and  the  Sovereign  himself  over- 
come by  the  prejudice  of  the  age,  will  not  be  able 
to  refuse  a  tacit  honor  to  a  crime  perpetrated 
against  himself,  that  is,  rebellion  added  to  man- 
slaughter. The  guilty  spouse  coolly  speaks  of  the 
infamy  of  a  poor  creature,  who  by  misery  was 
gradually  led  to  ruin  ;  and  from  an  elevated  bal- 
cony the  skillful  robber  of  the  public  treasury 
quietly  follows  with  a  heartless  look  the  unfor- 
tunate minor  culprit  dragged  to  the  place  of  his 
atonement.  There  is  a  word  of  a  profound  sense 
in  a  book  of  Action  I  read  forty  years  ago ;  but 
the  impression  it  made  on  my  mind  is  not  yet 
obliterated.  It  is  in  a  moral  novel  of  Marmon- 
tel.  A  poor  paysan,  whose  daughter  had  been 
dishonored  by  a  wealthy  landlord,  said  to  this 
dissolute  villain ;  it  is  lucky,  very  lucky  for  you 
sir,  that  you  do  not  love  gold  as  much  as  you  do 
women ;  otherwise  you  would  have  become  food 
for  powder — you  would  have  paid  for  my  dis- 
honor with  your  blood. 

What  are  we  doing,  commonly  speaking,  through 
life  ?  That  which  pleases  us.  If  we  deign  to  abstain 
from  killing  and  stealing,  it  is  because  we  feel 
no  inclination  to  kill  and  steal.  It  is  not  the  sin, 
but  the  shame  of  sin  we  fear ;  provided  public 
opinion  screens  us  from  shame,  or  even  adds 
to  our  glory — as  it  can  if  it  chooses — sin  is  boldly 
committed,  and  man  thus  disposed  calls  himself 
an  upright,  just,  or,  at  least  an  honest  man:  and 
who  knows  if  in  his  heart  he  does  not  thank  God, 
"  that  he  is  not  like  one  of  those."  This  is  a  deliri- 
um at  which  the  first  moment  of  reflexion  should 
make  us  blush.  It  was  not  without  a  profound 
wisdom  that  the  Romans-  of  old  called  by  the 
same  name  strength  arid  virtue.  Indeed  there  is 
no  virtue,  properly  speaking,  without  victory  over 
ourselves  ;  whatever  costs  nothing,  is  worth  noth- 
ing.*   If  we  strip  our  miserable  virtues  of  what 

•  Tills  Christian  axiom,  we  are  happy  to  remark,  has  been 
illustrated  to  a  surprising  degree,  ou  our  owu  Contiuent,  as 
well  as  In  all  Catholic  countries  since  the  origin  of  Christian- 
ity. We  question  if  any  thing  more  wonderful  in  point  of 
voluntary  mortiflc^tions,  severe  discipliiiee,  hair-cloth,  and 
Buch  heroic  penances  as  make  one's  existence  almost  a 
perpetual  miracle,  can  be  found  in  any  previous  age,  or  other 
part  of  the  globe,  than  what  we  read  of  St.  Rose  oi  Lima,  St. 


is  due  to  temper,  to  public  opinion,  to  pride  and 
vanity,  to  circumstances  inability,  what  will  there 
remain  ?  alas !  very  little.  I  fear  not  to  confess 
it — I  never  meditate  on  these  thoughts  without 
being  tempted  to  throw  myself  on  the  ground  as  a 
miserable  wretch  craving  for  pardon,  and  ac- 
cepting in  advance  all  the  afflictions  that  can  be- 
fal  my  head  as  a  slight  compensation  for  the  im- 
mense debt  I  have  contracted  with  eternal  jus- 
tice. And  yet  you  would  scarcely  imagine  how 
many  persons  have  told  me  in  the  course  of  my 
life  that  /  ain  a  most  honest  man. 

With  every  allowance  which  the  expression  com- 
monly permits,  will  not  our  own  personal  experience 
corroborate  the  above  statements,  though  severe 
and  scathing,  of  the  illustrious  Count  de  Maistre,  the 
Christian  Plato,  and  likely  the  most  pious  and  best 
judge  of  our  times,  as  a  statesman  and  jihiloso- 
pher,  our  age  has  yet  produced  ?  We  certainly  ad- 
mit not  only  the  possibility  but  the  reality  of  ex- 
ceptions through  our  vast  Continent;  but  even 
among  those  precious  exceptions,  the  profound 
considerations  of  Count  de  Maistre  will  not 
displease  any,  nor  even  fall  amiss.  Should  a 
misplaced  vanity  make  others  oversensitive  to 
such  pointed  hints  against  the  habitually  good 
opinion  they  entertain  of  their  own  merits 
they  might  find,  after  a  while,  in  these  hints  more 
truth  than  they  were  at  first  willing  to  admit, 
if  in  the  course  of  this  gracious  Month  of 
Mary,  they  would  daily  compare  copy  to  original. 
Our  Blessed  Mother's  sinless  existence  is  alike  the 
boast,  and  the  consolation  of  our  nature ;  she  is  the 
embodiment  of  innocence,  and  our  noblest  ambi- 
tion is  to  approach  nearer  and  nearer  that  great 
exemplar  shown  us  on  the  Mount.  But  when  we 
compare  our  sinful  life  with  her  spotless  life, 
alas!  what  a  contrast!  Shall  we  fare  much 
better  in  the  comparison  of  our  virtues  with  her 
virtues  ?  Can  they  even  bear  a  semblance  of  com- 
parison ?  Before  the  Month  of  Mary  passes  away 
such  a  consideration  might  help  to  set  many 
things  right,  to  open  and  disenchant  many  eyes, 
to  color  again  many  a  brazen  cheek  with  a  mod- 
est blush ;  and  if  we  cannot  be  all  full  of  speech, 

Toribio,  St  Louis  Bertrand  ;  of  Blessed  Peter  Claver,  Blessed 
Mariann  of  Jesus,  Blessed  Sebastian  of  Apparitio,  Blessed 
Martin  of  Worries,  Blessed  Joseph  Massias.  and  six  venerables 
of  whom  we  shall  soon  speali  more  at  length,  all  of  whom 
sanctified  themgelves  in  this  new  world  since  Columbas 
brought  here  the  tidings  of  the  true  faith.  Again  the  same 
glorious  testimony  continues  ever  since  to  be  oflered  to  the 
same  truth,  in  the  saintly  lives  of  a  host  of  venerable  Pre- 
lates, Missionaries,  and  Religions,  whose  apostolic  labors 
and  virtues,  whose  daily  and  life-long  sacrihces  liav^  ever 
shed,  and  are  still  shedding  an  unfading  luster  upon  onrHoly 
Church,  while  they  explain  better  than  any  thing  else  to  our 
satisfaction,  the  mysterv  of  its  wonderful  growth  and  extent 
through  the  length  and  breadth  of  this  New  World. 
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n  the  language  of  i^-ciipture,  to  praise  our  Holy 
Mother,  we  might,  perhaps,  more  profitably  sijeak 
to  and  commune  with  our  own  hearts. 


AN  EXPLANATION  AND  DEFENSE  OF  THE 

CATHOLIC  DOCTEINE  OF  THE  SAO- 

EIFICE  OF  THE  MASS. 

by   clonfert. 

Argument  from  the  .Epithets,  &c. 
Secondly :  It  is  called  a  clean  oblation  in  the 
sense  in  which  the  Jewish  oflferings  were  unclean. 
But  in  the  Catholic  interpretation  alone  can  it  be 
called  a  clean  ollation  in  that  sense.  A  cursory 
perusal  of  the  prophecy  will  show  that  it  is 
called  clean  in  the  sense  in  which  the  Jewish 
oflferings  were  unclean.  "I  will  not  receive  a 
gift  from  your  hands,  saith  the  Lord!"  and  the 
reason  assigned  is,  because  you  "oflfer  maimed 
animals  and  polluted  bread,  and  thereby  de- 
spise my  name."  But  I  shall  receive  the  obla- 
tion that  is  to  be  "  offered  in  every  place ;"  and 
the  reason  assigned  is,  because,  unlike  your  pol- 
luted offerings,  O  Jewish  priests!  it  is  a  clean 
oblation,  by  which  "my  name  is  glorified." 
(v,  7-11.)  The  cause  of  the  rejection  of  the  one 
is  contradictory  of  that  assigned  for  the  accepta- 
tion of  the  other.  Now  we  are  told  by  Saint 
Paul  and  the  Christian  Fathers  that  the  Jewish 
sacrificial  system  was  rejected  not  only  because 
its  offerings  were  actually  polluted,  but  chiefly 
because  they  were  imperfect  and  capable  of  such 
pollution.  All  the  sacrifices  of  the  Jews  did  not 
consist  in  maimed  animals  and  polluted  bread. 
All  the  priests  even  in  the  age  of  Malachy  were  not 
sacrilegious  men  :  many  of  them  must  have  pre- 
sented offerings  as  perfect  as  those  sacrifieed  in 
the  palmiest  days  of  the  Jewish  religion.  The 
wMle  system  of  worship  was  to  be  abolished,  be- 
cause it  was  made  up  of  "  vain  and  empty  ele- 
ments," says  Saint  Paul.  The  particular  disre- 
spect of  the  temple  and  altar  in  the  days  of  MiEil- 
achy  was  not  the  adequate  motive  of  so  general 
an  anathema.  For  from  the  infancy  of  Judaism 
by  Moses  its  parent  and  by  subsequent  prophets 
its  future  abrogation  was  foreseen  and  foretold. 
The  reason  of  rejection  must  have  been  common 
to  all,  to  the  whole  system :  and  the  only  reason 
ctmimon  to  all  that  can  be  assigned  is  that  it  was 
a  system,  as  we  said,  of  "  poor  and  naked  ele- 
ments," capable  of  being  corrupted  by  the  minis- 
tering priests.     But  the  motive  of  their  rejection. 


as  we  have  proven,  is  the  very  contradictory  of 
that  on  account  of  which  the  "pure  oblation"  is 
accepted.  Therefore  it  must  be  in  this  respect  in- 
dependent of  the  priest,  that  is  to  say,  wholly  in- 
capable of  being  polluted  by  him. 

Let  us  examine  where  among  the  various  in- 
terpretations shall  we  find  the  ^>«re  oblation  in 
this  sense.  (1.)  Is  it  any  of  the  spiritual  offer- 
ings with  which  the  enemies  of  the  Mass  would 
identify  it?  It  is  astonishing  to  hear  those  say 
"yes,"  who  believe  in  the  total  depravity  of  man's 
nature.  How  any  internal  or  external  act,  that  is 
essentially  depraved  and  corrupted  can  be  the 
"clean  oblation"  described  is  a  paradox  to  us. 
It  is  only  explicable  in  the  metaphysics  of  those 
who,  like  Luther,  assert  identity  of  contradicto- 
ries, whose  opinion  may  be  reduced  to  the  equa- 
tion,— It  is=(equal)  It  is  not— metaphysical  "  Yes" 
equal  theological  "No!"  But  considering  these 
interpretations  outside  the  principles  of  their 
authors  the  clean  or  pure  oblation  is  not  found 
verified  in  any  of  these  internal  offerings.  These 
interpretations  assert  that  it  consists  either  in 
prayer  and  thanksgiving,  in  the  preaching  of  the 
word,  in  conversion  to  the  true  faith,  in  the  offer- 
ings made  for  the  poor  in  the  early  Church,  or  in 
all  and  every  kind  of  internal  worship.  Such 
offerings  may  be  considered  under  two  aspects, 
viz:  as  external,  or  as  internal  acts.  For  in 
prayer  and  thanksgiving  as  in  preaching  there 
are  tico  things,  the  internal  state  of  the  mind  and 
theexternal  act, or  shell  through  which  it  breathes. 
But  under  whichever  aspect  we  consider  them 
they  do  not  constitute  the  "^wre  oblation;"  be- 
cause, as  we  have  shown,  it  is  completely  inde- 
pendent in  its  purity  of  the  person  offering  it,  is 
incapable  of  being  polluted  by  him.  All  inter- 
nal acts,  which  are  the  spiritual  sacrifices  offered 
in  the  temple  of  the  heart  are  as  open  to  pollu- 
tion and  corruption  as  the  sacrifices  offered  in  the 
Jewish  temple.  They  may  Ije  "maimed  and  pol- 
luted" by  the  "spiritual  priest"  who  offers 
them,  by  the  good  or  bad  intention  with  which 
he  acts.  Tliey  may,  for  example,  be  partially  cor- 
rupted like  the  maimed  animals  of  the  Jewish 
temple  if  he  act  with  a  slightly  evil  end  indi- 
rectly in  view ;  they  may  be  wholly  corrupted,  if 
he  act  with  an  essentially  bad  end  directly  in 
view.  Again  the  external  act  accompanying 
these  internal  offerings  cannot  be  the  pure  obla- 
tion: for  it  derives  its  moral  character  from  the 
nature  of  the  inward  act:  the  external  is  the 
body,  the  internal  is  the  animating  principle. 
No  outward  action  can  be  independent  in  its  sub- 


AVE    MARIA. 


311 


etantial  morality  of  the  person  unless  the  inward 
corresponding  action  be  also  equally  independents 
No  act  of  man  therefore  is  incapable  of  being 
corrupted  by  him. 

"  The  slime  of  the  serpent  is  over  them  all." 
Or,  in  the  language  of  Ifeaias, 
Quasi  pannvs  menstriiata  universce  justitim  nostra:. 

From  these  reflections  we  are  compelled  to  con- 
clude that  the  clean  oblation  is  a  spiritual,  or 
meta2)horical  sacrifice  offered  merely  on  the  altar 
of  the  heart.  It  must  then  be  a  true  and  proper 
one;  the  words  admit  no  other  meaning;  no 
other  tolerable  interpretation  has  been  suggested, 
nor  have  we  any  diflSculty  in  pointing  out  what 
this  pure,  incorruptible  oblation  is  according  to 
the  doctrine  of  the  Catholic  Church :  it  is  the 
Body  and  Blood  of  Christ,  truly,  really  and  sub- 
statially  present  on  our  altars  under  the  appear- 
ances of  bread  and  wine. 

Argument  from  the  Functions  of  the  Clean 
Oblation. 

Thirdly :  It  was  to  be  a  new  oblation,  not  pre- 
viously in  existence,  which  would  supplant  and 
succeed  the  Jewish  offerings.  "  Shall  I  receive  it 
(sacrifice)  at  your  hands?"  (v.  13.)  No!  you 
have  despised  my  name,  you  have  profaned  my 
worship !  "I  shall  not  receive  it  at  your  hands !" 
(v.  10.)  Not  only  the  sense,  but  the  single  words 
in  the  original  and  translated  versions  show  that 
there  is  a  strong  emphasis  on  the  pronouns  "yow" 
and  "  your ;"  implying  that  the  Lord  would  re- 
ceive sacrifices  but  offered  by  other  hands.  As 
much  as  to  say — "Do  not  imagine  that  my  temple 
will  be  deserted,  my  altars  laid  waste,  because  I 
reject  your  offerings;  I  will  receive  a  more  ac- 
ceptable offering  from  other  hands."  This  is 
manifestly  the  background  of  the  orthodox  in- 
terpretation. 

The  clean  oblation  is  represented  as  following  in 
the  wake  of  the  Jewish  worship,  which  continued 
for  some  hundred  years  after  this  prophecy  had 
been  spoken.  "  I  will  not  receive  your  offerings ; 
for  the  clean  oblation  [shall]  be  offered."  In  the 
Hebrew  the  substantive  verb  "  be"  is  not  found : 
the  present  tense  is  used  by  the  translators  after 
the  manner  of  prophecy,  which  represents  future 
things  as  present  on  account  of  the  certainty  of 
their  accomplishment  yet  to  take  place.  Some 
one  may  say  that  the  clean  oblation  was  future  in 
this  sense,  that  it  was  not  at  that  time  offered  in 
every  place  nor  as  yet  made  the  substitute  of  the 
Jewish  system,  but  nevertheless  it  was  in  exist- 
ence then  though  not  through  the  Gentile  world. 
But  there  is  not  one  word  in  the  passage  to  show 


it  was  previously  in  existence  anywhere,  not  even 
in  one  single  place.  On  the  contrary  it  is  s^id  to 
be  future  in  the  same  way  as  the  glory  of  the 
Lord's  name  among  the  Gentiles,  or  as  the  aboli- 
tion of  the  Aaronic  worship  among  the  Jews. 

It  is  represented  as  supplanting  the  sacrifices  of 
the  Old  Law.  "I  will  not  receive  a  gift  at  your 
hands;  for  (then)  the  c/c«/i  oblation  is  offered,  &c." 
These  verses  state  firstly,  the  fact  of  the  rejection 
of  the  Mosaic  sacrifices  and  the  succession  of  the 
"pure  oblation  ;"  secondly, ih&i  the  former  would 
cease  because  the  latter  would  come  into  being. 
The  existence  of  one  is  assigned  as  the  cause  of 
the  non-existence  of  the  other.  Nor  does  this  dis- 
agree with  what  has  been  already  said  that  the 
cause  or  occasion  of  the  rejection  was  the  possible 
and  actual  corruption  of  these  Jewish  offerings. 
That  cause  was  substantially  in  being  from  the 
first  moment  of  their  institution  and  only  called 
for  their  abolition  when  something  more  perfect 
would  be  introduced  to  take  their  place.  Such 
was  the  arrangement  of  Divine  Providence.  It 
is  easy  thence  to  understand  how  the  appearance 
of  that  more  perfect  worship  is  said  to  be  the  im- 
mediate cause,  or  occasion  of  their  disappearance. 
Imperfect  as  they  were  they  had  a  certain  utility 
for  a  time :  they  led  the  chosen  people  through 
ages  of  darkness  to  the  .  portals  of  Christianity. 
There  the  pure  oblation  took  their  place ;  they 
lost  the  utility  they  previously  possessed  and  be- 
came "  stale,  useless  and  improfitable."  It  there- 
fore not  only  succeeded  but  supplanted  them. 

Let  us  examine  the  various  interpretations  and 
find  out  which  of  them  supplies  the  reality  cor- 
responding to  this  description ;  which  of  them  is 
the  (1.)  new  sacrifice,  (2.)  succeeding  to  and  sup- 
planting the  Mosaic  offerings : — 

Metaphorical,  or  spiritual  offerings  of  all  kinds 
were  in  being  in  the  days  of  the  Patriarchs  and 
Prophets.  They  existed  before  the  Old  Law, 
they  coexisted  with  it.  They  could  not  therefore 
be  represented  as  (1.)  simply  future  in  the  age  of 
Malachy.  They  could  not  be  represented  as  (2.) 
succeeding  to,  much  less,  as  supplanting  the  out- 
ward worship,  as  being  the  occasion,  or  the  cause 
of  its  rejection  by  which  it  was  rendered  wholly 
useless.  So  far  is  this  from  truth  that  on  the 
contrary  the  extension  of  this  spiritual  worship 
would  very  naturally  call  for  the  extension  of  the 
external  worship  also.  Like  soul  and  body  they 
are  joined  together ;  and  the  presence  of  one  de- 
mands that  of  the  other.  Neither  can  it  be  said 
that  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel,  the  offerings  for 
the  poor  in  the  early  Church,  the  conversion  of 
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the  Gentiles  supplanted  the  Jewish  sacrifices. 
The  only  thing  that  could  do  this  is  a  true  and 
proper  sacrifice  like  themselves  but  which  pos- 
sesses the  perfections  they  lack. 

The  clean  oblation  foretold  l)y  the  Prophet  was 
to  make  more  than  amends  for  the  dishonor  of 
Gk)d'8  name  and  worship  among  the  Jews.  This 
dishonor  was  exhibited  in  two  ways,  firstly,  by 
the  general  indifference  and  disrespect  of  the 
Deity  on  the  part  of  the  priests : — "  To  you,  O 
priests!  who  desjuse  my  name  and  have  said, 
wherein  have  we  despised  thy  name  ?  Wherein 
have  we  polluted  thee?  In  what  yon  say  the 
table  of  the  Lord  is  contemptible !"  They  are 
here  represented  as  asking  in  Avonder  wherein 
they  had  despised  Him ;  which  implies  that  in 
their  opinion  He  had  no  reason  to  complain,  tliat 
their  maimed  and  polluted  offerings  were  suitable 
and  good  enough  for  His  worship.  Secondly,  He 
complains  of  the  particular  dishonor  of  His  altar 
and  outward  worship — "  the  table  of  the  Lord  is 
contemned."  (v.  7-13.)  "  The  table  of  the  Lord  is 
defiled,  that  which  is  laid  thereupon  is  contemptible 
with  the  fire  that  devours  it."  These  two  things 
therefore  were  to  be  atoned  for  in  the  New  Dis- 
pensation. Now  according  to  the  Protestant  in- 
terpretation hovv  is  atonement  to  be  made  for 
this  twofold  insult !  The  metaphorical  sacrifice 
might  atone  sufficiently  for  the  di8resi>ect  which 
the  Jewish  priests  showed  God  by  their  low  opin- 
ion apd  disregard  of  His  fitting  worship  and  by 
their  indifference  to  the  glory  of  His  name.  But 
it  would  not  be  an  equivalent  kind,  a  suitable 
atonement  for  the  outward  profaning  of  His  pub- 
lic worship:  because,  ,^r«<^y,  metaphorical  sacri- 
fice expresses  rather  the  respect  of  the  individual 
than  of  the  community  for  God :  it  would  poorly 
compensate  for  the  insults  given  and  the  disre- 
spect shown  by  the  wilful  pollution  of  the  sacri- 
ficial worship,  which  is  the  most  solemn,  the  most 
public  and  the  most  honorable  sign  of  Grod's  pow- 
er and  majesty,  and  which  is  therefore  presented 
in  the  name  of  the  community.  Secondly,  the 
principal  and  particular  burden  of  the  complaint 
is  the  special  profaning  of  the  altar.  *'My  altar 
is  despised."  ^^My  altar  is  defiled."  ^'My  altar 
ia  rendered  contemptihle."  (v.  12.)  How  then  is 
His  altar  to  be  respected,  how  is  the  atonement 
on  this  count  so  distinctly  and  repeatedly  marked 
out  to  be  in  the  New  Law  on  the  Protestant 
principle?  They  have  put  the  climax  on  Jewish 
profanity  by  overturning  the  altar  completely  and 
retaining  only  the  name  of  the  temple!  tt  can- 
not be  said  that  the  extension  and  multiplication 


of  spiritual  sacrifices  over  the  Gentile  world  would 
atone  for  this  particular  mode  of  insult  so  bitterly 
complained  of,  the  insult  offered  God  through 
His  altar  and  His  worspip.  Thirdly,  there  is  a 
distinction  made  in  verse  10  which  shows  the 
pure  oblation  to  be  different  from  every  kind  of 
metaphorical  offering:  "My  name  is  great  (horri- 
ble) among  the  Gentiles;  and — a  pure  oblation  is 
offered  in  my  name  :  for  my  name  is  great  among 
the  Gentiles."  The  "greatness  of  His  name"  in- 
cludes metaphorical  sacrifice  and  is  twice  distin- 
guished in  the  same  verse  from  the  clean  oblation. 
There  is  a  perfect  equality  between  the  double 
insult  and  the  double  atonement. 

Each  of  the  three  arguments  preceding  proves 
that  the  clean  oblation  foretold  by  the  prophet  sig- 
nifies a  true  and  proj>er  sacrifice.  It  has  been 
already  proven  that  this  prophecy  was  to  be  cer- 
tainly fulfilled  in  the  new  law.  The  first  propo- 
sition I  have  laid  down  must  therefore  be  ad- 
mitted to  be  true,  viz:  The  Lord  speuTcing  by  the 
mouth  of  the  Prophet  Malachy  absolutely  foretells 
the  existence  iji  the  Hew  Late  of  a  tuce  and  proper 

SACRIFICE. 

We  come  now  to  establish  the  second  proposi- 
tion, viz :  This  prophecy  has  its  fcll  and  oklt 
fufillmerd  in  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  as  understood 
and  offered  by  the  Catholic  Church. 

I.  Because  there  is  no  other  true  and  proper 
sacrifice  in  any  of  the  churches  professing  to  follow 
Christ.  The  sectaries  have  destroyed  the  altar 
and  abolished  sacrifice  properly  so  called.  A  few 
indeed  from  time  to  time  have  pretended  to  offer 
the  substance  of  the  bread  and  wine.  But  not  to 
waste  space  and  time  in  assigning  other  reasons 
the  offering  of  Wiefew  is  not  that  of  the  Christian 
Church,  of  the  New  Law;  and  cannot  claim  to 
be  the  clean  oblation  presented  in  every  place  fiom 
the  rising  to  the  setting  sun  and  promoting  the 
glory  of  the  Lord's  name  over  the  Gentile  world. 

II.  The  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  alone  has  all  the 
characteristic  marks  of  the  pure  oblation.  It  alone 
is  incapable  of  being  corrupted  by  the  malice 
of  the  people  or  of  the  priest.  It  alone  is 
offered  "  in  every  place."  It  alone  is  offered 
from  "the  rising  to  the  setting  sun."  How  these 
words  are  fulfilled  not  only  in  their  substantial 
meaning  but  to  the  very  letter !  It  is  the  contin- 
ual sacrifice  offered  perhaps  ecery  moment  of  the 
day  and  night.  For  the  sun  every  moment  is  ris- 
ing over  some  part  of  the  globe;  and  as  his  dawn- 
ing beams  are  thus  advancing  from  east  to  west 
uncea.singly  priests  are  ascending  the  myriad 
altars  scattered  over  the  broad   domain    of  the 
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Church ;  and  the  Mass  is  celebrated  in  temple  after 
temple  thus  encircliug  the  earth  with  one  contin- 
uous chain  of  praise  and  adoration  of  the  Great 
Creator ! 


OUS  LADY  OF  THE  CHAINS. 


A  Legend  of  the  Pourteenth  Century. 


[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'AppUly.] 

.IX. 
The  last  audience  was  particularly  sad.  The 
accused  were  siill  sick  in  consequence  of  the 
torture;  they  had  to  be  carried  before  the  tri- 
bunal. Joseph  did  not  deign  even  to  open  his 
eyes ;  Robert  had  yet  the  strength  to  raise  his 
head  and  to  call  heaven  to  witness  that  he  was 
innocent.  He  denied  the  acknowledgments 
which  violence  had  drawn  from  Angelo's  weak- 
ness, but  their  sentepce  was  already  pronounced. 
The  president  resumed  in  his  way,  the  discus- 
sion. He  reflected  witheringly,  with  virtuous 
energy,  on  the  hardened  self-will  of  Joseph  and 
his  brother,  declared  them  convicted  of  the  assasi- 
nation  of  lord  Doa;Uano,  and  condemned  them 
all  three  to  make  reparation  to  his  memory,  bare- 
foot, in  their  shirts,  and  with  ropes  round  their 
necks,  and  to  be  hanged  directly  opposite  the 
palace  of  the  late  minister.  Their  goods  were 
partly  applied  to  indemnify  the  widow,  and 
partly  confiscated  to  justice. 

Joseph's  wife  then,  for  the  first  time,  obtained 
permission  to  see  her  husband.  She  cast  herself 
upon  him,  and  held  him  in  a  long  embrace  with- 
out being  able  to  pronounce  a  word.  The  un- 
fortunate man,  whose  firmness  had  not  given  way 
under  torment,  could  not  govern  his  emotion, 
and  his  eyes  were  flooded  with  tears. 

"  Alas !  what  will  become  of  me  !"  said  the  un- 
happy wife.  "The  satellites  of  justice  have  de- 
vastated our  dwellings.  It  is  only  with  great 
exertion  that  my  father  has  obtained  my  release 
from  my  dungeon." 

"  Take  courage,  my  love,"  replied  the  merch- 
ant, "  the  Madonna  will  watch  over  you.  If  we 
are  separated  on  earth,  the  separation  will  not  be 
long,  and  when,  after  a  few  years,  we  meet  in 
heaven,  we  shall  no  longer  fear  those  suspicions 
andoalumnies,  which  poison  all  human  happiness." 

"  I  have  invoked  the  Madonna  indeed  for  this, 
but  she  does  not  hear  us." 

"  Do  not  despair;  she  will  make  our  innocence 
manifest." 


*'  Why  did  you  not  answer  as  they  required  ? 
perhaps  that  miglit  have  appeased  their  rage." 

"No,  no;  they  hid  sworn  our  ruin.  They  had 
said  to  falsehood,  reign  thou  over  us  !  Well !  let 
them  be  satisfied;  I  will  not  open  ray  mouth  to 
disabuse  them.  But  when  the  day  of  truth  comes 
I  will  accuse  them  in  my  turn,  and  God  will  show 
them  their  iniquity." 

The  nbirri  put  an  end  to  their  conversation  and 
tore  Joseph  from  the  embraces  of  his  wife. 

Before  executing  the  judgment,  they  had  to 
wait  till  the  wounds  caused  by  the  torture  were 
sufficiently  healed  to  allow  the  condemned  to 
bear  the  fatigue  of  walking.  Two  weeks  thus 
elapsed,  and  if  the  people  passed  these  days  in 
barbarous  impatience,  the  Zibelli  remained  calm 
and  indifferent. 

They  obtained  by  the  power  of  entreaty  the 
melancholy  favor  of  being  united  in  the  same 
dungeon.  The  last  moments  appeared  to  them 
less  frightful.  They  encouraged  each  other. 
Morning  and  evening  Joseph  recited  aloud  the 
prayers  which  his  brothers  followed  fervently  in 
tlieir  hearts.  During  the  day,  Robert  exercised 
his  wit  in  jokes  and  pleasantry,  and  he  did  so 
with  so  much  spirit  and  animation,  that  be 
forced  them  to  forget  their  fate  and  smile  at  the 
shameful  death  that  was  before  them. 

A  religious  had  been  sent  to  them  to  prepare 
their  consciences.  This  holy  man  often  vii^ited 
them,  and  his  presence  was  beneficial  to  those  un- 
fortunates, who  had  no  other  friend. 

He  told  them  that  the  Count's  widow  had  her- 
self solicited  their  pardon,  but  that  the  King, 
irritated  at  the  loss  of  his  minister,  had  only  an- 
swered by  an  inflexible  refusal. 

The  ladies  of  the  city,  touched  by  the  misfor- 
tunesof  the  brothers,  sent  them  presents  of  fruits, 
wine  and  cakes,  with  compassionate  messages. 
These  presents  did  not  fail  to  alleviate  the  sor- 
rows of  the  condemned,  who  had  thought  them- 
selves loaded  with  public  execration. 

At  last  the  fatal  day  came.  The  gaoler  handed 
to  Angelo  a  letter  brought  by  an  unknown  per- 
son and  which  only  contained  the  single  word  ; 
"Farewell!" 

Joseph  bad  scarcely  time  to  take  leave  of  his 
wife. 

"  Invoke  the  Madonna,"  said  he  to  her,  "  from 
her  alone  can  come  if  not  deliverance,  at  least 
consolation." 

They  were  stripped  of  their  coats,  and  a  taper 
was  placed  in  the  hand  of  each.  They  passed 
without  emotion  through  tb^  street  where  the 
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murder  had  been  committed.  The  count's  widow 
sent  to  conjure  the  executioners  to  spare  her  a 
scene  which  renewed  her  sorrows,  but  they  would 
not  listen.  They  forcibly  made  the  condemned 
kneel  down  to  pronounce  the  reparation.  Joseph 
refused  to  do  it,  and  neither  threats  nor  blows 
could  constrain  him  to  it. 

"  Make  him  reparation  !"  cried  he,  "  when  he 
has  dishonored  our  family  and  is  now  dragging 
us  to  death!  All  that  I  can  do  is  to  pardon 
him." 

Robert,  after  having  read  the  prescribed  words, 

added  : 

"I  do  not  accuse  thee,  O  my  benefactor,  for  I 
know  that  thou  didst  love  me ;  I  only  accuse  the 
judges  who  insult  thee  by  offering  thee  the  blood 
of  three  innocent  men  as  an  expiation." 

Angelo  wept  and  had  not  strength  to  speak. 

Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows,  Angelo  roll- 
ed upon  the  ground  with  clamors  and  impreca- 
tions, lie  besought  the  executioners  and  all  pres- 
ent to  have  pity  and  grant  him  grace.    Robert 

said  to  him : 

'*  Must  you  cry  so  much  about  a  leap  that  still 
you  have  to  take  ?  Hold  your  peace,  child  !  You 
do  not  know  but  that  there  may  be  a  certain 
pleasure  in  swinging  in  the  air !" 

Joseph,  insensible  to  all,  was  praying  in  the 
depths  of  his  heart.  His  wife  had  not  the 
courage  to  be  present  at  their  death.  She  had 
gone  to  a  church,  and  prostrate  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar,  she  importuned,  by  her  tears  and  supplica- 
tions, the  Mother  of  Mercy. 

Borbero  presided  at  the  execution,  and  hurried 
the  final  preparations.  At  the  moment  when  the 
fatal  noose  was  about  to  be  placed  on  the  neck  of 
Joseph,  he  turned  towards  the  crowd  : 

"  We  die  innocent,"  said  he,  "  I  call  to  witness 

the  infallible  God  in  whose  presence  I  shall  be 

Jn  another  instant.     May  the  Madonna  protect 

our  memory,  and  clear  it  from  a  crime  we  never 

committed." 

Borbero  made  a  sign  to  the  executioner,  who 

hastened  to  seize  the  sufferers  and  drag  them  un- 
der the  gibbets. 

Meantiiue  a  lively  agitation  was  produced 
among  the  people.  Cries  were  raised  on  several 
sides  at  the  same  time ;  the  executioners  were 
ordered  to  suspend  their  work. 

A  man  finally  made  his  way  through,  and 
with  an  imperious  gesture,  made  signs  that  he 
wished  to  speak.  It  was  a  wretch,  in  rags,  dis- 
ordered and  pale.  His  hair  was  covered  with 
mud  and  foam,  and  his  features  were  distorted 
by  terror,  remorse  and  rage. 


"The  Ziljelli  are  not  guilty,"  cried  he ;  "the 
assassins  of  Lord  Dogliano  are  those  whom  I  will 
name  to  you :     Domenico,  myself,  and  Borbero." 

"  He  is  mad,"  replied  the  chief  of  police  ;  "  ex- 
ecute the  sentence !" 

"  Wait,"  said  one  of  the  magistrates  advancing 
in  his  turn,  "  we  wish  to  question  this  man." 

They  were  obliged  to  obey.  It  was  discovered 
that  in  fact  Borbero  was  the  chief  of  the  murder- 
ers. The  wretches  had  not  remained  long  in 
harmony.  Borbero,  to  get  rid  of  his  accomplices, 
had  caused  Domenico  to  be  drowned ; — saved  by 
a  prodigy  from  the  same  death,  the  other  one, 
through  hatred  of  his  cruel  friend,  resolutely 
ruined  himself  to  ruin  him. 

Proofs  were  not  wanting,  and  were  brought 
forward  in  such  number  and  strength  that  the 
Zibelli  were  restored  to  liberty  and  honor. 

The  same  day,  three  ships,  laden  with  riches, 
entered  the  harbor  of  Palermo.  These  riches  be- 
longed to  Joseph,  who  consecrated  the  greater 
part  of  them  to  the  building  of  a  church,  in 
honor  of  Her  who  breaks  the  chains  of  the 
prisoner. 

[the  end.] 


BOMi;. 


We  take  from  the  beautiful  Rosier  de  Marie t\i% 
following  correspondence  from  Rome : 

Rome,  April  12,  1867: 

At  the  moment  I  write  Rome  di!»plays  the  Pon- 
tifical Colors,  decks  herself  in  verduie  and  flowers, 
and  prepares  for  a  general  illumination. 

On  this  day,  seventeen  years  ago,  Pius  IX  re- 
entered his  capital,  in  which  the  army  of  la 
grande  nation — of  the  most  Christian  nation,  had 
re-established  order  and  the  temporal  authority 
of  the  Holy  See.  A  crowd  innumerable,  joining 
the  soldiers,  formed  a  double  hedge  along  the 
way  from  the  gate  of  St.  John  Late  ran  to  the  Vat- 
ican. For  sixteen  months  previous  Rome  had 
felt  that  anguish  which  is  always  produced  by 
the  absence  of  her  King,  and  of  the  Supreme 
Head  of  the  Universal  Church.  For  sixteen 
months  she  had  sighed  for  the  return  of  him  who 
makes  her  so  grand  and  happy.  When  the  Pon- 
tifical cortege  appeared,  escorted  by  your  dragoons 
and  your  generals,  there  arose  loud  acclamations 
which  drowned  the  noise  of  five  hundred  bells, 
and  of  the  cannons  of  the  castle  of  St  Angelo. 
Rome  forgot  her  past  troubles  in  the  happiness  of 
the  hour.     And  when,  as  Pius  IX  entered  the 
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grand  Basilica,  and  was  liailed  by  the  chanting 
of  the  words  of  Christ,  Tu  en  PdruK,  etc,  the  most 
indilTcrent  spectator  was  forced  to  say,  in  the 
depth  of  his  heart,  "  How  true  it  is  tliat  the  gates 
of  hell  shall  never  prevail  against  the  Church  !" 

On  this  day,  twelve  years  ago,  Pius  IX  was  sur- 
rounded by  several  Cardinals,  many  Prelates, 
General  de  Montreal,  commanding  the  French 
army,  and  a  certain  number  of  students  of  the 
Propasfanda.  The  floor  gave  way,  and  many  per- 
sons, the  Holy  Father  of  the  number,  fell  to  the 
next  story.  The  pious  Pontiflf  had  recourse  to 
Mary,  whose  Immaculate  Conception  he  had  four 
months  before  proclaimed.  Not  one  was  injured. 
The  Holy  Father  fell  in  a  standing  posture,  being 
upheld  by  the  arm  of  one  of  the  students  of  the 
Propaganda.  A  large  fresco  i^ainted  on  the  walls 
of  the  room  perpetuates  the  memory  of  this  event. 

On  the  12th  of  April,  1850,  and  the  12th  of 
April,  1855,  Rome  was  brilliantly  illuminated. 
Since  then  this  double  anniversary  has  been  cele- 
brated with  ever-increasing  splendor;  and  this 
year  especially,  as  the  Catholic  world  more  than 
ever  fears  for  the  tranquillity  of  Rome  and  the 
maintenance  of  the  temporal  authority  of  the 
Pope,  Rome  wishes  that  the  celebration  of  the 
12th  of  April  testify  the  devotedness  that  she  pro- 
fesses for  her  Pontiff  King. 

1  have  been  told  that  the  committee  of  the 
principal  men  who  have  voluntarily  organized  in 
the  various  parishes  of  Rome  to  collect  the  offer- 
inpcs  of  the  inhabitants,  obtained  100,000  francs  in 
a  few  days.  At  five  o'clock  the  Pope  will  go  to 
the  church  of  St.  Agnes,  beyond  the  wall,  where 
the  Te  Deum  is  to  be  sung  in  his  presence. 


From  the  Roman  correspondence  of  the  London 
Weekly  Register  we  take  the  following: 

noME,  April  12. 

If  Dr.  Pusey  had  chanced  to  pass  down  the 
Corso  towards  six  on  Sunday  afternoon  he  would 
have  called  out  with  holy  indignation ;  for  Pas- 
sion Sunday  has  now  for  many  a  long  day  been 
the  Feast  of  the  Seven  Dolors  at  the  Servite 
Church  of  Santa  Maria  in  Via,  and  later  after- 
noons of  the  entire  Passion  Week  are  marked  by 
a  series  of  great  public  devotions  in  that  church 
So  last  Sunday  there  was  a  general  communion 
and  the  image  of  our  Lady  of  Seven  Dolors, 
which  Bernini  designed  now  long,  long  years  ago, 
was  set  up  over  the  high  altar  for  special  venera 
tion.  There  was  also  a  Pontifical  High  Mass,  eel 
ebrated  with  much  splendor ;  but  the  culminating 
point  in  the  day's  solemnity  was  in  the  afternoon, 


for  then  took  place  the  great  procession — one  of 
the  most  notaljle  of  Roman  processions.  Stran- 
gers passing  up  and  down  the  Corso  during  the 
earlier  part  of  the  afternoon  must  have  been  a  lit- 
tle puzzled  to  know  why  so  many  of  the  balco- 
nies and  windows  were  being  gradually  draped 
with  tapestries  and  colored  damasks  or  gaudy 
silks,  just  as  in  the  Carnival  time — decoraticms 
extending,  too,  into  the  streets  on  the  eastern  side 
of  the  Corso  ;  and  towards  five  o'clock  there  was  a 
considerable  gathering  about  the  Piazza  Colonna; 
the  balconies  and  windows  were  teeming  with 
heads,  and  the  streets  leading  up  to  and  about 
Santa  ^laria  in  Via,  and  the  Piazzas  of  San  Clau- 
dio  and  San  Silvestro  were  alive  with  people  of 
every  class,  on  foot  or  in  carriages. 

After  describing  the  procession,  the  correspond- 
ent continues : 

The  scene  in  the  Piazza  Colonna,  round  which 
the  procession  went,  was  the  most  striking  fea- 
ture. The  crowds  were  so  immense,  the  re.'-pect 
was  so  real,  and  the  soldiers  of  the  barrack  were 
all  in  a  line.  And  slowly  the  procession  came 
up,  passed  along  the  Corso  till  it  turned  up  the 
Muratte,  and  made  its  way  by  the  cross  streets 
back  to  the  church,  where  was  Benediction  with 
the  relic,  as  had  been  given  twice  already  at  dif- 
ferent points  of  the  route. 

What  the  correspondent  says  of  Englisli  boys 
may  be  applied  to  those  of  our  country  ;  but  we 
think  the  fault  is  not  to  be  attributed  entirely  to 
Our  Boys.  They  are  generous  and  courageous,- 
but  have  never  been  made  sufficiently  aware  of 
the  favorable  "opening"  they  have  to  di.'^play 
their  generosity,  if  not  their  valor. 

While  every  week  brings  its  new  donations 
from  other  countries,  England  alone  hangs  fire, 
and  there  are  English  in  Rome  this  winter  who 
have  declined  to  sign  the  address  to  the  Holy 
Father.  All  the  more  reason  that  sometliing 
should  be  done  to  remove  the  reproach  from  the 
nation.  On  the  other  hand,  I  hear  that  the  Holy 
Father  has  been  greatly  touched  by  receiving 
from  the  boys  of  a  Jesuit  college  in  Ireland  an 
address,  signed  by  the  names  of  these  spirited 
fellows,  and  a  present  of  £50  collected  amongst 
themselves.  There  must  be  noble  stuff  in  Irish 
school  boys,  when  they  can  come  forward  just 
now  in  a  way  so  unmistakable  as  thii.  Hitlierto 
it  has  been  flattering  to  one's  national  pride  to 
believe  that  English  boys  were  noble  fellows ; 
but,  while  Italian,  and  French,  and  Irish  school- 
boys—all of  so  little  account  in  English  eyes — 
have  come  forward  to  help  the  Holy  Father  with 
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their  money  and  thoir  blo<:d,  the  English  school- 
boys have  stood  quietly  aloof,  as  it'  it  mattered 
nothing  to  them  whether  the  noblest  cause  iu  the 
world  died  or  lived. 

Who  can  show  cause  why  a  subscription  should 
not  be  taken  up  among  the  students  of  all  the 
Catholic  colleges  of  the  United  States,  and  the 
proceeds  sent  to  the  Holy  Father? 

Why,  then,  not  take  it  up  ? 

The  Monde  gives  the  news  from  Rome  up  to 
the  17th  of  April.  Papal  Chapel  was  held  in  St. 
Peter's  on  Palm  Sunday.  The  Holy  Father  en- 
tered the  Basilica,  accompanied  by  the  attendance 
usual  on  great  Solemnities.  He  blessed  the 
palms,  and  took  part  in  the  procession,  and  was 
present  at  the  ilass,  which  was  celebrated  by  his 
Emmence  the  Cardinal  Bilio. 

The  grand  ceremonies  of  Holy  Week  were  just 
commencing.  Last  year  the  newspapers  of  Flor- 
ence when  speaking  of  the  benediction  given  by 
the  Pope  on  Holy  Tiiursday,  said:  It  is  the 
last !     The  wish  was  father  to  the  thought. 

The  presence  of  several  foreign  vessels  at  Civita 
Vecchia  gives  rise  to  many  commentaries.  There 
are  two  American  vessels  :  the  Augusta,  Captain 
Murry, — with  180  men,  and  nine  cannons ;  and 
the  Monitorj  Miantonumock,  Beaumont,  Comman- 
der— 180  men  and  four  cannons. 

The  faithful  of  the  diocese  of  Nantes  support 
thirty-one  volunteers  foj  the  Papal  Army. 


Rev.  Father  Hofb.\uer. — On  the  9th  of  Feb- 
ruary last,  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  the  Rites 
was  assembled  to  decide  upon  the  introduction 
of  the  cause  of  the  servant  of  God,  the  Rev.  Fa- 
ther Hofbauer,  a  Moravist  Liguoriaii,  who  died 
about  fifty  years  ago.  We  find  in  the  life  of  this 
saintly  religious  the  recital  of  an  incident  which 
seems  to  have  determined  his  vocation.  He  was 
only  nine  years  old  when  he  lost  his  father.  On 
his  return  from  the  cemetery,  his  mother,  a  woman 
of  no  ordinary  piety,  spoke  to  him  the  following 
words :  "  My  child,  weep  no  more,  you  will  not 
be  an  orphan,  for  I  have  found  you  a  father 
whom  death  cannot  take  away  from  you.  Here, 
my  child,"  she  added  while  opening  the  door  of 
the  room  of  the  deceased,  "  behold  the  Father 
you  will  love  and  serve  henceforth."  The  child 
found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a  large  crucifix, 
fell  at  once  on  his  knees  and  did  not  rise  until 
he  had  vowed  in  his  heart  obedience  and  fidelity 
to  his  Father,  Jesus  crucified.  Such  was  the 
starting  point  of  a  life  wholly  consecrated  to  the 
love  of  God  and  the  conversion  of  souls. 


CHILDEEN'S  DEPASTMENT. 


For  the  Ave  Mabia. 

OFPEEi:fGS  TO  THE  QUEEN  OF  MAY  lEOM 
THE  CHILDREN  OF  MAEY. 

Thiiid  Offering. — Modestt. 
Another  gem  we  bring  to  day, 
The  Virgin's  treasure — modesty. 
The  Christian  Virgin  ne'er  can  be 
Pleasing  to  Earth,  to  Heaven,  to  thee, 
When  yields  her  cheek  no  modest  glow. 
No  diffidence  adorns  her  brow  ; 
For  Mary's  children  e'er  must  be 
The  portrait  of  hel-  modesty  : 
]Modest  in  thought,  in  word,  in  eye ; 
]\Iodest  e'en  when  no  danger  's  nigh. 
Robed  in  this  garb  of  priceless  worth, 
A  Bone  for  Heaven  she  blooms  on  Earth; 
A  fragrance  'round  her  virtues  spread ; 
A  luster  o'er  her  path  is  shed, — 
No  ill  can  harm  her — all  must  yield 
When  modesty  becomes  her  shield. 


"THEOLAi"  A  TALE  OF  EAELY  TIMES. 

BY  MARIAPHTLOS. 

CHAPTER  IX.— The  Last  Scene  of  All. 

The  parting  was  over !  How  Manlius  returned 
again  and  again  to  clasp  the  beloved  one  in  his 
arms;  how  little  Angelicus  clung  screaming  to 
his  mother's  robes  and  had  to  be  torn  away  at 
last;  how  the  Lady  Thecla  kept  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  Heaven  until  all  was  over,  oh,  who  could 
describe  ?  But  when  all  were  gone  then  the  ag- 
ony commenced,  all  her  fortitude  forsook  her: 
great  clouds  fell  darkly  upon  her  soul  and  shut 
out  the  bright  visions  that  had  hitherto  sustained 
her.  She  cast  herself  down  upon  the  cold,  stone 
floor  of  the  cell  and  strove  to  pray.  But  no 
prayer  seemed  to  pass  her  lips.  Then  dread 
temptations  overwhelmed  her  with  more  than 
mortal  anguish.  The  world,  it  was  so  bright, — 
Manlius,  Angelicus,  to  be  torn  from  them !  to  be 
beheaded — terrible  thought !  What  kind  of  a 
sensation  would  it  be?  Would  she  feel  the  axe 
much,  and  would  there  be  any  consciousness  after 
her  head  was  severed  from  her  body  ?  Strange 
fancies,  yet  very  natural,  even  with  the  holiest 
martyrs.     The  very  essence  of  their  heroism  con- 
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sists  in  encountering  such  thoHghts,  overcoming 
them  and  going  on  bravely  to  the  end. 

Then  the  poor,  dear  confessor  of  Christ  moaned 
in  her  utter  desolation.  But,  thanks  be  to  God, 
relief  came. 

A  vision — a  reality  once!  She  saw  a  garden 
and  One  lying  flat  on  His  face,  even  as  she  herself 
lay.  His  agony  was  beyond  the  limits  of  human 
intellect,  for  it  was  the  agony  of  a  God.  She  saw 
the  green  grass  grow  crimson  under  Him, — tinged 
red  with  the  sweat  of  the  Man-God  in  HIh  aban- 
donment. She  saw  the  angel  come  with  the  bitter 
chalice ;  she  heard  the  Forsaken  One's  pathetic 
prayer  :  "  Father,  if  it  be  thy  will  let  this  chalice 
pass  from  me ;  but  not  my  will  but  thine  be  done." 
Not  My  human  will,  oh  no,  My  Father,  let  it  not 
bend  Us  from  the  necessary  sacrifice  !  And  then 
she  saw  the  traitor  and  his  wicked  followers, — 
she  heard  the  treacherous  kiss — oh,  dreadful  kiss, 
that  gave  a  Redeemer  up  to  those  who  thirsted 
for  His  Blood,  and  yet  gave  redemption  to  man- 
kind. 

She  then  fell  into  a  troubled  sleep,  with  a  sense 
of  abandonment  and  weariness  weighing  her 
down.  The  grey  dawn  was  creeping  through  the 
bars  ot  her  cell,  when  she  felt  a  touch  on  her 
shoulder.  She  raised  her  head  slowly  and  lan- 
guidly. 

"  Daughter,  arise !"  said  an  old,  bent  man,  en- 
veloped in  a  long  cloak.  "Arise,  a  visitor  is  here. 
He  has  come  to  comfort  thee."  , 

"  Who  are  you  V"  asked  the  lady  in  great  fear, 

"  I  am  a  most  unworthy  son  of  the  Church. 
With  much  difficulty  I  have  come  to  thee  to- 
night." 

♦'  But  who  is  the  other  visitor  of  whom  you 
spoke  ?"  asked  the  lady,  still  on  her  knees. 

"  Thy  Saviour,  Jesus,"  answered  he. 

"And  you — " 

"  I  am  a  priest." 

"  Thanks  be  to  my  good  God.  Now  welcome 
death,  torture,  for  my  Lord  hath  come  to  His  un- 
worthy servant." 

Her  confession — the  record  of  an  innocent  life — 
was  soon  over,  and  the  lady  was  absorbed  in 
thanksgiving. 

For  two  long  hours  after  the  departure  of  the 
priest  the  lady  remained  upon  her  knees.  He  had 
come  to  her — that  was  enough.  She  prayed  first 
for  the  suffering  Church  of  God,  then  for  Man- 
lius  and  her  child.  She  prayed  for  all  her  ene- 
mies, especially  Raucus,  that  He  who  had  shown 
her  such  merciful  goodness — who  had  sustained 
and  strengthened  her  in  the  hour  of  trial — might 


touch  their  hearts  with  His  blessed  grace  and 
bring  them  to  a  knowledge  of  the  truth.  She 
was  thus  engaged  when  she  heard  the  sound  of 
many  voices  and  the  noise  of  heavy  feet.  They 
stopped  at  her  door,  but  it  was  not  the  dear  hus- 
band, the  child,  the  good  soldier, — oh  no,  but  en- 
emies, tigers,  coming  to  take  her  to  what  they  im- 
agined was  her  disgrace,  but  ,what  ahe  knew  was 
her  triumph. 

The  door  opened  and  Raucus  entered.  An  ex- 
pression of  demoniac  glee  was  upon  his  withered 
face. 

"  Madame,"  he  said,  "  the  hour  is  come.  The 
state  demands  your  blood." 

"  Thanks  be  to  God,"  answered  the  Lady  Thecla. 

"  Yet,  madame,  you  have  yet  a  chance.  I  can — " 

"Enough,  sir, — speak  no  more  to  me.  And 
now,  sir,  listen  to  me.  You  have  insulted  me; 
you  have  persecuted  me;  you  have  followed  me 
with  a  spirit  of  hatred  which  I  will  not  judge, 
but  which  I  leave  to  God.  But,  mark  me,  sir, 
your  course  is  nearly  run,  and,  mayhap,  I  shall  be 
your  accuser  before  the  tribunal  of  Jesus  Christ. 
And,  mark  again,  yori  will  he  there .'" 

The  Lady  was  led  off  to  execution  heavily 
chained.  Down  through  the  dark  and  fetid  cor- 
ridors— out  through  the  iron  grated  gate,  and  she 
was  in  the  street.  The  glare  of  light  at  first  blind- 
ed her,  but  after  a  while  she  could  distinguish 
the  sea  of  faces  gazing  at  her.  All,  or  nearly  all, 
scowled  upon  her  with  pagan  hatred.  She  looked 
about  her  to  see  if  Manlius  was  there,  and  she 
was  successful.  Very  near,  yet  disguised,  washer 
faithful  husband.  She  bent  her  head  and  smiled, 
and  the  procession  moved  on.  The  mob  roared 
and  hooted  and  hissed,  but  she  heeded  them  not; 
nay,  she  gloried  in  it,  for  her  thoughts  reverted 
to  Him  who  had  suffered  far  more, — and  He  was 
the  Creator  of  all  those  who  scoffed  at  Him  ! 

As  the  Lady  Thecla  was  a  Roman  lady,  her 
death  was  to  be  by  the  axe.  But  Raucu.s,  in.epired 
by  personal  hatred,  had  bad  a  cauldron  of  boiling 
oil  prepared  in  order  to  test  the  strength  of  her 
attachment  to  the  faith  of  the  Nazarene,  as  he 
termed  our  Blessed  Lord. 

She  reached  the  place  of  execution  and  ascended 
the  steps. 

"  I  demand  that  this  woman  be  subjected  to  the 
ordeal  of  the  cjtuldron  of  oil,"  croaked  Raucus. 
"An  enemy,  as  she  ie,  of  the  divine  Emperor, 
whom  may  the  gods — " 

"  Peace,  Raucus,  peace,"  exclaimed  Catullus, 
the  Prefect,  "she  is  a  Roman  lady,  and  it  shall 
not  be." 
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"  But,  good  sir,  I  bold — " 

"Peace,  I  sjiy,  sir!"  thundered  the  Prefect. 
"Methinks,  lluucus,  thou  bast  a  personal  spleen 
against  the  lady.  I  respect  the  divine  Emperor 
as  much  as  thou,  but  justice  must  be  done." 

Raucus  sneaked  off  to  one  side  of  the  platform 
and  desisted  from  any  further  remark. 

And  now  the  ble|sed  martyr  of  Christ  was  sum- 
moned to  the  block. 

"  Sacrifice  to  the  gods,  madame,"  said  Catullns, 
"  and  you  may  go  free.  Indeed,  I  feel  grieved  to 
see  a  lady  of  your  position  and  birth  here  today. 
Here,"  continued  he,  offering  her  a  piece  of  in- 
cense, "  throw  that  on  this  fire  and  shj  Dii  im- 
mortalea  and  the  business  is  over.  Now  do,  do, 
madame." 

But  the  answer  came  clear  and  quickly. 

"  Never !" 

"  Executioner,  do  your  duty,"  said  the  Prefect. 

Thecla  looked  her  last  upon  the  crowd ;  a  priest 
was  there,  who  raised  bis  hand.  She  bowed  her 
liead,  received  the  last  absolution,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment her  blessed  soul  was  with  God. 

"  Here  is  your  tenth,  fellow,"  said  the  Prefect, 
handing  a  sum  of  money  to  Raucus. 

"No  more  than  a  tenth  !  Why,  sir,  the  divine 
Emperor — " 

"  No  niore  about  the  divine  Emperor,  I  pray 
you,"  said  Catullus,  scornfully.  "  Take  thy  blood- 
money  and  go  tiiy  way." 

Raucus  took  the  money  and,  breathing  a  male- 
diction, was  about  to  depart  when,  striking  his 
foot  against  a  block  of  wood,  he  stumbled.  He 
fell  from  the  scaffold;  a  terrible  shriek  terrified 
the  spr^ctators  !  They  rushed  to  the  cauldron  and 
drew  forth,  not  a  man,  but  a  skeleton.  It  was 
Raucus !  and  the  words  of  the  martyr-mother  were 
fulfilled — Thecla  and  Raucus  stood  before  the  tri- 
bunal of  Jesus  Christ ! 

A  secret  room  and  a  dead  body  lying  upon  a 
raistd  stand.  Numbers  of  faithful  Christians 
about  it.  It  was  the  mutilated  body  of  the  blessed 
martyr  Thecla.  Sudd  nly  a  strong,  tall  man  ap- 
proached, with  a  child  in  his  arms.  The  little 
boy  had  a  rose  in  his  hand. 

"  Father !  I  will  place  my  rose,  this  time,  on 
my  mother's  body.  She  is  with  the  angels,  is  she 
not,  dear  papa  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  child,  yes!"  answered  he. 

"And,  dear  papa,  I  hope  you  will  not  be  angry 
with  me,  would  you  like  me  to  be  with  mamma?" 

"Yes,  dear  Angt^licus;  yes,  child." 

Tiie  little  boy  approached  the  bier.     He  placed 


a  blooming  red  rose  upon  his  martyr  mother's  bo- 
som, and  then  bent  over  to  kiss  her  pale  features. 
He  remained  a  long  time  thus.  His  father  ap- 
proached to  raise  him.     lie  was  dead  ! 

*****         *♦* 

Some  months  afterwards  a  monk,  in  toga  and 
sandals,  was  walking  the  streets  of  Rome.  His 
cheeks  were  furrowed  with  grief,  and  he  seemed 
to  heed  not  the  words  of  an  humble  companion 
who  followed  him.  Presently  a  crowd  passed  by, 
surrounding  a  common  cart,  in  which  was  a 
venerable  old  man. 

"  Who  is  that  ?"  asked  the  monk. 

"  One  Publius, — once  a  Senator,  now  a  miser- 
able criminal,"  answered  one  of  the  bystanders. 

"  What  was  his  crime  ?"  asked  the  pilgrim. 

"  He  was  a  Christian,"  answered  the  pegan. 

The  questioner  said  no  more,  but  passed  on. 

"  Terentius,  it  reminds  me  of  Thecla,"  said  the 
monk. 

"  Dear  Manlius,  grieve  not !  God  hath  his  own 
wise  ends  in  all  things ;  your  wife  and  son  are  in 
Heaven.  Let  us  now  go  to  our  monastery  and 
patiently  wait  the  coming  of  the  happy  day  of 
meeting,"  and  they  passed  ou  and  disappeared. 
Yet  a  little  while,  oh  Manlius,  and  thou  shalt  be 
with  thy  lost  ones !  Thou  shalt  not  lose  courage, 
for  they  are  interceding  for  thee.  Thy  path  to 
Heaven  shall  be  through  many  tribulations,  but 
thou  shalt  not  suffer  martyrdom.  And  then, 
Terentius,  the  axe  and  fire  await  thee,  and  when 
the  hour  comes  thou  wilt  glorify  God,  and  gain 
the  crown  of  Thecla. 

The  travelers  passed  on, — out  from  the  mighty 
city — out  on  the  Appian  way,  noble  equipages 
flashed  past  them — running  slaves  toiled  past 
them, — roystering  gallants  of  the  city  swaggered 
by,  but  they  were  all  unheeded.  The  sun — an 
Italian  sun — flooded  the  woods,  waters  and  land- 
scape in  the  majesty  of  his  last  evening  smile. 
Even  the  far  off  mountains  grew  purple  in  the 
distant  haze,  and  looked  like  childhood's  dreams 
of  the  eternal  hills. 

They  reached  an  eminence,  and  turned,  to  take 
a  last  look  at  the  imperial  city.  There  it  lay,  its 
splendor  increased  by  the  flood  of  light. 

"  Is  it  not  lovely  !"  whispered  Terentius. 

"  On  the  surface,  yes,  dear  Terentius,  but  there 
is  a  something  beneath  that  fair  exterior  that 
cries  out  to  Heaven  for  vengeance." 

"  What  is  that,  Manlius  ?" 

"Pride  and  pagan  corruption,"  answered  he. 
"But  I  see  something  more  beautiful !  oh,  a  thou- 
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sand  times  more  beautiful,  dear  Terentius!"  ex- 
claimed Manlius  with  sudden  energy. 

"And  what  is  that?"  asked  Terentius. 

"  The  Cross  above  the  shattered  idols  of  Rome." 

"Thanks  be  to  God."  Tlie  listeners  looked 
with  awe  upon  the  inspired  features  of  Manlius. 

"  An(i  I  see  more,  dear  Terentius." 

"What  do  you  see  more,  oh  Manlius?"  the 
listener  asked. 

"  I  see  Tllfecla — I  see  Angelicus,  and  they  beck- 
on to  me.  I  am  coming,  dear  ones,"  be  continued 
clasping  his  hands,  "a  little  while,  and  we  shall 
meet  to  part  no  more." 

And  the  listener  said — "Amen." 
[the  end.] 


CONFIDENCE  OF  THE  MINIMS  OF  NOTEE 
DAME  IN  THEIR  OWN  PEAYEES. 

It  was  Hoi y  Thursdiy ;  the  Gloria  in  exelsis 
had  filled  the  Church  with  its  angelic  sounds  of 
glad  tidings;  to  the  deep,  rich  notes  of  the  organ, 
were  added  the  full  harmony  of  a  band  of  wind 
instruments,  and  the  full  swing  of  all  the  chime 
bells  in  the  steeple  of  Notre  Dame ;  then  the  Mass 
continued  with  all  the  expressive  silence  which 
the  Church  uses  at  this  mournful  epoch  to  remind 
the  faithful,  of  the  agony  of  the  Passion  of  our 
Redeemer.  The  sacred  Host  for  the  Mass  of  the 
Pre  sanctified  ha  I  been  borne  in  solemn  procession 
by  the  Priests,  Deacons,  Sub  deacons,  Seminarians, 
Brothers  and  acolytes,  through  the  aisles  of  the 
Church,  and  down  the  winding  steps  that  lead  to 
the  crypt  or  lower  chapel,  in  which  the  Re- 
pository had  been  prepared.  The  cortege  had 
returned  to  the  now  desolate  Sanctuary,  to  chant 
in  low  sad  strains  the  mournful  psalms  of  the 
Vespers  of  the  day.  Those  touching  plaints  that 
so  feelingly  express  the  patience  of  our  Saviour, 
when  He  meekly  and  patiently  bore  all  the  calum- 
nies of  His  enemies  ;  the  tender  complaining  of 
the  Messiah  against  the  perfidy  of  Judas,  the 
persecutions  of  the  Synagogue,  and  the  abandon- 
ment of  His  disciples.  Considerabam  ad  dexteram 
et  mdeham  et  non  erat  qui  cogrtoscsret  me  —  "I 
looked  on  my  right  hand,  and  behold,  there  was  no 
one  that  would  know  me."  Then  the  high  Altar 
was  stripped  of  all  its  rich  ornaments;  for  what 
need  of  flowers,  lights  and  rare  vases,  when  the 
Tabernacle  was  desolate! 

It  was  noon  as  all  left  the  Church ;  but  no  bell 
sounded  the  midday  Angelus;  all  repaired  in  si- 
lence to  their  nf.ctoiies.  The  joyous  sounds  of  recre* 
all  )n  that  ever  follow  dinner  were  not  heard  on  this 


day.  While  all  around  Notre  Dame,  seemed  to  feel 
the  impress  ot  t  he  season,  the  news  was  received  that 
Archbishop  Spalding  was  dying!  As  it  passed 
from  one  department  to  the  other,  it  sent  a  pang 
to  every  Catholic  heart,  from  the  gray  headed  old 
Brother  Patrick,  who  thirty  eight  hours  after- 
wards was  borne  to  his  own  grave,  to  Eddy  the 
youngest  minim  who  loves  to  tell  how  "good 
Archbishop  Spalding  blessed  me  and  the  statue 
of  Uur  Lady  of  the   Sacred   Heart   last  year." 

The  venerable  Archbishop  dying !  At  this 
thought,  oh !  so  earnestly  prayed  every  heart  that 
God  would  not  deepen  the  solemnities  of  Holy 
Week  by  taking  from  His  Church  its  venerable 
and  eloquent  Metropolitan.  We  knew  that  the 
body  of  the  saintly  Bishop  Timon,  was  lying  in 
state  before  the  high  Altar  of  the  Cathedral,  that 
his  zeal  had  erected  ifi  Buffalo  ;  but  he  had  gone 
from  us  in  the  fulness  of  years,  and  earnestly  we 
prayed  that  God's  Holy  will  would  give  even 
longer  life  to  the  Archbishop. 

Early  in  the  afternoon.  Very  Rev.  Father  Pro- 
vincial went  to  St.  Mary's  to  tell  the  sad  news 
and  request  the  prayers  of  all,  particularly  of  the 
juveniles,  in  whose  innocent  petitions  he  has 
great  confidence.  At  the  same  time  one  of  the 
religious,  connected  with  the  Minim  Department 
at  Notre  Dame,  exhorted  all  those  little  ones  to 
offer  their  most  fervent  prayers  for  the  Arch- 
bishop's recovery. 

The  afternoon  of  Holy  Thursday  slowly  passed 
away.  At  two  o'clock  the  touching  ceremony  of 
the  "Washing  of  Feet  "  by  the  Very  Rev.  Father 
Provincial  took  place,  in  the  deserted  sanctuary. 
At  five  the  faithful  again  repaired  to  the  Church 
to  assist  at  the  mysterious  office  of  Tend)rci, 
wherein  the  abandonment  of  our  Blessed  Sa- 
viour andthe  flight  of  his  disciples,  are  represented 
by  thesuccessiveextinction  of  the  waxlightson  the 
triangular  chandelier,  placed  in  the  sanctuary, 
while  the  choir  chant  the  psalms  relating  to  the 
Passion. 

Once  again,  when  the  shades  ot  night  covered 
the  earth,  and  the  Church  was  dimly  illuminated 
by  the  lights  attached  to  the  huge  black  Cross 
that  formed  the  only  ornament  of  the  high  Altar, 
the  faithful  assembled  in  the  Church  to  sing  the 
SUihit  Mater. 

During  all  those  hours  a  crowd  was  kneeling 
around  the  Repository  in  the  crypt,  where  re- 
posed the  Majesty  of  our  loving  Redeemer.  The 
hours  of  the  night  were  also  divided  among  the 
adorers  of  the  Mu.st  Prtciiius  Body  an<i  Bioud. 
Manyof  the  Religious,  whose  numes  were  nut  on 
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this  list,  solicited  and  obtained  from  the  Very 
Rev.  Father  Provincial,  the  favor  of  remaining 
all  night  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  to  pray 
for  the  recovery  of  the  Most  Venerable  Arch- 
bishop. 

On  Good  Friday  came  the  long  and  impressive 
ceremonies  of  the  day :  the  Adoration  of  the 
Cross,  the  Mass  of  the  presanctified,  the  recital 
of  the  Passion  of  Our  Blessed  Redeemer  as  re- 
lated by  St.  John. 

The  clear  tenor  voice  of  the  historian,  ever  and 
anon  interrupted  by  the  heartrending  accents  of 
Jesus,  the  sharp  notes  of  the  deicide  Judas,  the 
the  clamors  of  the  perfidious  Jews,  the  shrill 
voice  of  the  maid  servant,  the  angry  denial  of 
Peter,  and  the  smooth  voice  of  the  egotisticil 
Pilate  make  the  chanting  of  the  Passion  one  of 
the  most  affecting  rites  in  the  Liturgy  of  the 
Church;  impressing  the  hearts  of  all  who  hear 
with  emotions  similar  to  those  that  must  have 
filled  the  heart  of  the  Beloved  Disciple,  the  faith- 
ful witness  of  it  all. 

When  the  historian  ends  with  the  interment  of 
the  Sacred  Body  of  Jesus,  the  (.  hurch  offers  a 
series  of  most  pathetic  petitions ;  she  prays  for 
all  the  wants  of  mankind,  showing  that  she  is 
truly  the  Mother  of  man,  and  the  Spouse  of  the 
Son  of  God.  "  All,  even  the  Jews,  have  a  part 
in  the  earnest  pleading  which  the  Church,  in  the 
midst  of  her  mourning,  presents  to  the  Father  of 
Ages,  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross  of  Jesus." 

In  the  afternoon  the  little  chapel  of  the  Holy 
Sepulcher,  in  the  grounds  of  the  priest's  novitiate, 
attracted  the  crowds  that  had  pressed  around  the 
Repository  in  the  crypt  from  Holy  Thursday  until 
the  Mass  of  the  Presanctified.  At  three  o'clock, 
the  "  VV'ay  of  the  Cross"  brought  all  back  to  the 
Church  of  the  desolate  Altar.  At  five,  the  mor- 
tal remains  of  good  old  Brother  Patrick,  who  had 
passed  to  the  reward  of  a  well  spent  life  on 
earth,  were  borne  to  the  cemetery  of  the  Commu- 
nity. The  sun  of  Holy  Saturday  arose.  The 
same  mournful  quiet  rested  over  Notre  Dame. 
From  the  direction  of  St.  Mary's  Academy 
came  a  group  of  Sisters  and  pupils,  among 
whom  was  one  adorned  in  snow  white  robes,  a 
gentle  maiden  from  a  far  off  Southern  home,  com- 
ing to  receive  the  waters  of  Baptism,  and  to  read 
aloud  her  profession  of  Faith  at  the  pjuschal 
font ;  seven  students  of  Notre  Dame  were  already 
in  the  Church,  prepared  to  receive  the  same  Sac- 
rament of  life.  Anon  the  chime  bells  pealed  forth 
their  triumpliant  chorus  to  the  sonorous  voice  of 
the  celebrant,  eutoning   the    Gloria   in  exnUis. 


The  deep  tones  of  manhood,  and  the  treble  notes 
of  children,  mingling  with  the  sound  of  the  or- 
gan, joined  the  refrain  of  this  grand  overture 
that  proclaimed  the  Alleluia  of  the  risen  Lord. 

Yet  during  all  those  hours  not  one  cheering 
word  had  been  heard  to  contradict  the  sad  an- 
nouncement that  the  venerable  Archbishop  of 
Baltimore  was  dying!  Good  Brother  Patrick's 
last  prayer  on  earth  had  been  for  him.  The  first 
petitions  of  the  baptized  ones  to  tMfeir  heavenly 
Father,  was  for  the  restoration  of  the  Chief  of  the 
American  Hierarchy,  and  while  all  commemora- 
ted the  sad  scenes  of  our  dear  Redeemer's  Passion, 
the  petition  went  up  from  every  heart  that  the 
joys  of  the  approaching  Easter  might  not  be  sad- 
dened by  news  of  his  death. 

We  fear  our  little  readers  will  here  say:  "I 
thought  you  were  going  to  tell  us  about  the  'con- 
fidence of  the  Minims  of  Notre  Dame  in  their 
own  prayers'!  Are  you  the  Minims?"  No;  we 
are  not  the  Minims,  and,  begging  pardon  of  our 
young  friends  for  the  digression,  we  return  to  our 
subject. 

Easter  Monday  brought  the  happy  tidings  that 
the  Archbishop  was  considered  out  of  danger.  As 
soon  as  our  Minims  heard  it,  "  Oh,  we  kntw  he 
would  get  well !"  they  all  exclaimed.  A  short 
time  afterwards  Very  Rev.  Father  Provincial  visi- 
ted their  department.  After  giving  them  his 
blessing,  he  told  them  what  good  little  sisters 
they  had  among  the  juveniles  at  St.  Mary's  Acad- 
emy, and  how  fervently  those  sisters  of  theirs 
had  prayed  for  the  recovery  of  the  venerable 
Archbishop  of  Baltimore.  "Oh,  but  it  wasn't 
their  prayers,  but  ours  that  made  him  well !" 
cried,  in  full  chorus,  all  the  Minims  of  Notre 
Dame.  "  Your  prayers !"  said  Father  Provincial, 
"did  you  pray  for  him ?" 

"Why,  to  be  sure  we  did.  Father.  Ever  since 
Thursday,  we  knelt  down  five  times  every  day, 
and  said  the  Our  Father,  Hail  Mary,  the  Remem- 
ber, '  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  pray  for  the 
Archbishop  of  Baltimore !'  and  '  Dear  Lord  Je- 
sus, Thou  didst  say,  at  the  Last  Supper,  '  What- 
ever you  ask  the  Father  in  My  name,  you  shall  re- 
ceive :'  now,  relying  on  Thy  promise,  we  little 
Minims  ask  the  Father  in  Thy  name  to  make  the 
Archbishop  well.'  Besides,"  continued  the  Min- 
ims, "  we  have  a  great  many  more  Minims  here, 
than  they  have  at  St.  Mary's !" 

With  these  unanswerable  proofs,  the  face  of 
every  one  of  the  Minims  fairly  glowed  with  joy 
at  the  thought  of  the  power  of  prayer,  when  of- 
fered up  by  so  many  little  boys. 
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ANTHEMS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HYMNS  OF  THE 
CHURCH  TO  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

BY  THE   MOST  REV.   ARCHBISHOP  SPALDING. 

XV. — The  Holy  Rosary. — Conclusion. 

During  the  Middle  Ages,  called  by  some  Prot- 
estants the  dark  ages  and  by  Catholics  the  Ages  of 
Faith,  there  originated  a  practice  which,  with  all 
its  defects,  was  beautiful  in  its  conception,  and 
highly  useful  in  its  results.  We  refer  to  the  dra- 
matic representations  of  the  prominent  facts  in 
the  lives  of  Our  Blessed  Lord  and  His  Immaculate 
Mother.  These  were  called  the  Mysteries.  Rude 
as  they  often  were  in  their  style  and  grotesque  in 
their  scenic  illustrations,  occasionally  irreverent 
even,  if  you  will,  according  to  our  nicer  modern 
ideas,  they  were  still,  in  their  substance  and  moral 
tendency,  far  superior  to  our  more  refined  and 
polished  modern  dramas,  in  which  false  and  per- 
nicious principles  are  but  too  often  consecrated, 
and  the  worst  passions  deified.  The  great  Myste- 
ries of  Christ  and  the  Virgin  were,  through  them, 
kept  fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  people,  and  the 
very  rudeness  of  the  representation  adapted  them 
all  the  better  to  the  minds  of  a  simple  and  rude 
people,  who  had  but  lately  emerged  from  barbar- 
ism through  the  civilizing  influence  of  the  Church. 

If  no  one  will  venture  to  deny  the  great  utility 
of  preserving  among  Christians  a  vivid  impres- 
sion and  memory  of  the  first  historical  elements  of 
Christianity,  no  one,  we  presume,  will  be  dis- 
posed to  question  the  great  utility  of  the  Myste- 
ries; and  few  considerate  Christians  will  be  dis- 
posed to  rejoice  over  their  discontinuance  in  our 
present  more  enlightened  age — more  enlightened 
in  all  else  than  in  Religiuu.  In  the  Mysteries, 
the  devil  was  always  represented  in  a  ridiculous, 
grotesque,  or  hideous  light;  in  our  modern  drama 
he  is  but  too  often  presented  as  a  some  what  decayed, 
but  very  shrewd  and  respectable  old  gentleman 


of  polished  manners  and  seductive,  if  heartless 
eloquence.  Such  appears  to  have  l)een  at  least 
the  ideal  of  the  great  Protestant  epic  Poet  Milton, 
who  succeeded  so  well  in  writing  "  Paradise 
Lost,"  but  failed  so  signally  in  writing  "  Paradise 
Regained." 

Deeply  sensible  of  the  great  importance  of 
keeping  the  leading  facts  connected  with  the 
beginning  of  Christianity  constantly  before  her 
children,  the  Church  of  God,  with  the  divine 
wisdom  which  is  in  her,  has  not  failed  to  repre- 
sent them,  and  to  reproduce  them  continually, 
almost  with  dramatic  vividness,  in  her  yearly 
round  of  festivals.  The  Calendar  is  a  sort  of  re- 
ligious drama,  with  a  new  scene  commemorating 
some  great  religious  character  or  event,  almost 
every  day  in  the  year. 

The  Holy  Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  seems 
to  have  originated  in  the  same  idea,  and  to  have 
been  perfected  on  the  same  plan.  It  is  also,  in 
some  sense,  a  religious  drama  in  three  Acts,  with 
five  Scenes  to  each  Act.  The  Acts  represent  three 
great  divisions  or  compartments  of  events  in  the 
Life  of  Our  Lord  and  of  His  Mother,  embracing  in 
succession  the  Joyful,  the  Sorrowful,  and  the  Glo- 
rious Mysteries  thereof,  which  were  and  are  so  in- 
timately and  tenderly  conjoined,  that  you  cannot 
separate  them.  The  fifteen  Scenes  fill  up  the  de- 
tails in  the  beautiful  and  impressive  life-drama, 
presenting  to  our  view  all  the  principal  cf)och8  in 
their  joint  lives,  from  the  Incarnation  of  the 
Man-God  in  her  immaculate  womb,  to  her  own 
glorious  Coronation  in  heaven. 

While  piously  meditating  on  these  successive 
Mysteries,  the  Christian  is  directed  to  recite  cer- 
tain forms  of  prayer,  most  of  them  of  divine  ori- 
gin, and  all  of  them  hallowed  and  consecrated  by 
immemorial  usage.  Each  Scene  opens  with  the 
Pater,  or  Lord's  Prayer,  and  closes  with  the 
Gloria,  thus  determining  beyond  the  possi- 
bility of  mistake,  the  character  of  the  devo- 
tion as  mainly  directed  to  the  Father  in  heaven 
and  to  the  whole  Blessed  Trinity.  The  Angelical 
Salutation,  or  Ave  Maria,  as  it  was  uttered  by  the 
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inspired  lips  of  Gabriel  and  Elizabeth,  with  the 
pious  and  most  ancient  adjunct  of  the  Church,  is 
recited  ten  times  during  the  space  intervening, 
thus  keeping  the  attention  directed  throughout 
to  the  central  personages  of  the  devotion,  Jesus 
and  Mary,  united  on  earth,  united  in  heaven — one 
in  heart  from  the  Incarnation  to  the  Coronation. 

The  total  number  of  Ave  Marias  in  the  Rosary 
thus  amounts  to  one  hundred  and  fifty,  the  same 
as  that  of  the  Psalms ;  which  circumstance  has 
caused  some  persons  to  call  the  Rosary  the  Psalter 
of  Mary,  as  the  collection  of  Psalms  is  called  the 
Psalter  of  David.  There  is  thus  a  sort  of  coinci- 
dence between  the  number  of  invocations  which 
are  sacred  to  the  memory  of  the  royal  father  and 
of  his  queenly  daughter. 

But  why  so  much  repetition  of  the  same  form 
of  prayer?  Why  is  so  great,  and  even  undue 
prominence  given  to  the  invocation  of  Mary,  who, 
after  all,  is  acknowledged  to  be  but  a  mere 
creature  of  God  ? 

The  answer  to  both  these  current  objections  is 
obvious,  and  it  has  already  been  given  a  thousand 
times.  A  good  thing  cannot  be  too  often  repeated. 
The  repetition  impresses  it  all  the  more  vividly  on 
the  memory.  Besides,  it  makes  the  devotion  more 
simple  and  easy,  and  thus  adapts  it  better  to  the 
capacity  of  the  uninformed  and  simple-minded, 
who  compose  the  bulk  of  Christians.  The  poor- 
est and  most  untutored  negro  may  recite  the  Ro- 
sary with  as  much  unction  and  fruit  as  the  most 
learned  and  enlightened.  The  latter  class  are 
also  attracted  towards  th«  devotion  by  the  very 
characters  of  simplicity  of  form  and  grandeur  of 
idea,  which  adapts  and  endears  it  so  much  to  the 
former.  Thus  it  suits  all,  and  soon  becomes  a 
favorite  with  all.  The  soul  of  pious  meditation 
on,  or  contemplation  of  the  Mystery  appropriate 
to  each  decade  animates  and  enlivens  the  body  of 
the  vocal  recital.  The  mind  and  the  heart  go 
along  with  the  lips,  and  the  soul  is  fed  with  the 
heavenly  manna  of  devotion,  while  the  lips  recite 
the  time-consecrated  forms  of  praise  and  suppli- 
cation. The  very  simplicity  of  these  frequently 
recurring  forms  requires  no  effort  of  the  memory 
or  stretch  of  the  attention,  and  thus  leaves  the 
mind  all  the  more  free  to  contemplate  during  the 
recital. 

Moreover,  this  practice  of  frequently  repeating 
the  same  form  of  invocation  is  time  consecrated, 
and,  besides  having  the  divine  warrant  of  our  Sa- 
viour's prayer  in  the  garden,  it  is  almost  as  old  as 
Christianity  itself,  among  His  disciples.  We  read 
that  the  pious  Solitaries  of  the  desert,  as  early  as 


the  third  century,  were  in  the  habit  of  reciting 
their  prayers  on  strings  of  grains  or  pebbles — a  spe- 
cies of  chaplet  or  beads — and  that  this  usage,  on 
account  of  its  convenience  and  adaptation  to  the 
capacity  of  even  the  most  rude  and  unlearned,  was 
soon  extended  among  the  different  families  of 
those  men  of  God  in  the  olden  time,  until  it  be- 
came more  or  less  general. 

As  to  the  more  frequent  repetition  of  the  Ave 
than  of  the  Pater  and  Gloria,  we  answer  that  it 
was  to  be  expected  in  a  devotion  peculiar  to  Mary ; 
that  her  part,  though  more  prominent  in  the  space 
assigned  to  it,  is  still  subordinate  in  itself,  which 
is  conclusively  proved,  both  by  what  has  been 
already  intimated  above,  and  by  the  fact  that  in 
the  invocation  to  her  she  is  only  asked  to  pray 
for  us;  so  that  every  thing,  mediately  or  imme- 
diately, is  directed  to  God,  whom  we  honor  and 
invoke  best  when  we  honor  and  invoke  Him 
through  Mary,  His  favorite  and  most  perfect 
creature. 

The  institution  of  the  Rosary  is  generally 
ascribed  to  the  great  Saint  Dominic,  about  the 
close  of  the  twelfth  century.  He  brought  it  into 
general  use  among  the  Catholics  of  Southern 
Europe,  as  a  powerful  weapon  for  the  conversion 
of  the  Albigenses,  foul  heretics  then  swarm- 
ing in  those  parts,  who  trampled  upon  and 
sought  to  overthrow  every  thing  that  was 
most  sacred  in  society  and  in  Religion.  The 
apostolic  Dominic  opposed  them  most  effectually 
with  the  weapons  of  preaching  and  prayer ;  and 
through  these  means  vast  numbers  of  them  were 
reclaimed  to  the  Church.  Even  their  stony  hearts 
all  besotted  with  licentiousness  and  reeking  with 
vice,  could  not  resist  the  sweet  unction  of  the  Ro- 
sary, as  enforced  by  the  heart-stirring  appeals  of 
the  saintly  missionary.  Mary,  by  her  sweet  smiles 
and  by  her  prayers  to  her  divine  Son,  obtained 
for  many  of  those  obdurate  and  corrupt  men  the 
grace  of  conversion  ;  thus  adding  another  to  her 
numerous  claims  to  the  fulfillment  in  her  per- 
son of  the  prophecy  uttered  to  the  first  woman  in 
the  garden  of  Eden  after  the  fall — that  through 
her  Seed  she  should  crush  the  serpent's  head — 
and  verifying  what  the  Church  sings  of  her  in 
the  office :  "  Tu  sola  cunctas  interemisti  hcereses — 
thou  alone  hast  destroyed  all  heresies." 

The  word  Rosary  conveys  a  beautiful  and  poet- 
ical idea.  It  means  a  rosy  garland,  or  even  a 
whole  garden  of  roses.  The  rose  is  perhaps  the 
richest,  the  most  varied,  and  the  most  fragrant  of 
our  flowers.  Mary  is  the  Mystical  Rose  of  the 
Litany ;  and  in  the  Rosary  we  offer  her  an  entire 


AVE     MARIA. 


323 


chaplet  or  crown  of  roses.  The  crown  is  com- 
posed of  fifteen  different  species  of  roses,  with  all 
their  variegated  colors,  and  manifold  and  rich 
significance  of  emblem.  A  suitable  crown  for  so 
fair  and  beautiful  a  Virgin  brow  1 


OONOLUSION. 

And  now  our  task  is  done ;  how  very  imperfect- 
ly, we  are  ourselves  the  most  fully  aware.  The 
mine  is  very  far  from  being  exhausted ;  we  have 
extracted  but  a  very  small  portion  of  its  hidden 
treasures,  and  even  these  we  have  not,  we  fear  us 
much,  exhibited  in  the  most  favorable  manner  or 
under  the  best  light.  But,  considering  time  and 
circumstances,  we  have  done  the  best  we  could 
according  to  our  poor  ability;  and  if  very  halt- 
ingly, at  least  simply  and  earnestly,  have  we  en- 
deavored to  give  forth  some  rude  utterances  in 
prai°e  of  our  sweet  heavenly  Mother.  In  our  own 
feeble  way,  we  have  composed  a  little  Rosary  of 
fifteen  parts,  or  decades,  in  her  honor ;  and  though 
it  is  wholly  unworthy  her  acceptance,  we  are  so 
fully  persuaded  of  her  boundless  goodness  and 
condescension,  that  we  cherish  the  pleasing  hope 
that  she  will  not  turn  away  her  face  from  us,  nor 
wholly  disdain  our  humble  offering. 

If  we  wish,  dear  reader,  to  know  how  beautiful, 
how  radiant,  how  magnificent,  how  sweet,  is  our 
glorious  heavenly  Mother,  we  must  so  live,  so  im- 
itate her  virtues  on  earth,  as  to  be  admitted  to 
her  presence  in  the  mansions  of  the  blessed.  One 
glance  at  her  beaming  face  in  heaven,  one  smile 
from  her  radiant  eyes  and  sweet  motherly  lips, 
will  more  than  compensate  us  for  all  the  toils  and 
sorrows  of  earth.  A.  B. 


For  the  Avs  Mabia. 

TO  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 


BY  BRIDGET   M.   J.   KERNAN. 

Sancta  Maria  !  Virgin  blest ! 
I  come  to  thee  with  heart  oppress'd ; 
Mother,  thou  knowest  what  is  best 
For  thy  poor  child. 

Toss'd  on  the  waves  of  life's  dark  sea, 
I  turn  my  weary  eyes  on  thee ; 
Oh  turn  thy  gracious  gaze  on  me, 
My  Mother  mild. 

Many  a  time  I've  sought  in  vain 
For  strength  and  comfort  in  my  pain, 
Till  grace  came  down,  like  gentle  rain, 
From  thy  bright  throne. 


Oh  keep  me  in  thy  loving  heart, 
And  in  my  griefs,  oh  !  bear  a  part, 
And  bid  all  sin  and  care  depart; 
Make  me  thine  own. 

Pray  for  thy  child,  my  Mother  pure, — 
O  thou  who  art  our  refuge  sure, 
My  soul's  salvation,  oh,  secure ; 
Cease  not  thy  care 

Till  in  yon  heaven  I  take  my  rest, — 
No  more  by  fears  and  trials  oppress'd, 
But  safe  with  thee,  O  Mary  blest. 
Its  joys  I'll  share. 
New  York  City. 


THE  LAST  PLOWESS  OF  MAT. 

[By  the  Author  of  "Grace  Morton,"  etc.,  etc.] 
Farewell  I  'Tis  but  a  little  word;  yet  how 
many  sad  and  tender  emotions  its  utterance 
awakens  I  The  last  farewell  to  one  beloved  ;  to 
the  home  of  childhood  ;  to  scenes  whose  pleasant 
and  touching  associations  have  twined  around 
our  hearts  in  a  thousand  clinging  tendrils — who 
so  happy  as  not  to  know  the  anguish  of  such  fare- 
wells ?  Even  though  the  parting  be  but  for  a 
time ;  though  hope  beckon  us  onward  ;  though  it 
be  but  a  tree  or  a  flower  on  which  we  cast  a  lin- 
gering gaze,  still  is  "  farewell"  a  mournful  word 
to  say.  And  thus  a  shade  of  sadness  mingles 
with  our  joy,  for  now  we  must  bid  farewell  to 
the  "  Month  of  Mary  ;"  soon  will  it  be  gone  from 
us  forever — the  resistless  waves  of  time  roll  on, 
sweeping  its  precious  sands  into  the  great  ocean 
of  the  past.  How  we  shall  miss  it,  the  fairy  sea- 
son— the  beautiful  crown  of  our  "  Queen  of  the 
May  !" 

Other  sweet  seasons  of  devotion  to  Mary  the 
changeful  year  will  bring,  for,  blessed  be  God, 
the  Church  never  wearies  of  sounding  her  praises. 
She  will  call  on  her  children  to  follow  this  sweet 
"  Queen  of  Charity"  as  she  goes  with  haste  to  car- 
ry the  first  benediction  of  the  Incarnate  Gk)d  to 
the  house  of  Zachary  ;  and  for  the  "  Queen  of  the 
Rosary,"  to  cull  the  brightest  gems  from  autumn's 
bowers;  she  will  call  upon  us  to  honor  the 
"Queen  of  Purity"  in  her  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion; and  to  rejoice  with  favored  St.  Ann  on  the 
birth  of  this  sweet  lily  among  thorns, — "  our 
tainted  nature's  solitary  boast," — and  again  to 
admire  this  "Queen  of  Humility,"  in  meek  obe- 
dience submitting  to  the  requirements  of  stern 
Old  Law,  which,  through  her  instrumentality, 
was  to  be  replaced  by  the  New  Law  of  heavenly 
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love.  "With  Gabriel  we  will  bend  in  reverential 
homage  before  the  Queen  "  full  of  grace,  blessed 
among  women,"  and  oh !  with  the  "  Queen  x)f 
Sorrows,"  will  we  not  mingle  sighs  and  tears, 
compassionating  her  dolors,  grieving  for  her  Son's 
sufferings,  sorrowing  yet  more  for  our  sins,  the 
unhappy  cause  of  all !  And  when  August's  gor- 
geous blossoms  open  to  the  dazzling  sunbeams, 
how  exultantly  will  we  hail  the  glorious  "  Queen 
of  all  Saints,"  enthroned  amid  the  splendor  of 
the  court  of  her  Divine  Son,  reigning  with  benig- 
nant power  over  angels  and  men.  Yes,  many  a 
sweet  festival  of  Mary  will  brighten  the  passing 
year,  but  none  will  awaken  the  childlike  exuber- 
ance of  joy,  the  wild  abandon,  even  in  the  tender- 
est  fervor  of  devotion,  that  belong  to  the  Month 
of  Mary,  when  every  votary  is  in  truth  a  child, 
and  the  aged,  earth-weary  pilgrim  feels  once  more 
the  glow  of  enthusiasm  that  brightened  the  merry 
May-days  "  in  the  long  time  ago."  Farewell, 
sweet  month,  with  all  thy  gay  spring  beauty,  thy 
fragrant  bloom,  and  ringing  melodies,  farewell! 
No  longer  shall  we  hear  the  clear,  fresh  voices  of 
children  proclaiming: 

"  'Tis  the  mouth  of  our  Mother, 

The  blessed  and  beautiful  days, 
"When  our  lips  and  our  spirits 

Are  glowing  with  love  and  with  praise. 
All  hail  to  dear  Mary  ! 

The  guardian  of  our  way  ! 
To  the  fairest  of  Queens 

Be  the  fairest  of  seasons — sweet  May  !" 
No  more  will  the  perfumed  air  echo  the  thrill- 
ing music  of  the  sweet  chorus : 
"  Behold  the  month  of  Mary  ! 

It  passes  like  a  white-winged  dove, 
And  through  its  hours  of  beauty 

Resound  our  strains  of  love. 
Beautiful*  Mary,  sweetest  of  mothers, 
O  bless  us  ere  thy  month  departs  ; 
Beautiful  ilary,  sweetest  of  mothers. 
Receive  our  lays,  receive  our  hearts !" 
Sweet  Queen  of  May !     When  again  thy  month 
brings  beauty  and  joy  to  earth,  may  it  find  all 
those  who  now  chant  thy  praises,  still  gathering 
with  unabated  love  and  fervor  around  thy  altars. 
If  any  be  missing  tltere,  let  it  be  those  only  who 
by  the  gate  of  death  shall  have  passed  into  the 
garden  where  blooms  eternal  May,  and  learned 
from  saints  and  angels  how  to  sing  in  fitting 
strains  of  her  who  sweetly  reigns  o'er  them  all ! 
Ah,  there  is  no  gloomy  sadness  in  looking  on 
places  thus  left  vacant  I     Although  bereaved  af- 
fection or  friendship  must  grieve  at  the  thought — 


they  were  here  last  May,  now  the  church-yard 
sods  shut  out  those  dear  features  from  our  long- 
ing eyes,  and  their  voices  will  never  again  be 
heard  in  our  midst — still  there  is  none  of  the  bit- 
terness, the  anguish,  of  a  total  separation.  "  Ab- 
sent in  body — present  in  spirit" — g,h,  yes,  they 
are  still  present  there !  And,  oh !  as  year  by  year 
slips  from  our  grasp  into  the  mysterious  regions 
of  eternity — as  we  realize  oftener  and  with  more 
saddening  consciousness  how 

"From  love's  shining  circle  the  gems  drop  away!" 
as  one  May  after  another  shows  yet  more  vacant 
places  by  the  altar  and  the  hearth,  how  precious 
become  all  those  recollections  which  assure  us  "  it 
is  well"  with  those  "  whose  earthly  places  will 
know  them  no  more  forever." 

Such  a  memory  is  with  me  to-night.  I  recall 
one  of  last  May's  closing  days,  when  a  pale,  frag- 
ile child,  worn  by  long  sickness,  knelt  for  the  last 
time  before  the  holy  Virgin's  altar.  How  vividly 
that  patient  little  face  rises  before  me  now  !  And, 
oh !  the  long  season  of  suffering  that  followed — 
the  bright  summer  months  which  passed  so  wea- 
rily to  the  feeble  invalid — the  beautiful  Septem- 
ber, whose  soft,  bland  breezes  had  no  gift  of  heal- 
ing for  her — and  then,  the  dreary  October  day, 
when  the  coffin  lid  closed  over  that  face,  no 
longer  pallid  and  sad,  but  with  the  fresh,  almost 
smiling  beauty — loveliness  that  life  can  never 
wear — which  rests  like  a  halo  on  the  features  of 
those  who  "  rest  in  peace."  How  often  I  seem  to 
hear  that  dear  childish  voice  ringing  out  the 
closing  lines  of  her  favorite  hymn  : 

"Accept  our  wreath  of  flowers, 
And  be  our  Queen  of  May." 

Happy  child  !  Thou  didst  weave  a  wreath  of 
the  flowers  she  best  loves,  in  that  long  season  of 
suffering.  How  sweetly  bloomed  the  blossoms  of 
gentleness  and  of  patience  during  paroxysms  of 
pain  that  compassionating  ones  could  scarce  bear 
to  witness,  but  which  never  drew  one  fretful 
word,  one  impatient  murmur,  from  "  the  quiet, 
patient  little  thing,"  who  gave  edification  to  all. 
Yes,  more  precious  to  that  sweet  Mother  than  all 
the  flowers  that  earth  can  yield,  were  those  flowers 
of  the  heart  so  meekly  offered  to  her,  and  which 
she  lovingly  turned  into  gems  to  gleam  on  thy 
own  brow  throughout  eternity.  O  faithful  Chris- 
tian matron,  why  should  your  tears  flow  so  sadly 
at  little  Annie's  grave  !  Yours  has  been  a  work 
worthy  of  angels — to  lead  the  orphan  from  the 
darkness  of  ignorance  to  the  blessed  lighf  of 
faith — not  only  to  fill  with  comfort  the  short  span 
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of  life  which  was  allotted  to  one  of  the  children 
of  affliction,  but  to  insure  for  it  a  home  in  the 
kingdom  of  eternal  glory.  "Blessed  are  they  who 
have  a  child  in  heaven :"  but  yet  more  blessed 
surely  are  they  who  lead  thither  the  orphaned  or 
the  friendless,  who  but  for  iluir  active  kindness 
and  faith  might  never  have  sought  its  bright  por- 
tals. This  has  been  your  work,  kind,  gentle 
heart !  Grieve  not  then  when  you  miss  "your  lit- 
tle Annie,"  but  rather  rejoice  that  you  have  added 
another  lamb  to  the  flock  of  the  Blessed  Shepherd ; 
another  bud  to  the  wreath  of  Mary ;  another  an- 
gel to  the  choirs  of  heaven. 

Passing  away  !  The  Month  of  Mary  is  counting 
out  its  last  precious  hours,  but  it  ushers  in  a  sea- 
son yet  more  lovely  and  hallowed — the  Month  of 
Jesus!  Holy  Church  of  God!  how  full  of  the 
poetry  of  religion  are  all  thy  teachings — how 
sweetly  adapted  to  every  want  of  the  human 
heart — how  rich  with  suggestive  thought  and 
meaning.  Thus  is  it  always  ;  thou  pointest  us  to 
Mary,  that  she  may  lead  us  to  Jesus !  thou  givest 
to  her  "  whom  all  generations  shall  call  blessed," 
the  sweet  opening  month  of  the  season  of  nature's 
bloom ;  but  its  full  flush  of  beauty,  its  perfection 
of  loveliness,  thou  offerest  to  Him  "  whose  Name 
is  above  all  names  in  heaven  or  earth."  Thus  is 
Mary  honored, — thus  are  her  children  favored. 

The  parting  gift  of  May  we  bring. 
To  off'er  on  thy  altars,  Mother  blessed! 

The  last  and  sweetest  flowers  of  Spring, 
By  gentle  zephyrs  and  warm  rays  caressed. 
Only  a  few  short  hours 

Of  thy  fair  month  remain 
To  gather  round  our  Queen  of  May, 
A  loving,  loyal  train. 

Take  then,  O  Mother  dear!  our  gift, 

And  with  it  take  our  hearts  to  be  thine  own; 
Our  thoughts  from  earthly  things  uplift. 
And  fix  them  on  our  bright,  celestial  home. 
Lead  us  to  Jesus'  feet ; 
There  let  it  ever  be 
Our  bliss  to  bend,  in  homage  sweet, 
O,  heavenly  Queen,  with  thee ! 


Death  of  Eight  Eev.  Bishop  Lavialle. 

As  we  go  to  press  the  telegraph  brings  us  the 
sad  news  of  the  death  of  another  American  Prelate. 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  Lavialle,  died  at  Bardstown, 
Kentucky,  on  Saturday  evening.  May  11th,  after 
a  long  and  painful  illness.  His  remains  were  to 
be  taken  to  Louisville,  and  the  funeral  ceremonies 
to  take  place  on  Tuesday  the  14th  inst. 


BISHOP    TIMON. 

From  a  valuable  contemporary  we  have  already 
given  our  readers  a  brief  sketch  of  the  life  of  the 
saintly  Bishop  of  Buffalo,  whose  holy  memory 
shall  forever  be  embalmed  in  the  pages  of  the 
Ave  Maria.  Protestant  as  well  as  Catholic  pa- 
pers have  united  in  paying  their  tribute  of  praise, 
respect  and  admiration  to  this  venerable  prelate 
who  full  of  years  and  good  works  ended  the  pen- 
itential season  of  Lent  with  his  last  breath  on 
earth,  to  enjoy,  we  have  every  reason  to  believe 
the  glorious  Alleluia  of  the  eternal  Easter  in 
Heaven. 

Twenty  one  years  ago,  in  his  fifty  first  year,  he 
was  made  bishop  of  the  diocese  of  Buffalo, — con- 
taining at  that  time,  but  one  American  church 
two  German  congregations  and  not  one  Catho- 
lic school.  Ten  times  since  the  date  of  his 
consecration  did  he  visit  Europe  to  obtain  funds, 
priests  and  religious  for  his  infant  diocese ;  for 
the  same  laudable  purpose  he  canvassed  every 
state  in  the  Union  and  visited  Mexico  and  South 
America.  With  what  success  we  may  judge  from 
the  fact  that  at  the  time  of  his  death,  his  diocese 
is  adorned  by  one  hundred  and  sixty  five  churches; 
thirteen  male  religious  institutions,  eighteen  female 
religious  institutions,  sixteen  charitable  asylums, 
a  noble  ecclesiastical  seminary  built  upon  one  of 
the  most  beautifully  pictures^jue  sites  in  the  world, 
overlooking  the  grand  Falls  of  Niagara,  and  con- 
taining within  its  walls,  thirty  five  young  semina- 
rians, who  are  preparing  to  aid  in  the  sacred  min- 
istry the  one  hundred  and  sixteen  priests  at 
present  engaged  in  the  diocese. 

Bishop  Timon  was  a  ripe  scholar  and  in  the 
midst  of  his  untiring  labors  for  the-spiritual  and 
temporal  wants  of  his  diocese,  he  found  time  to 
write  much,  for  the  good  of  religion.  The 
Western  New  York  Ca^AoZ/c,  the  able  and  flourishing 
organ  of  the  diocese,  was  frequently  enriched  by 
articles  from  his  cultivated  and  pious  mind.  And 
how  often  have  not  the  readers  of  the  Ave  'Mjl- 
RiA  been  edified  and  delighted  by  the  precious 
articles  from  his  heart,  so  truly  devoted  to  the 
Blessed  Mother  of  God,  whom  he  ever  so  lovingly 
and  confidently  invoked. 

•  It  cheers  our  heart  to  recall  his  warm  geniai 
letter  of  encouragement  and  approbation  of  our 
thought  of  establishing  a  little  weekly  Messenger 
in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  After  the  appro- 
bation of  Cardinal  Barnabo  and  our  own  Right 
Rev.  Ordinary  it  was  the  first  letter  we  received. 
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A8  many  of  our  readers  may  not  have  seen  it,  they 
will  pardon,  we  are  sure,  the  feeling  that  prompts 
us  to  produce  it  a  second  time  : 

THE  AVE  MAEIA. 

BiTFFALO,  April  5th,  1865. 

Veri/  Rev.  and  Dear  Sir :  I  rejoice  at  your  pious 
thought  of  the  Ave  Maria.  It  must  succeed.  In 
the  pardoning  judgment  upon  fallen  man,  and  in 
the  merciful  promise  to  our  guilty  first  parents, 
cursing  the  hellish  serpent,  God  said :  "I  will  put 
enmities  between  thee  and  the  woman,  and  between 
thy  seed  and  her  seed.  She  shall  crush  thy  head, 
and  thou  shalt  lay  in  wait  for  her  heel."  He  thus 
designated  a  woman,  Mary,  the  second  Eve,  to  be 
the  dawn  of  our  hope,  and  her  Son  to  our  Saviour- 
God.  This  "oracle  of  oracles,"  as  the  ancients, 
whether  Jews  or  Gentiles,  called  it,  was  in  some 
form  treasured  up  in  every  nation  ;  and  what  the 
Prophet  Isaiah  said :  "  Behold  tJie  Virgin  shall  con- 
ceive and  bear  a  Son,"  the  Emmanuel  or  God  with 
us,  for,  as  had  been  promised,  "  God  Himself  did 
come  to  save  us,"  and  He  sent  His  fishermen  to 
convert  the  world  to  the  faith  of  His  human  and 
divine  natures,  in  the  one  person  of  the  Eternal 
Word,  made  fle^h  for  us.  And  these  fishermen, 
His  Apostles,  had  to  speak  of  Mary  when  they 
preached  Jesus  the  God-Man.  Hence,  from  the 
first  judgment  and  sacred  promise  of  redeeming 
mercy,  down  to  the  redemption ;  at  the  Angel's 
salutation ;  at  the  sacred  birth  ;  at  His  first  mira- 
cle ;  even  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  Mary  was  pres- 
ent, wonderfully  associated  with  the  divine  Victim. 
A  woman  and  a  man  thus  became  associated  in 
the  history  of  redemption,  as  a  woman  and  a  man 
were  in  that  of  the  fall. 

And  now,  when  the  great  rebellion  against "  the 
Church  of  the  living  God,  which  is  the  body  of 
Christ,  and  the  fullness  of  Him,"  is  crumbling 
away  in  multiplied  divisions,  the  sweet  and  bright 
AvB  Maria  of  the  Archangel  is  the  harbinger  of 
many  conversions.  Oaude  Maria  Virgo,  cunctas 
Juereseg  sola  interemisti  in  univei'so  mundo  ;  it  is  also 
the  harbinger  of  that  restored  unity  for  which  the 
Saviour-God  so  touchingly  prayed,  in  the  17th 
Chapter  of  St.  John's  Gospel.  Hence,  I  rejoice  at 
your  enterprise,  and  request  you  to  put  me  down 
as  a  subscriber,  (for  life,)  and  accept  for  the  good 
work  the  inclosed  sum,  which  I  would  wish  that  my 
means  would  permit  me  to  increase  a  hundred 
fold.    With  great  respect  and  esteem. 

Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

t  JOHN,  Bishop  of  Buffalo. 

Veky  Rev.  E.  Sorin. 


Bishop  Timon  often  regretted  that  other  occu" 
pations  would  not  permit  him  to  devote  more 
time  to  write  in  praise  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  We 
quote  a  portion  of  a  letter  which  accompanied 
one  of  the  touching  articles  he  sent  to  the  Ave 
Maria:  "I  am  now  making  the  visitation  of  my 
diocese,  and  I  pencil  down  my  thoughts  in  the 
cars,  and  send  them  from  the  different  stations  to 
my  secretary,  in  order  that  he  may  copy  them 
legibly  and  send  them  to  the  Ave  Maria." 

A  short  time  before  his  death  he  had  promised 
a  series  of  articles,  among  the  rest  a  memoir  of 
that  great  servant  of  Mary,  Rev.  M.  Olivier. 
Writing  on  that  subject,  he  says  : 

"  April  21st,  1866 :  I  cheerfully  accede  to  your 
wishes  regarding  the  memoir  of  M.  Olivier,  who, 
I  may  say,  died  in  my  arms  ;  but  it  seems  an  age 
since  that  time.  The  very  active  life  I  have  been 
forced  to  lead,  together  with  new  ideas  and  new 
duties,  has  somewhat  obliterated  my  remembrance 
of  that  long  past  time.  However,  for  the  sake  of 
a  man  I  loved  and  venerated  so  much,  if  God 
spares  life  and  strength,  I  will  try  to  do  it,  if  I 
can  get  dates  and  documents  to  do  it  properly. 
After  the  death  of  this  venerable  man  I  wrote  to 
Nantes,  his  birth-place,  I  believe,  and  where  for 
some  years  in  the  storm  of  the  great  -Revolution, 
he  exercised  the  holy  ministry  of  parish  priest.  The 
curate  of  his  parish  who  answered  my  letter  told 
me  that  at  his  death  he  was  one  hundred  and  four 
years  old.  I  rather  doubt  this,  as  he  himself 
told  me  a  short  time  before  his  death  that  he  was 
ninety  eight.  I  have  been  almost  continually  out, 
visiting  the  diocese  and  preaching  since  I  last 
saw  you,  and  only  returned  about  two  hours  ago." 

From  the  last  letters  we  received  from  this 
saintly  prelate,  we  feared  that  the  Church  would 
soon  lose  his  valuable  services.  We  give  them 
for  the  edification  of  our  readers,  as  we  received 
them: 

Buffalo,  Jan  12th  1867 

Very  Bev.  and  Dear  Sir:  Having  been  absent 
on  painfut  and  laborious  missions,  I  could  not 
answer  yours  of  20th  ult.  sooner. 

I  rejoice  at  the  success  of  your  Ave  Maria,  and 
all  that  I  can  do  to  assure  its  future  will  certainly 
be  done. 

I  have  written  to  different  persons  about  the 
Ven.  Father  Olivier.  I  regret  to  say  that  the  an- 
swering details  are  very  meager.  I  send  you  his 
photograph ;  it  may  awaken  zeal  for  the  holy 
priest. 

I  could  send  you  many  anecdotes  of  missionary 
life  ;  and  I  will  try  to  do  so,  but  I  am  very  weak  ; 
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you  and  your  good  Community  should  pray  for 
me,  that  if  it  be  God's  holy  will,  I  may  be  able 
to  work  a  little  longer  for  the  good  cause  we  all 
love  so  dearly.     Please  pray  for 

Yours  affectionately  in  Christ, 
t  JOHN,  Bisliap  of  Buffalo. 


Buffalo,  Jan.  15th,  1866. 

Very  Rev.  and  Dear  Sir  :  Thanks  for  your  kind 
wishes,  and  kind  promises  of  holy  prayer.  Now 
I  am  occupied  beyond  my  strength:  now  my 
strength  seems  failing;  as  soon  as  God  may  give 
me  time  and  strength,  I  will  comply  with  your 
request.  Pray  for  me,  that  God's  holy  will  be 
done  in  me,  and  that  if  lie  call,  I£e  may  grant  me 
a  happy  death. 

Yours,  most  affectionately, 

t  JOHN,  BiaJtop  of  Buffalo. 

P.  S. — I  remember  the  Hon.  Mr.  Dodge ;  offer 
him  my  best  wishes.  He  will  find  many  of  my 
friends  in  Madrid,  Barcelona,  etc. 

Hon.  Mr.  Dodge,  formerly  our  Minister  to  Spain, 
had  begged  of  us,  when  on  a  visit  here,  to  remem- 
ber him  to  the  good  Bishop,  by  whonti  he  had 
been  married,  and  for  whom  he  entertained  the 
greatest  respect. 

While  we  regret  that  death  deprived  us  of  the 
many  edifying  articles  which  he  intended  for  the 
pages  of  the  Ave  Maria,  faith  bids  us  be  con- 
soled at  the  thought  that  he  is  now  enjoying  the 
reward  ot  his  saintly  apostolic  life. 


IN  MEMORY  or  ET.  EEV.  JOHN  TIMON, 
Eishop  of  Euffalo. 


8.   A.  MAXONE. 


Glad  Easter  chimes  are  ringing, 

But  no  joy  wakes  in  our  breast. 
For  he,  our  Father  and  our  guide, 

Lies  still  in  dreamless  rest ; 
Well  may  we  mourn,  while  tear-drops  fall 

As  fast  as  summer  rain  ; 
But  the  meek  Disciple  of  Our  God, 

We  ne'er  will  see  again. 

A  somber  pall  rests  o'er  the  land, 
In  grief  our  hearts  bow  down. 

But  Faith  points  to  the  radiant  crown 
And  the  glorious  victory  won  : 

And  in  lofty  hall,  and  lowly  cot 
Do  the  hearts'  pure  fountains  flow, 


In  memory  of  the  saintlike  man 
Who  never  had  a  foe. 

Still  is  the  generous  christian  heart, — 

The  great  and  noble  mind. 
That  with  a  child's  simplicity 

A  sage's  power  combined. 
Tears  fall  from  eyes  unused  to  weep, 

For  oft  his  well-loved  form 
Bore  joy  to  many  a  stricken  heart 

When  bowed  beneath  life's  storm. 

No  hollow  pomp  or  pageantry, 

No  proud  or  vain  display, 
Accompanies  that  sainted  form. 

To  its  silent  house  of  clay  ; 
For  he,  whose  pure  and  sinless  soul 

Has  to  its  bright  home  fled, 
Was  self-denying  while  in  life, 

And  still  would  be,  when  dead. 

A  low  sad  requiem  is  heard 

Dirgelike  through  all  the  land, 
While  the  Orphans  breathe  their  tearful  prayer 

For  him,  whose  generous  hand 
Was  always  open  to  bestow. 

And  ready  to  defend  ; 
To  high  and  low, — to  all  he  was 

A  Father  and  a  Friend. 

The  Cross  shines  o'er  St.  Joseph's  Tower, 

The  Church  is  dark  inside ; 
He's  laid  beneath  its  vaulted  halls, — 

His  monument  and  pride; 
The  sad  slow  requiem  is  sung, 

And  in  the  solemn  shade. 
With  incense,  prayer,  and  taper's  gleam 

The  well-loved  form  is  laid. 

The  Church  has  lost  a  faithful  son, — 
A  noble  leader's  gone  ; 

And  oh,  'tis  hard  for  us  to  say- 
Great  God,  "  Thy  will  be  done  !" 

And  all  the  land  laments  for  him 
Now  to  the  earth  consigned. 

Who  freely  gave  e'en  life's  last  day 
To  God  and  to  mankind. 

Like  mockery  seem  the  tears  that  fall 

For  perishing  renown, 
Save  when  the  nobly  good  and  great 

Low  in  the  dust  bow  down  ; 
And  mid'st  the  crowned  and  mitred  dead 

The  world  will  never  know 
One  better  loved,  more  deeply  mourned, 

Than  "John  of  Buffalo." 

[Wentcrn  New  York  Catholic. 
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MAEY,  PATEONESS  OF  THE  UNITED 
STATES. 

BY  MAJOR  HENRY  F.  BBOWNSON. 

"When  tiie  ecclesiastical  authority  of  this  coun- 
try selected  Mary,  conceived  without  sin,  as  the 
tutelary  guardian  of  this  land,  inspired  as  they 
must  have  been  by  the  same  Holy  Spirit  which 
hag  always  influenced  the  councils  of  those  ap 
pointed  to  rule  in  the  Church,  they  founded  a 
claim  to  the  lasting  gratitude  of  every  Catholic 
in  the  United  States.  The  Church  in  every  coun- 
try has  its  patron  saint,  its  angel ;  and  it  is  not 
mere  chance,  the  blind  result  of  accident,  that  in 
one  country,  one,  in  another,  another  of  the  ser- 
vants of  God  is  honored  by  the  special  worship 
and  charged  with  the  particular  patronage  of  the 
faithful.  The  angels  commissioned  by  our  Heav- 
enly Father  to  guard  each  one  of  us  are  not  in- 
different to  their  charge,  but  they  rejoice  at  each 
repentance,  at  every  strenuous  resistance  to  the 
temptations  which  surround  us,  just  as  they  sor- 
row over  our  frequent  derelictions  of  duty.  So 
also  with  nations,  whose  angels  or  ixitrons,  be- 
sides the  ardent  desire  which  tiiey  all  have  of  the 
glory  of  their  Maker,  are  more  especially  interest- 
ed in  the  welfare  of  those  who  are  assigned  as 
their  particular  clients.  It  is  not,  therefore,  a 
small  thing  that  our  American  Church  has  been 
selected  by  Providence  and  the  national  council 
for  the  special  guardianship  of  the  holy  Mother 
of  the  Redeemer.  If  under  the  patronage  of  other 
saints,  the  Church  in  other  lands  has  nourished 
so  fairly  and  borne  such  glorious  fruit,  is  any 
future  too  grand,  too  heavenly  to  predict  of  the 
land  which  is  set  apart  as  the  peculiar  garden  of 
Mary,  the  greatest,  the  most  powerful  of  all  the 
saints?  How  many  wondrous  conversions,  how 
many  cases  of  assistance  in  moments  of  weakness 
and  temptation,  how  many  lights  and  inspira- 
tions in  tinaes  of  doubt  and  difficulty,  how  many 
instances  of  protection  in  danger,  all  of  which 
may  be  directly  traced  td  the  care  and  favor  of 
our  Patroness,  attest  the  loving  and  watchful  care 
which  she  takes  of  us !  Those  of  the  clergy  who 
have  had  the  most  experience  can  relate  the  most, 
but  all  can  tell  of  some. 

The  virtues  which  most  attract  our  attention  in 
the  holy  Mother  of  God,  while  adapted  to  the  ad- 
miration and  imitation  of  all,  seem  more  fitted  to 
be  the  models  of  our  conduct,  just  as  her  sorrows 
and  sufferings  are  such  as  to  create  a  more  inti- 


mate sympathy  with  ours  than  with  those  of 
others. 

The  first  temptation  to  which  the  Catholic 
child  is  subjected  in  this  country  is  one  unknown 
in  the  lands  where  the  faith  is  more  generally  re- 
ceived. As  soon  as  the  child  is  able  to  think  on 
the  subject,  he  is  assailed  with  temptations  against 
his  foith,  and  they  never  leave  him  again.  It  is 
not  the  doubt  of  the  infidel,  but  the  unwilling- 
ness of  the  worldling,  and  the  resistance  to  re- 
straint and  authority  which  is  inherent  in  every 
American.  Then,  too,  the  hurry  after  wealth  and 
position,  which  here  are  placed  within  the  reach 
of  every  one,  no  matter  what  his  birth  or  his  ed- 
ucation, together  with  all  the  inducements  to  ly- 
ing, deceit,  dishonesty  of  conduct  and  theircon- 
comitant  vices.  Drunkenness  and  impurity  are 
also  encouraged  by  the  constant  change  and  ex- 
citement of  the  whole  nature  consequent  upon  the 
unsettled  and  ever-varying  character  of  the  na- 
tional life. 

If  the  Catholic  will  for  a  moment  forget  these 
and,  but  for  a  short  time  even,  reflect  upon  the 
example  left  us  in  the  story  of  our  national  Pat- 
roness, he  cannot  but  return  to  the  business  of 
daily  life  stronger  in  mind  and  will  to  combat 
against  the  allurements  of  evil  and  to  run  in  the 
coui-se  presented  so  fascinatingly  to  his  imagina- 
tion. Who  could  honestly  meditate  for  an  hour 
on  the  difference  between  the  ordinary  life  of  the 
majority  of  those  most  envied  for  their  success  in 
the  world,  obtained  by  fraud  and  dishonesty,  and 
the  calm,  holy,  virtuous  life  of  the  Virgin  Mother 
from  the  moment  of  her  conception  to  her  sacred 
death,  and  not  rise  with  loathing  for  the  former 
and  love  and  emulation  of  the  latter  ?  What  at- 
tractive loveliness  surrounds  her  earliest  years, 
when  she  the  best-beloved  of  all  the  creatures  of 
the  Creator  loved  best  of  all  jjlaces  the  house  of 
her  Maker,  best  of  all  duties  the  service  of  her 
Lord  !  Nothing  is  so  lovely  as  innocence,  nor  is 
any  innocence  half  so  lovely  as  that  which  has 
never  been  contaminated  with  even  so  much  as 
original  sin.  All  other  human  innocence  grows 
pale  beside  that  of  Mary.  During  her  earlier 
years,  living  in  the  temple,  looking  forward  to  the 
promised  coming  of  the  Messiah,  praying  for  His 
speedy  approach,  and  never  in  her  humility  im- 
agining that  she  of  all  the  maidens  of  Israel  was 
chosen  by  God  to  be  the  only  one  instrumental  in 
His  Incarnation,  she  passed  her  time  in  prayer 
and  good  work,  in  humility  and  hope,  in  faith 
and  divine  love. 

Let  us  glance  but  for  a  moment  at  her  after  life, 
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and  there  too  we  find  the  most  attractive  model 
for  our  imitation.  How  humbly  obedient  she 
was  in  all  things  to  him  who  was  authorized  to 
command  her,  regardful  of  others,  patient  in  tri- 
als and  dangers,  and  suffering,  and  contempt ; 
and  powerfully,  yet  modestly,  cooperating  with 
its  founders  in  the  establishment  of  the  Church  ! 
In  her  many  sorrows  she  is  likened  unto  each 
one  of  us,  save  in  the  faults  to  which  we  owe  most 
of  our  sufferings.  In  her  painful  journey  to  a  dis- 
tant heathen  land,  in  her  despised  poverty  and 
suspected  virtue,  in  her  lowly  life  in  Egypt  and 
at  Nazareth,  in  her  foreknovvledge  of  her  agony, 
and  in  the  loss  and  death  of  her  divine  Son,  how 
much  thei*e  is  to  unite  her  with  us  in  the  closest 
and  holiest  sympathy  !  Christ  dying  surrendered 
her  as  our  Mother  to  us  all ;  but  we  in  this  coun- 
try have  a  special  claim  on  her  maternal  love  and 
sympathy,  acquired  by  the  act  of  the  National 
Council  decreeing  what  Providence  had  foreor- 
dained that  we  should  be  in  an  eminent  manner 
the  children  of  Mary. 


EEMINISOENOES  OF  ET.  EEV.  BP.  BEUTE. 

ViNCENNES,  Feb.  25th,  1867. 
Very  Rev.  Dear  Fatlter : — I  received  your  letter 
expressing  a  desire  that  I  should  write  an  article 
for  the  Ave  Maria  on  the  devotion  of  Bishop  Bru- 
t6  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  It  would  indeed  be,  as  you 
say  a  pleasure  for  me  and  also  an  honor  of  which 
I  feel  I  am  little  worthy,  any  way,  to  write  on  a 
subject  so  beautiful  and  so  well  calculated  to  draw 
out  something  of  the  loveliness  of  his  own  saintly 
countenance.  But  this  request  of  yours  forces 
again  on  me  a  reflection  which  I  and  many  others 
no  doubt  have  repeatedly  made.  It  is  this ;  it 
seems  that,  in  proportion  as  the  respect  of  Clergy 
and  people  for  Bishoi)  BrutG  manifests  itself  and 
their  desire  to  learn  more  of  him  increases  in  ea- 
gerness, the  paucity  of  the  means  which  provi- 
dence has  left  us  to  to  gratify  their  holy  curiosity 
becomes  more  painfully  apparent  and  again  shews 
itself  to  disappoint  all  expectations.  After  all — 
and  this  is  another  thought  of  a  ct)nsoling  nature 
— it  is  in  him  a  trait  of  likeness  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  herself.  For  if  it  is  the  Divine  Will  that 
"  all  generations  shall  call  her  blessed,"  by  the 
same  Divine  Will  all  the  details  of  her  life,  which 
would  have  interested  so  deeply  every  true  fol- 
lower of  Jesus  Christ  her  Divine  Son,  are  denied 
to  us;  so  that  her  sacred  name  comes  down,  from 
age  to  age,  to  us  at  the  same  time  resplendent  with 


unspeakable  glory  and  surrounded  with  holy  ob- 
scurity. Who  will  reveal  to  us  the  secret  of  God 
in  this  wonderful  counsel  of  his  ?  Herself  perhaps 
"  quia  respexit  humiliUitem  ancillce  suee." 

Although  it  may  astonish  some,  especially,  at  a 
distance  who  chance  to  know  how  long  I  have 
been  the  Rector  of  the  Cathedral  of  Vincennes, 
and  that  scarcely  twenty-eight  years  have  elapsed 
since  S.  G.  Brut(3,  its  first  Bishop,  departed  this 
life, — I  am  unable  to  comply  with  your  demand. 
It  was  my  happiucs  to  see  Bishop  Brut6  in  his 
native  city  when  he  visited  France  to  procure  la- 
borers for  his  arduous  mission  and  to  be  a  witness 
of  the  power  of  bis  saintly  appeal  to  the  Clergy 
of  the  Diocese  of  Rennes  in  Brittany.  I  was  young 
then.  That,  together  with  the  short  duration  of 
his  visit  permitted  none  of  that  intimate  acquain- 
tance which  would  enal)le  an  otherwise  competent 
person  to  speak  of  the  love  of  that  amiable  soul 
for  Mary — the  unspotted,  sweetly  fragrant  lily  of 
Israel.  I  knew  him  no  farther  than  as  a  bright 
vision  of  holiness  never  to  be  effaced  from  my 
mind.  When  four  years  later  I  came  to  Vincennes 
of  itself  a  very,  very  small  and  isolated  spot  on 
this  far  off  continent  but  which  his  name  had  made 
widely  known  and  a  powerful  point  of  attraction 
he  hiid  been  dead  three  months. — We  had  come 
in  advance  of  his  successor  Bishop  De  la  Hailand- 
iere  who  remained  behind  in  Paris  where  he  was 
consecrated.  He  came  one  month  later.  The  scat- 
tered clergy  of  the  large  diocese  for  one-  moment 
congregated  around  him,  and  to  us  young  Levites 
just  arrived  the  impress  of  the  teachings  and  ex- 
amples of  the  holy  Founder  manifested  itself  visi- 
bly in  three  particularly  striking  features  that  were 
to  be  observed  among  them :  1st,  a  remarkably 
deep  sense  of  the  holiness  of  the  priestly  character 
and  of  all  it  required  of  those  that  were  honor- 
ed with  it.  2nd,  that  spirit  of  sacrifice  which 
animates  the  heart  of  real  Missionaries  who 
feel  that  Jesus  Christ,  himself,  who  has  chosen 
them  for  the  work,  expects  that  they  shall  lay  the 
the  foundation  of  His  Church,  and  which  has  no 
thought  of  the  cost  at  which  this  is  to  be  done. 
3d,  last,  but  prominent  with  the  others;  a  truly 
filial  and  particularly  tender  love  for,  and  reliance 
on,  the  holy.  Immaculate  Virgin,  the  mother  of  the 
Master  whom  they  preached. 

This  is  all  /  know,  except  what  follows  may  be 
considered  as  belonging  to  the  su'jject.  But  a 
few  months  after  this  when  Bishop  Hailandiere 
opened  respectfully  his  tomb  in  the  presence  of 
a  few  persons  and  chose  for  his  venerated  remains 
a  final  resting  place  in  his  Cathedral,  he  thought 
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that  nothing  could  please  so  well  the  virginal 
soul  that  had  but  very  lately  yet  animated  them, 
as  to  place  them  in  her  chapel  at  the  foot  of  a 
plain  and  beautiful  statue  of  hers  that  he  (Bishop 
Brut6)  had  himself  procured  in  France.  There, 
between  the  statue  of  the  Virgin  of  virgins  and 
the  altar  whereon  the  Virgin's  Son  is  offered,  mid* 
way  between  them  both,  his  body  sleeps,  preach- 
ing from  that  place  which  is  its  sepulchre,  and 
warning  all  that  see  it,  priests  especially,  by  the 
meaning  language  of  its  presence  on  that  consecra- 
ted spot,  that  the  sure  way  to  learn,  and  acquire 
holiness  and  to  enjoy  one  day  the  respect  due  to 
saints  is  that  which  Jesus  Christ  himself  pointed 
out  to  his  beloved  disciple  from  the  cross  of  Re- 
demption ;  to  behold  in  her  their  mother  and  to 
be  to  her  a  son  according  to  His  own  heart. 

But  it  cannot  be  possible,  you  will  say,  that  you 
never  heard  from  some  of  the  old  missionaries  any- 
thing positive  concerning  Bishop  Brut6's  devotion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  a  devotion  ever  so  dear  to 
all  priests  that  are  worthy  of  the  name,  and  to  saints! 

It  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  Bishop  Brut6 
spent  but  a  short  space  of  his  life  in  Vincennes, 
and  in  that  short  time  he  and  thirteen  priests  had 
to  attend  to,  find  out,  and  gather  together  into 
congregations,  the  few  Catholics  scattered  over 
one  half  of  the  State  of  Illinois  and  the  whole 
State  of  Indiana,  when  there  were  no  railroads,  no 
canals,  and  only  paths  on  which  alone  a  man  on 
borsebadc  could  travel.  His  priests  generally 
were  never  with  him  except  for  a  few  days  at  a 
time,  and  then  only  those  who  were  absolutely 
necessary  and  whom  he  could  conscientiously  al- 
low to  absent  themselves  from  the  large  onerous 
districts  allotted  to  them.  The  traditional  intelli- 
gence I  have,  cannot  but  be  meager.  The  most 
precious  comes  to  me  chiefly  from  Father  Cor- 
be  the  present  respected  Vicar  General  of  the 
diocese  who  lived  nearer  to  him  (ten  miles)  than 
any  one  now  alive  excepting  Bishop  Hailandiere 
who  is  no  more  in  this  country.  Father  Corbe  is 
full  of  anecdotes  relating  to  Bishop  Brut6,  all  of 
them,  especially  as  told  by  him,  extremely  inter- 
esting and  replete  with  edification.  I  heard  from 
his  lips  that  Bishop  Brut6  was  very  exact  in  attend- 
ing to  those  spiritual  exercises  which  the  Church 
teaches  her  priests  in  the  seminaries  where  they 
are  formed.  You  are  aware  that  this  implies  the 
regular  daily  practise  of  many  sweet  prayers  and 
invocations  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  However,  this 
which  he  relates  has  a  particular  bearing.  He 
says,  that  whenever  he  travled  on  horseback  with 
with  any  of  his  priests  (and  most  of  them  hardly 


ever  saw  him  otherwise)  after  chatting  with  them 
for  awhile  in  that  ever  cheerful  manner  of  his  by 
which  he  knew  so  well  how  to  encourage  them  to 
bear  up  with  their  hard  life,  he  never  failed  to 
invite  them  to  repeat  the  beads.  This  done,  he 
resumed  with  his  companion  a  conversation  almost 
always  sparkling  with  wit  of  the  most  amiable 
kind,  soon  however,  stopping  it  to  begin  the  beads 
again.  For  it  was  a  delight  to  him  to  repeat  that 
"  Hail  full  of  grace  "  so  respectful  to  Mary,  so  grand 
in  its  Divine  simplicity,  with  which  God's  deputed 
aigel,  Gal)ritil,  first  greeted  her! 

One  more  fact  is  communicated  to  me  by  Bishop 
St.  Palais  who  now  occupies  the  see  of  Vincennes 
and  who  was  one  of  those  who  crossed  he  ocean 
with  him.  It  bears  the  stamp  of  that  holy  eccen- 
tricity sometimes  observed  in  the  saints,  which  to 
tlie  outward  world  looks  like  an  absence  of  mind 
on  their  part,  but  which  to  an  attentive  observer 
is  indicative  of  the  run  of  their  thoughts  and  the 
preoccupation  of  their  heart.  On  board  of  the  ves- 
sel he  never  failed,  to  wake  up  every  morning 
and  call  to  meditation  the  priests  and  sem- 
inarians whom  he  had  recruited  and  whom  he 
joyfully  led  to  the  wild  regions  of  the  West  to 
labor  with  him,  in  God's  work.  They  had  a 
cabin  all  to  themselves,  that  they  might  be  free 
and  on  the  way  prepare  as  become  missionaries. 
Now  the  mode  which  he  adopted  to  awaken, 
after  the  "  Benedicamus  Domino  "  which  was  not 
always  effective  in  rousing  them, — to  sing  before 
each  bed  the  following  beautiful  strophe  of  a 
sweet  hymn  to  the  Blessed  Virgin :  Virgo  Dei 
Genitrix,  quern  totus  non  capit  ofbis.  In  tua  se  clau- 
it  viscera, /actus  homo.  And  to  repeat  it  until  the 
sleepy  one  actually  got  up.  In  this  manner  he 
permitted  himself  to  infringe  on  the  hour  of  the 
great  silence.  Your  readers  may  guess  from  this 
the  place  which  the  Blessed  Virgin  occupied  in 
his  mind  and  in  his  heart. 

Had  Bishop  BrutS's  papers  and  correspondence 
remained  in  Vincennes,  an  abundant  matter  could 
easily  be  found  to  day,  to  set  before  your  readers 
and  all  instructions,  exhortations,  the  more  prec- 
ious as  those  of  one  whose  memory  is  held  sacred, 
(I  trust  God  will  permit  it  ever  shall).  East  and 
West  by  so  many  of  the  faithful  entertained,  every 
where,  as  they  have  been  time  and  again,  by  some 
one  or  other  of  his  disciples,  of  his  wonderful  holy 
learning;  especially  how  God,  in  his  merciful  de- 
sign to  establish  His  Church  in  this  young  world 
chose  him  eminently  as  one  of  those  that  were  to 
scatter  over  it  first  the  sweet,  the  lovely,  the  un- 
mistakable perfume  of  His  virtues. 


AVE     MARIA. 


331 


I  deeply  regret,  Very  Rer.  Dear  Sir,  that  I  can 
do  no  more  to  satisfy  your  pious  wish  and  those 
of  the  readers  of  the  Ave  Maria.  For  1  tried  in 
in  vain  by  searching  in  this  house  where  the  ven- 
erated Founder  of  our  diocese  lived  and  died  and 
in  his  library  if  I  could  not  find  some  sermon  or 
other  writing  that  might  have  escaped  uunoticed 
when  the  papers  were  sent.  I  found  absolutely 
nothing.  But  all  his  pupils  are  not  dead.  Arch- 
bishop Purcell  nodoul)t  learned  of  him  something 
at  least  of  that  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
which  he  has  always  been  known  to  have.  The 
Very  Rev.  Dr.  McCaffrey  of  Emmitsburg  where 
"Bishop  Brut6  preceded  him  in  the  office  which  he 
fulfills  and  where  he  labored  so  long  and  was  so 
well  known  will  certainly  be  able  to  tell  youagood 
deal  more  than  I  could  under  any  circumstances ; 
and,  let  me  add,  he  has  given  proof  in  that  elo- 
quent tribute  to  his  memoiy  which  he  once  in  par- 
ticluar  paid  to  him  that  you  need  make  no  ques- 
tion of  his  good  will  to  do  so. 

Respectfully,  Your  humble  Servant, 
E.  AUDUAN. 


THE  EEOONOILIATION. 
A  Legend  of  the  Twelfth  Century. 

[Translated  from  the  French  of  L.  D'Appilly.] 
The  skies  of  Provence — (the  name  of  Provence 
was  at  the  time  of  which  we  write,  given  to  all 
that  region  of  Southern  France,  in  which  the 
melodious  dialect  since  called  Provencal  was 
spoken) — those  skies  ordinarily  so  blue  and  pure, 
were  on  a  certain  night  covered  with  clouds  and 
darknes.s.  Like  the  bride  who  retires  to  attire 
herself  in  secret,  the  moon  had  hid  her  face  from 
the  earth,  until  her  crescent  should  be  filled  with 
brightness.  The  shadows  were  so  deep  that  the 
most  hardy  guides  would  have  refused  to  tempt 
the  dangers  of  a  nocturnal  journey. 

The  winter  seemed  to  linger,  loath  to  quit  the 
beauteous  landscape.  February  was  slowly  drag- 
ging out  its  dreary  days,  and  spring  had  not  yet 
opened  the  buds  of  flowers  impatient  to  unfold 
their  loveliness  to  the  sun.  The  soil  was  still 
frozen,  and  the  north  wind  changed  the  floating 
mists  into  rime  on  the  branches  of  the  bare  and 
leafless  trees,  decking  them  in  diamonds  for  the 
coming  daybreak. 

A  troop  of  men-atarms  who  had  been  riding 
all  night  across  the  j)lain,  entered  on  the  road  to 
Puy,  and  followed  it  for  some  distance.  Their 
movements  were  conducted  in  the  greatest  possi- 


ble silence.  They  had  covered  their  horses'  hoofs 
with  woollen  stuffs  rhat  their  shoes  might  not 
ring  against  the  pebbles,  and  for  fear  of  being 
separated  in  the  darkness,  their  ranks  were  eo 
close  that  the  knees  of  each  knight  touched  the 
saddles  of  his  companions. 

They  were  in  number  five  hundred,  and  each 
one  had  a  foot  .soldier  on  the  crupper.  At  the 
end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  those  who  rode  at 
the  head  of  the  troop,  halted,  and  thus  obliged 
all  those  who  followed  to  halt  also. 

Their  commander,  Raymond  V,  Count  of  Tou- 
louse, reconnoitered  the  country  in  person.  He 
could  not  have  expected  more  favorable  circum- 
stances for  the  surprise  he  had  planned.  The 
road,  at  this  place,  lay  along  the  banks  of  the 
Loire,  whose  turbulent  and  foaming  waters  waved 
over  their  deep  and  rocky  bed  below.  On  the 
other  side  a  wood  of  trees,  closely  bound  together 
by  vines  and  filled  up  with  underbrush,  opposed 
an  impenetrable  hedge.  Two  rocks  arose  in  front, 
like  towers,  with  peaked  summits,  hardly  leaving 
between  them  a  road  for  way-farers, — a  narrow 
pass,  and  easily  defended. 

Raymond  hid  a  part  of  his  knights  behind  the 
rock.  The  footsoldiers  crouched  under  the  trees. 
He  gave  these  instructions  to  all : 

"No  quarter!  We  must  finish  this  war,  and, 
this  time,  he  cannot  escape  me." 

The  entrance  to  this  defile  was  gradual  and 
broad;  but  Raymond  was  acquainted  with  the 
reckless  bravery  of  the  king  of  Arragon  and  he 
did  not  fear  that  he  would  try  to  retreat.  Never- 
theless, he  posted  near  there  the  greater  part  of 
his  troop,  at  the  foot  of  a  ravine  masked  by  a 
clump  of  aspen  and  chestnut  trees,  taking  his  own 
position  as  a  scout  on  the  border  of  the  wood, 
that  he  might  give  the  signal  to  begin  the  at- 
tack. 

The  hatred  which  the  Count  of  Toulou?e  bore 
to  the  King  of  Arragon,  was  inveterate,  furious 
and  stubborn.  The  quarrel  had  arisen  in  the 
time  of  Alphonso  the  warlike,  and  Alphonso  H. 
had  inherited  it  along  with  the  royal  crown. 

The  Arragonese  monarch  was  rather  a  brave 
knight  than  a  talented  commander.  A  minstrel 
king,  loyal  even  to  a  fault,  proud  and  intrepid,  be 
was  not  made  for  the  coml)inations  of  military  tac- 
tics. For  him  the  battle-field  was  merely  an  arena 
where  he  could  display  the  grace  of  his  prowet-s 
and  the  strength  of  his  arm.  He  loved  to  fight 
by  daylight  only,  and  he  would  have  refused  cer- 
tain victory,  if  it  were  to  be  won  in  the  darkness. 
He  voluntarily  de.«poiled  himself  of  every  advan- 
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ta'ge,  fearing  that  if  the  chances  were  not  equal, 
his  success  would  be  attributed  to  the  number  of 
his  soldiers  rather  than  his  valor. 

The  Count  was  less  of  a  warrior,  but  he  was 
more  powerful  and  richer  in  lauds  and  vassals. 
He  was  the  son  of  Raymond  IV  who  led  under 
his  banner  to  the  first  Crusade  all  the  south  of 
France.  He  aspired  to  revive  the  pompous  title 
of  Duke  of  Aquitaine,  and  he  derived  inexhausti- 
ble riches  from  the  commerce  which  his  vessels 
carried  on  with  the  East. 

Already  superior  in  resources  to  his  enemy,  he 
did  not  blush  to  use  stratagems  and  surprises 
against  him,  and  to  take  advantage  of  all  the 
cunning  and  trickery  that  he  could  press  into  his 
service.  He  did  not  dispute  with  the  Spaniard 
the  barren  glory  of  burning  and  laying  waste  the 
country  even  to  the  very  walls  of  Toulouse,  he 
allowed  himself  to  be  challenged  in  puerile  boast- 
ing to  single  combat ;  but  he  crept  meanwhile 
into  the  cities  of  Arragcm  and  with  the  rich  spoils 
he  carried  off  he  indemnified  those  of  his  people 
who  had  suffered  from  the  invaders.  In  answer 
to  the  defiances  of  Alphonso,  and  to  the  mock- 
eries with  which  he  insulted  him,  Raymond  would 
go  during  the  night  and  nail  sarcastic  rliymes  to 
the  doors  of  the  castles  in  which  the  king  slept. 
Prudently  keeping  within  his  fortified  cities,  he 
suflfered  the  Arragonese  to  occupy  the  country, 
until  the  Moorish  war  summoned  Alphonso  to 
the  other  side  of  the  Pyrenees,  and  then  he  would 
recommence  his  depredations,  never  returning 
without  immense  booty. 

This  warfare  without  rest  or  truce  ruined  and 
desolated  their  vassals.  But  the  two  adversaries 
were  la&hed  to  fury  by  the  bare  mention  of  a  re- 
conciliation. Bishops  had  many  titnes  attempted 
to  appease  these  passions,  but  their  efforts  and 
those  even  of  the  legate,  sent  by  Kome  to  bring 
back  the  heretical  Albigenses  to  the  faith,  had 
always  been  fruitless  against  the  obstinacy  of  the 
two  potentates. 

At  this  time  the  King  of  Arragon,  according 
to  a  vow  which  he  had  made  in  the  midst  of 
battle,  was  accomplishing  a  pilgrimage  to  Notre 
Dame  du  Pay.  He  was  escorted  only  by  two 
knights,  because  he  trusted  to  the  respect  in 
which  even  robbers  held  the  sacred  character  of 
a  pilgrim.  A  weak  defence  indeed  against  the 
bloodthirsty  and  ferocious  Raymond,  who,  profit- 
ing by  the  imprudent  confidence  of  his  enemy, 
was  about  to  cut  his  throat,  like  a  highwayman, 
in  a  cowardly  ambuscade  ! 

Alphonso  had  partaken  of  hospitality  in  a  well 


fortified  castle,  thirty  miles  from  Puy.  At  day- 
break his  pages  and  footmen  had  saddled  the 
horses  and  had  led  them  into  the  court  yard.  The 
knights  leaped  into  the  saddle,  the  drawbridge 
was  lowered,  and  the  troop  joyously  took  their 
leave. 

Suddenly  a  peasant  placed  himself  in  the  king's 
path,  seized  the  bridle  of  his  horse,  and  exclaimed : 

"  Go  no  further,  O  King !  Or  take  another 
road.     You  are  betrayed  !" 

Alphonso  gazed  upon  the  stranger  with  surprise, 
and  knew  not  whether  to  chastise  his  temerity  or 
to  continue  to  listen  to  him. 

"Slave!"  said  he  at  length,  "let  go  my  horse, 
if  you  hare  any  regard  lor  the  safety  of  your 
ears." 

"  My  lord,  I  only  wish  to  save  your  life,  do  not 
advance  further;  they  are  hidden  at  the  pass  of 
the  pointed  rocks.  I  have  counted  them,  there  are 
more  than  a  thousand ;  they  will  attack  you  from 
behind." 

"  Dost  thou  not  know  that  I  am  performing  a 
pilgrimage,  and  that  according  to  the  laws  of 
chivalry,  he  who  violates  the  personal  safety  of  a 
pilgrim  or  a  priest,  must  be  declared  disgraced 
and  excommunicated  by  Holy  Church?" 

"Neither  chivalry  nor  excommunication  will 
stop  the  Count  of  Toulouse.  He  hath  sworn  to 
kill  you  this  very  night." 

"  Who  art  thou,  and  to  whom  dost  thou  be- 
long ?" 

"  My  name  is  Durante ;  I  was  born  on  the  lands 
of  the  count,  but  I  have  lived  in  your  dominions. 
The  soldiers  of  the  count  have  carried  oflF  my 
oxen  and  my  crops,  and  you  have  burned  my 
house.  I  am  free  therefore,  and  belong  to  no  one. 
My  brother  Mark  is  your  esquire ;  let  him  be  ctm- 
fronted  with  me  and  say  whether  I  have  lied." 

"  Well,  if  thy  forwarning  is  true,  come  and 
claim  thy  recompense  in  my  domain  of  Arragon. 
I  will  give  thee  the  grant  of  a  fine  farm  which 
thou  shalt  possess  in  franchise — thou  and  thy 
childern  to  the  seventh  generation.  But  if  thy 
words  are  a  snare — never  venture  across  my  path 
again !" 

"  My  King,  you  will  meet  me  again  in  the  city 
of  Puy,  in  the  house  of  my  lord  the  bishop  and 
count.  There  must  I  submit  to  you  the  request 
of  a  high  and  mighty  lady,  who  has  ventured  to 
depend  upon  your  royal  gallantry." 

"Take  to  her  our  kingly  and  knightly  promise 
that  she  shall  obtain  from  us  all  she  wishes,  if 
she  be  fair  and  noble,  and  if  it  be  in  our  power 
to  fulfill  her  behests." 
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Whilst  Alphonso  reached  the  city  by  a  long 
circuit,  the  peasant  repaired  thither  also  by  the 
road  on  which  the  Count  of  Toulouse  was  watch- 
ing. 

Durante  was  simple  and  straightforward.  He 
walked  on  with  the  intrepid  confidence  of  a  man 
who  has  faith  in  his  mission.  He  had  presented 
himself  on  the  day  before  at  the  palace  of  the 
Bishop  of  Puy,  and  had  asked  to  be  conducted  to 
his  presence.  When  the  servants  despising  his 
poor  and  coarse  exterior,  sought  to  elude  his  re- 
presentations, he  said  to  them  with  great  con- 
fidence : 

"  Tell  his  lordship  that  it  is  Our  Lady  who 
sends  me,  and  that  I  must  fulfill  the  mission 
with  which  she  has  entrusted  me." 

The  servants  were  sorely  tempted  to  take  him 
for  a  madman,  however,  being  astonished  at  his 
boldness,  they  dared  not  repulse  him,  and  they 
informed  the  bishop  of  his  coming,  and  received 
an  order  for  his  immediate  admission. 

The  bishop  received  him  kindly,  and  as  much 
to  encourage  him  as  to  make  trial  of  the  state  of 
his  soul,  he  asked  him  many  questions,  to  which 
the  countryman  answered  with  simplicity,  but 
with  perfect  clearness. 

[to  be  continued.] 


SODALITIES  or  PHILADELPHIA. 
St.  Malachy's  Parish. 

The  publication  of  articles  in  the  Ave  Matiia 
on  the  organization,  progress,  and  present  condi- 
tion of  the  Sodalities  of  New  York  and  other 
cities,  will,  we  are  confident,  be  conducive  to  the 
propagation  of  that  tender  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  which  is  the  guiding  star  of  the  Sodalists 
of  our  land. 

The  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  attached  to 
to  St.  Malachy's  Church  was  organized  May  20th, 
1855,  under  the  title  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion, and  under  the  patronage  of  St.  Joseph  and 
St.  Anne.  The  Father  Director  then,  as  now,  was 
Rev.  John  Kelly,  the  pastor  of  the  Church.  At 
the  formation  the  number  of  Sodalists  was  about 
fifty.  The  Sodality  has  increased  in  strength  until 
it  now  numbers  about  five  hundred  members.  The 
officers  are  such  as  are  required  by  the  rules  for  the 
regulation  of  the  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
throughout  the  country.  This  Sodality  meetsevery 
Sunday,  after  Vespers,  in  the  Church,  and  recites 
the  Office  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  On  the  second 
Sunday  of  every  month  the  members  receive  holy 
Communion. 


Connected  als'o  with  this  Church  there  are  seve- 
ral other  pious  Societies.— a  Confraternity  of  the 
Scapular;  a  Living  Rosary  Society;  a  Purgatori- 
an ;  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  Conference;  Christian 
Doctrine  Society  ;  Society  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus ;  Holy  Angels'  Sodality,  and  a  Beneficial 
Society.  M.  L'J.  Q. 

VOLTAIEE'S  LIBEAET. 

We  had  occasion  some  time  since  to  introduce 
in  our  columns  the  name  of  Voltaire  in  compari- 
son to  Mr.  Vianney,  the  venerable  Cur6  d'Ars, 
(Vol.  I,  p.  177,243).  Count  de  Maistre,  who  was  no 
special  admirer  of  the  patriarch  of  Ferney,  has 
left  a  note  in  his  "  Soiresa  de  St.  Petershourg  which 
we  think  will  be  read  with  interest. 
•  Voltaire's  library,  as  is  well  known,  was  bought 
some  tijne  after  his  death,  by  the  Russian  Court. 
It  is  now  deposited  in  the  palace  of  the  Hermitage 
a  magnificent  dependence  of  the  winter  residence 
built  by  the  Empress  Catherine  II.  A  marble 
statue  of  Voltaire  by  the  sculptor  Francis  Hou- 
don,  is  placed  at  one  end  of  the  library  as  if  to 
inspect  it.  This  library  gives  room  to  important 
observations,  which  as  yet  I  have  never  seen  in 
print.  I  rember  as  well  as  one  can  remember  a 
thing  he  has  read  fifty  years  ago  that  Lovelace, 
in  the  novel  of  Clarissa,  writes  to  his  friend : 
"If  you  have  any  interest  in  obtaining  a  true 
knowledge  of  a  young  persrm,  examine  hor  libra- 
ry and  see  what  she  reads."  There  is  nothing 
more  incontestible  ;  but  this  truth  is  of  an  order 
far  more  general  than  Richardson  likely  intended 
to  convey.  It  applies  to  science  as  well  as  to 
character;  for  it  is  undeniable  that  when  you  see 
all  the  books  collected  by  a  man,  you  may  very 
soon  judge  of  what  he  knows  and  what  he  loves. 
Under  this  peculiar  point  of  view,  Voltaire's  li- 
brary is  particularly  worthy  of  attention.  The 
beholder  can  scarcely  credit  his  own  eyes  nor  re- 
cover from  his  astonishment,  as  he  considers  the 
extreme  scantiness  of  books  which  once  sufficed 
the  patriarch  of  Ferney.  In  vain  would  you  lo4jk 
there  for  what  we  call  "great  works"  or  rare 
editions,  especially  of  the  classics.  The  tout  ensem- 
ble gives  the  idea  of  a  library  composed  to  enliven 
the  eveningsof  a  jolly  farmer.  You  also  notice  a 
cupboard  filled  with  unassorted  volumes  the  mar- 
gins of  which  are  covered  with  notes  written  in 
Voltaire's  hand  and  generally  stamped  with  me- 
diocrity and  bad  taste.  The  whole  collection 
goes  to  demonstrate  that  Voltaire  was  a  stranger 
to  every  thing  like  profound  science  and  espe- 
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cially  to  clai^sical  literature.  Should  any  thing- 
be  wanting  to  this  demonstration,  it  would  be 
completed  by  many  evidences  of  unparalleled  ig- 
norance, which  flow  from  his  pen  in  hundreds  of 
places  in  spite  of  all  his  precautions.  It  might 
be  interesting  at  some  future  day  to  make  a  choice 
collection  of  them,  in  order  to  dispose  of  the  man. 
Sensible  people  have  long  since  made  up  their 
minds  in  regard  to  that  man.  Public  opinicm 
has  awarded  him  full  justice.  Voltaire's  name  is 
everywhere  synonymous  of  any  thit-g  but  respect 
and  esteem,  and  few  persons  feel  their  reputation 
safe  in  such  company.  But  dangerous  books  were 
not  all  written  by  Voltaire,  and  many  books  be- 
sides his,  might  expose  to  serious  misgivings  and 
unpleasant  suspicions,  any  fair  character  in  whose 
libraries  such  trash  or  poison  might  be  found. 
Should  any  one  find  it  impossible  to  resist  the 
temptation  to  read  a  bad  book  let  him  go  to  some 
dark  hole  where  neither  he  nor  his  boolc  can  be 
seen. 


OONSEOEATION  OF  THE  CHTJEOH  OF  THE 
ASSUMPTION. 

The  Syracuse  papers  contains  full  accounts  of  the 
consecration  of  the  church  of  the  Assumption  in 
that  city. — ^We  take  the  following  from  the  Syracuse 
Courier  <fe  Union : 

The  new  Church  of  the  Assumption,  in  the 
Second  Ward,  was  consecrated  yesterday,  and  the 
ceremonies  were  very  imposing,  as  usual  with  the 
ritual  of  that  Church. 

It  was  quite  proper  that  the  consecration  of 
this  beautiful  edifice  should  take  place  in  the 
month  of  May — the  beautiful  month — the  month 
of  blossoms  and  flowers,  which  is  especially  ded 
icated  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  It  is  a  beautiful 
belief,  that  the  fair  Viigin,  Mother  of  Christ,  pure 
and  holy,  nursed  the  Saviour  of  the  World  so  ten- 
derly, and  hence  it  is  that  the  Church  honors  Her 
so  much. 

The  title  of  this  Church,  consecrated  yesterday, 
has  its  full  significance.  The  tender  regard  paid 
to  the  mother  of  Christ,  is  a  fitting  theme  for 
Christians. 

At  an  early  hour  in  the  morning  the  solemn 
chants  of  the  priests  were  heard,  as  the  consecra- 
tion ceremonies  proceeded.  It  was  a  continual 
sound  of  music,  from  early  morn  to  dewy  eve. 

The  Church  is  one  of  the  finest  in  the  State,  and 
in  fact  one  will  have  to  search  the  continent  to 
find  its  equal  in  architectural  beauty.  The  edifice 
is  a  credit  to  the  Catholics  of  our  city. 


The  societies  participating  in  the  solemn  rites 
of  consecration  seemed  to  take  deep  interest  in  the 
aS'air,  and  in  their  neat  regalia,  looked  admirably 
well.  In  waiting  at  the  depot,  as  early  as  six 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  were  the  German  Soci- 
eties of  St.  Joseph,  St.  Franci.s,  St.  Michael  and 
St.  Stephen. 

These  were  waiting  for  a  special  train  from 
Utica,  (with  Societies.)  and  as  the  train  hove  in 
view,  Dresher  &  Maurer's  Band  greeted  those  on 
board  with  a  happy  welcome.  The  Utica  Soci- 
eties turned  out  in  large  numbers,  and  brought 
with  them  a  fine  band  of  music,  coniixised  of  six- 
teen pieces,  led  by  Prof.  Nichols.  Later  in  the 
forenoon,  a  special  train  arrived  over  the  Oswego 
road,  with  five  cars  laden  with  the  two  Societies 
of  St.  John  and  St  Joseph,  accompanied  by  the 
Oswego  City  Band.  In  the  procession  of  societies, 
we  recognized  many  familiar  faces  from  our  sister 
cities,  among  whom  were  some  members  of  the 
press — "typos,"  who  are  always  alive  to  interest- 
ing scenes  when  beauty  and  the  romance  of  exis- 
tence, earthly  and  divine,  call  out  their  better 
qualities. 

The  Societies  took  up  their  line  of  march  from 
the  Depot,  through  Salina  street,  and  the  music 
of  the  several  bands,  playing  appropriate  airs, 
added  much  to  the  occasion.  Passing  up  the 
street  to  the  church,  the  Societies  encountered 
wreaths  of  Evergreens,  very  handsomely  twined 
which  must  have  cost  much  labor  from  fair  hands. 
The  mottoes  suspended  beneath  expressed  the  joy 
of  those  who  devoted  their  energies  to  the  con- 
summation of  this  work. 

From  Went  &  Bros.  Block,  was  suspended  an 
elegant  wreath  reaching  across  the  street  to  the 
opposite  building.  Suspended  from  this,  on  a 
white  ground,  fringed  with  evergieens,  was  the 
conspicuous  motto  In  German  text : — 

"  WilUcomvien." 
Meaning  as  it  does  a  hearty  welcome   to   those 
from  abroad. 

From  the  block  'of  Mr.  James  Funda  was  an- 
other wreath  of  evergreens  spanning  the  street  to 
the  opposite  block ;  pending  from  this  was  a 
motto  expressing  the  gratitude  the  Germans  enter- 
tained over  the  completion  of  the  object  so  long 
at  heart.  On  one  side — "  Gloria  in  ExceUis;"  on 
the  other — "  Alleliijah." 

Right  Rev.  J.  J.  Conroy,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Al- 
bany celebrated  the  Mass,  during  which  Mozart's 
twelfth  Mass,  was  sung  by  a  choir  composed  of 
more  than  fifty  persons.  Rev.  F.  O'Hary  preached 
the  consecration  sermon. 
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CHILDEEN'S  DEPARTMENT.     • 

For  the  Atk  Mabia. 

OrPEEINGS  TO  THE  QUEEN  OP  MAY  PEOM 
TEE  CHILDEEN  OP  MAEY. 


Fourth  Offerikg.  —  Patience  and  Meekness. 

When  sorrow's  bitter  cup  was  thine, 

'Twas  quaffed  by  thee,  with  love  divine. 

Patient  and  meek,  thou  didst  fulfill, 

"  Mother  of  sorrows,"  Heaven's  bJessed  will. 

No  cloud  e'er  gatliered  'round  thy  brow. 

No  storm  e'er  dimmed  thy  heart's  bright  glow; 

Mother  most  meek,  most  patient,  mild : 

Be  near  us  in  this  desert  wild. 

And  when  dark  tempests  o'er  us  lower, 

Exert  for  us  a  Mother's  power. 

Patient  and  meek,  bright  Queen,  like  thee, 

O  may  thy  children  ever  be  ; 

Patient  and  meek,  'mid  ill  and  strife, 

What  e'er  may  be  our  lot  in  life. 

We  crave  these  virtues  at  thy  shrine, 

Virtues  replete  with  grace  divine ! 

Fifth  Offeking. — Puuity. 
Peerless  thou  standest  in  beauty  arrayed, 
Ne'er  tinged  with  the  breath  of  sin's  venomous 

shade. 
Created  all  free  from  its  poisonous  blight. 
A  being  of  beauty,  of  glory  and  light, 
"Immaculate  Mother,"  we  greet  thee — all  hail! 
Rose  peerless  in  beauty,  'mid  earth's  thorny  yale, 
What  gift  can  we  bring  thee,  what  proffer  thee  now. 
With  the  breath  of  the  serpent  impressed  on  our 

brow  ? 
Ah,  wilt  thou  not  shrink  from  our  filial  embrace. 
Since  no  feature  of  thine  in  us  thou  canst  trace? 
"Ah,  no!"  thou  wilt  answer,  "you  too  may  be 

pure. 
No  wile  of  the  tempter  your  soul  may  allure, 
Pure  in  the  heart,  in  the  mind,  in  the  eye. 
And  while  treading  this  earth — still  dwelling  on 

high." 
'Neath  thy  mantle,  oh  Mary,  we'll  heed  not  earth's 

snare,  * 

Secure  thou  wilt  guard  us,  with  motherly  care. 

Sixth  Offering. — Presence  of  God. 
Teach  us,  oh  heavenly  Queen,  to  walk, 

In  God's  most  holy  sight ! 
Oh,  fix  our  gaze  on  him  alone, 

Amid  life's  dreary  night ! 
When  adverse  clouds  around  us  lower, 

When  all  is  dark  and  drear, 


When  tempting  charms  our  souls  allure, 
Teach  us  that  God  is  near ! 

Teach  us  to  walk  with  filial  love, 

Before  His  holy  face. 
Teach  us  in  every  good  and  ill, 

His  watchful  eye  to  trace. 
Then  fearless  will  our  footsteps  tread, 

While  yet  we  journey  here. 
What  ill  can  harm,  what  foe  assail, 

When  God,  our  Father's  near  ? 

Seventh  Offering. — Obedience. 
Queen  of  Obedience, — virtue  divine, 
ThR  herrt's  dearest  treasure  we  bring  to  thy  shrine, 
Submissive  and  docile,  oh,  teach  us  to  be ! 
Heaven's  will  to  accomplish,  sweet  Mother,  like 

thee. 
Obedient  and  trusting,  oh,  ne'er  can  we  stray, 
For  the  finger  of  God  ever  traces  our  way. 
Obedient  children,  we  proffer  our  will. 
Each  mandate  of  Heaven  we  seek  to  fulfill ; 
Thus  the  life  of  the  bUsscd  above  may  we  lead, 
While  the  pathway  of  mortals  on  earth  still  we 

tread. 
Our  will,  holy  Mother,  we  place  at  thy  shrine, 
Never  more  to  revoke  it—  it  is  God's — it  is  thine 


THE   NUN. 


Happy!  thrice  happy  is  the  family  that  ean 
count  among  its  members  a  servant  of  the  Altar, 
or  an  humble  hand-maid  of  the  cloister.  Heaven 
appears  to  be  more  closely  allied  to  it,  than  to 
the  mass  of  God's  work,  for,  who  is  the  spouse  of 
its  child  ?  Jesus !  Yes,  Jesus  !  the  Iovjm"  of  vir- 
gins! With  Him  has  she  formed  an  alliance, 
which  will  outlive  time,  and  be  stronger  and  sub- 
limer  when  she  shall  have  crossed  the  threshold 
of  death.  Happy  destiny!  Glorious  exchange! 
the  Heart  of  Jesus  for  that  of  His  creature !  *  *  * 

The  object  of  this  essay  resided  on  the  beauti- 
ful island  of ,  though  one  on  whom  nature 

and  grace  had  lavished  their  choicest  gifts.  She, 
nevertheless,  understood  full  well  this  saying  of 
the  book  of  life :  "  He  who  loves  father  and 
mother  better  than  me,  is  unworthy  of  me." 
Though  reared  in  the  bosom  of  a  holy  family,  and 
.surrounded  by  examples  of  true  Catholic  virtues; 
still,  this  chosen  one  felt  that  there  was  some- 
thing better,  something  holier  for  which  her  soul 
must  long.  She  prays,  she  listens,  she  thinks  she 
has  heard — but  is  deceived.  Trouble  fills  that 
pure,  untainted  soul.  Like  Saul  of  old,  she  cries 
aloud :  O  Lord !  what  must  I  do  ?     Gently  she 
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hearkens,  patiently  she  awaits;  at -length  the 
meek  voice  of  the  Lamb,  wafted  by  the  wings  of 
love,  flows  gently  from  the  Tabernacle  into  that 
seraphic  heart.  Beloved,  thou  art  mine  ;  go,  and 
while  my  love  obliges  thee  to  act  as  Martha,  let 
thy  heart  rest  at  tlie  door  of  the  Tabernacle,  so 
that  no  storms  may  disturb  the  precious  fruit  of 
my  passion,  for  thou  well  knowest  that  this  is  the 
stronghold  of  my  spouse.  She  lingers  not,  but  has- 


tens forward  at  the  early  age  of  nineteen,  whenj^.-46  their  daily  visits,  gather  the  sweet  words  of 


the  world  still  coveted  her  smile,  endeavoring  to 
allure  her  by  its  deceitful  and  polluting  caresses. 
Does  she  hesitate  ?  Does  she,  for  a  nloment  lend 
a  willing  ear,  even  to  the  heartrending  pleas  of 
fond  and  cherished  parents.  No;  let  me  go,  she 
cries  in  her  anguish ;  let  me  go ;  he  has  bid  me 
come  and  I  must  go.  Respectfully  she  moves 
from  the  tender  embraces  of-Hhese  her  first  and 
best  friends,  trampling  the  rest  under  foot,  she 
hastens  forward  to  sever  even  the  sacred  ties  of 
parental  affection  that  bound  her  to  earth. 

The  happy  day  has  at  length  arrived.  Bowed 
before  the  altar  we  meet  that  Virgin  Spouse, 
awaiting  the  happy  moment  to  complete  her  sac- 
rifice, by  offering  Him  her  triple  oblation.  She 
kneels, — men  are  astonished, — Angels  and  Saints 
rejoiceT^^Iary  smilingly  bends  to  take  her  gifts  of 
Poverty,  of  Chastity  and  of  Obedience,  so  as  to 
render  them  doubly  acceptable  to  her  Divine  Son ; 
for  what  passes  through  the  spotless  hands  of  this 
Queen  is  a  hundred  told  more  precious  to  Jesus, 
her  Son.  And  as  the  pall  drew  slowly  over  that 
sacred  offering,  who  can  tell  the  heart  breathings 
of  that  youthful  Virgin?  Who  can  whisper 
unto  U9»  the  sighs  of  love  cast  like  arrows  into 
the  heart  of  her  Spouse?  O  ye  celestial  spirits! 
who  constantly  view  the  Face  of  that  sjKitless 
Being  to  whose  service  she  has  consecrated  her 
talents  and  her  affections,  enkindle  in  our  cold 
hearts  a  similar  flame,  which  will  urge  us  to  do 
something  for  our  God.  Ye  worldlings !  call  you 
this  a  sacrifice  ?  No,  it  is  a  return  of  the  love 
manifested  to  her  on  Calvary.  She  fears  ii^t  your 
slandering  tongues, — she  dreads  not  y(xar'scorn  ; 
for  long  ere  this  has  she  laid  her  pride  at  the  feet 
of  her  crucified  God.  Yes,-  she  has  buried  her 
memory,  her  understanding,  and  her  wij|,  in  the 
sepulchre  of  her  Jesus;  she.  hearkens  no  longer, 
but  to  the  mild  voice  of  His  love ;  she  lives  not, 
but  Jesus  lives  in  her. 

And  life  glides  sweetly  on  ;  gently  flows  year 
after  year  within  those  hallowed  walls,  unheeded 
by  her  who  li  is  said  :  "This  is  my  abode,  for  I 
have  chosen  it."     She  longs  now  only  for  the  hour 


which  shall  unite  her  for  an  eternity  to  her  well 
Beloved.  Will  He  test  her  patience?  Will  he 
lay  His  sweet  burden  upon  those  feeble  shoulders? 
Yes,  for  the  "  Cross"  is  God's  only  seal ;  it  is  the 
escutcheon  of  His  family,  loved  and  worn  with 
resignation  by  all  His  true  children  ;  therefore  to 
a  bi  d  of  sufferings  does  He  nail  her  for  two  long 
years,  during  which  not  a  word,  not  a  sigh  of 
complaint  escapes  this  seraphic  soul.     Her  sisters. 


edification  that  are  constantly  falling  from  those 
fast-fading  lips.  Frequently  was  .she  heard  to 
say:  "In  a  little  while  I  will  be  at  the  feet  of 
our  Immaculate  Mother,  begging  her  to  present 
me  to  our  dear  Jesus.  I  am  afraid  to  go  to  Him 
without  Mary."  Angelic  being,  what  fearest 
thou?  "Ah!  would' she  reply;  who  would  not 
fear,  when  they  compare  God  and  man  ;  grace  re- 
ceived, and  grace  abused  !"  "  Silence !  timid 
'child  of  Mary!'  Is  not  thy  Mother  Queen  of 
Angels  ?  What  hast  thou  to  fear,  when  encircled 
by  the  arms  of  so  tender  and  powerful  an  advo- 
cate y"  It  is  true,  I  should  not  be  afraid,  was  her 
only  answer ;  covering  her  face  w'ith  her  emaciated 
hands,  she  would  sweetly  murmur,  to  that  dear 
Mother,  her  petition  :  Monstra  te  esse  matrem  ;  so 
pass  those  days  of  suffering,  at  the  same  time, 
days  of  merit,  for  she  is  resigned.  At  length  the 
hour  of  triumph  arrives.  Jesus  calls  His  loved 
one  home.  Death  claims  its  prey ;  she  has  fal- 
len a  victim  to  a  wasting  disease.  Go,  beauti- 
ful soul,  to  that  land  where  the  streets  are  of  gold, 
and  the  palaces  illuminated  by  the  presence  of 
Him  who  is  the  joy  of  the  Angels.  Yes,  go  to 
Him,  He  will  dry  thy  tears,  and  bid  thy  pains  de- 
part !  While  the  sisters,  wrapped  in  sorrow  pro- 
found, recite  the  usual  prayers,  this  pure  soul, 
wings  her  flight  to  the  bosom  of  her  Beloved, 
where  she  is  welcomed  by  myriads  of  Angels 
chanting  that  hymn,  which  only  tho.se  who  follow 
the  "  Lamb"  whithersoever  He  goeth  are  permit- 
ted to  sing.  Sweetly  reverberated  the  heavenly 
court  with  the  words:  Veni Sponsa  Chrhti,  accipe 
coronam,  quam  tihi  Dominus  prcepnravit  in  ater- 
num. — "  Come,  Spouse  of  Christ,  receive  the  re- 
w^ard  which  the  Lord  has  prepared  for  thee  for 
all  eternity^"  The  scene  is  closed, — we  are  per- 
mitted to  proceed  no  further. 


OFFERING  TO  OUE  LADY-Befbre  her  Picture. 
Mother!  to  thee  myself  I  yield, 

Console  me  in  the  hour  or  pain ; 
Be  thou  my  life's  support  and  shield, 

And  by  me,  at  my  death,  remain ! 
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